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PREFACE 


‘Work’ is the second book of the new series which M. Zola 
began with ‘ Fruitfulness,’ and which he hopes to complete 
with ‘Truth’ and ‘Justice.’ I should much have liked to 
discuss here in some detail several of the matters which 
M. Zola brings forward in this instalment of his literary 
testament, but unfortunately the latter part of the present 
translation has been made by me in the midst of great bodily 
suffering, and I have not now the strength to do as I desired. 
I will only say, therefore, that ‘Work’ embraces many 
features. It is, first, an exposition of M. Zola’s gospel of 
work, as the duty of every man born into the world and the 
sovereign cure for many ills—a gospel which he has set 
forth more than once in the course of his numerous writings, 
and which will be found synthetised, so to say, in a paper 
called ‘Life and Labour’ translated by me for the ‘New 
Review’ some years ago.' Secondly, ‘ Work ’ degls with the 
present-day conditions of sociejy so far as those conditions 
are affected by Capital and Labour. And, thirdly and par- 
ticularly, it embraces a scheme of social reorganisation and 
regeneration in which the ideas of Charles Fourier, the eminent 
philosopher, are taken as a basis and broadenedand adapted 
to the needs of a newcentury. Some may regard this scheme 
as being merely the splendid dream of a poete (the book 
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certainly abounds in symbolism), but all must admit that it is 
a scheme of pacisic evolution, and therefore one to be preferred 
to the violent remedies proposed by most Socialist schools. 

In this respect the book has a peculiar significgnce. 
Though the English press pays very little attention to the 
matter, things are moving apace in France. The quiet of 
that country is only surface-deep. The Socialist schools are 
each day making more and more progress. The very peasarfts 
are fast becoming Socialists, and, as I wrote comparatively 
recently in my preface to the new English version of M. Zola’s 
‘Germinal,’ the most serious troubles may almost at any 
moment convulse the Republic. Thusitis well that M. Zola, 
who has always been a fervent partisan of peace and human 
brotherliness, should be found at such a juncture pointing 
out pacific courses to those who believe that a bath of blood 
must necessarily precede all social regeneration. 

Incidentally, in the course of his statements and arguments, 
M. Zola brings forward some very interesting points. I 
would particularly refer the reader to what he writes on the 
subject of education. Again, his sketch of the unhappy 
French peasant of nowadays may be scanned with advantage 
by those who foolishly believe that peasant to be one of the 
most contented beings in the world. The contrary ig un- 
happily the case, the subdivision of the soil having reached 
such a point that the land gannot be properly or profitably 
cultivated. After lasting a hundred years, the order of things 
established in the French provinces by the Great Revolution 
has utterly broken down. The economic conditions of the 
world have ghanged, and the only hope for French agriculture 
rests in farming on a huge scale. This the peasant, amidst 
his hard gruggle with pauperism, is now realising, and this 
it's which is fast making him a Socialist. 

All that M. Zola writes in ‘ Work’ on the subject of irou 
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and steel factories, and the progressive changes in processes 
and so forth, will doubtless be read with interest at the pre- 
sentgtime, when so much is being said and written about a 
certain large American ‘trust.’ The reliance which he places 
in Science—the great pacific revolutionary — to effect the 
most advantageous changes in present-day conditions of 
ldbour, is assuredly justified by facts. Personally, I rely far 
more on science than on any innate spirit of brotherliness 
between men, to bring about comparative happiness for the 
human race. 

In conclusion, I may point out that the tendency of 
M. Zola’s book in one respect is shown by the title chosen for 
the present translation. The original is called ‘ Travail,’ 
which might have been rendered in English as either ‘Labour’ 
or‘ Work.’ We read every day about the ‘labour world,’ the 
‘ conditions of labour,’ the ‘labour party,’ and so forth, and 
as these matters are largely dealt with by M. Zola, some may 
think that ‘Labour’ would have been the better title for the 
English version of his book. But then it is M. Zola’s desire 
that man should Jabowr no more; he does not wish him to 
groan beneath excessive toil—he simply desires that he should 
work, in health and in gaicty, with the help of science to 
lighten his task, and a just apportionment of wealth and 
happiness to gild his days until he takes his rest. 


i, A. V. 


Mrnrox, Surrey: 
April 1901. 
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BOOK I 


As Luc Froment walked on at random after emerging from 
Beauclair, he went up the Brias road, following the gorge in 
which the Mionne torrent flows between the two promontories 
of the Bleuse Mountains. And when he found himself before 
the Abyss, as the Qurignon steel-works are called in the 
region, he perceived two dark and puny creatures shrinking 
timidly against the parapet at the corner of the wooden bridge. 
His heart contracted. One was a woman looking very young, 
poorly clad, her head half hidden by some ragged woollen 
stuff; and the other, nestling amidst her skirts, was a white- 
faced child, about six years old, and scarcely clothed at all. 
Both had their eyes fixed on the door of the works, and were 
dca motionless, with the mournful patience of despairing 
eings. 

Tino paused and also looked. It would soon be six o’clock, 
and the light of that wretched, muggy, mid-September evening 
was already waning. It was a Saturday, and sincg Thursday 
the rain had scarcely ceased to fall. It was no longer coming 
down at present, but across the sky an impetuous wind was 
still driving a number of clouds, sooty ragged clouds, athwart 
which filtered a dirty, yellowish twilight, full of mortal sad- 
ness. Along the road over which stretched lines of rails, and 
where big paving-stones were disjointed by continuous traffic, 
there flowed a river of black mud, all the gatheréd moistened 
dust of the neighbouring coa!l-works of Brias, whose tumbrels 
were for ever going by. And that coal-dust had cagt a black- 
ness as of mourning over the entire gorge; it fell in patcles 
over the leprous pile of factory buildings,*and seemed even to 
besmirch those dark clouds which passed on interminably like 
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smoke. An ominous melancholy swept by with the wind ; one 
might have thought that the murky quivering twilight was 
bringing the end of the world in its train. 

Luc had stopped short at a few paces from the y ung 
woman and the boy, and he heard the latter saying with a 
shrewd decisive air, like one who was already a little man: 
‘I say, ma grande,' would you like me to speak to him? 
P’r’aps he wouldn’t get so angry with me.’ 

But the young woman replied : ‘ No, no, frérot, those ave 
not matters for little boys.’ 

Then again they continued waiting in silence, with an air 
of anxious resignation. 

Luc was now looking at the Abyss. From professional 
curiosity he had visited it when first passing through Beauclair 
the previous spring. And during the few hours that he had 
again found himself in the district, suddenly summoned 
thither by his friend Jordan, he had heard through what a 
frightful crisis the region had just passed. There had been a 
terrible strike of two months’ duration, and ruin was piled up 
on either side. The establishment had greatly suffered from 
the stoppage of work, and the workmen, their rage increased 
by their powerlessness, had almost starved. It was only two 
days previously, on the Thursday, that work had been resumed 
after reciprocal concessions, wrung from either party with the 
greatest difficulty after the most furious wrangling. And the 
men had gone back like joyless, vanquished beings enraged by 
defeat, retaining in their hearts only a recollection of their 
sufferings and a keen desire for revenge. 

Under the wild flight of the mourning clouds the Abyss 
spread its sombre piles of buildings and sheds. It was like a 
monster wkich had sprung up there, extending by degrees the 
roofs of its little town. One could guess the ages of the 
various structures by the colour of those roofs which arose and 
spread out in every direction. The establishment now occu- 
pied a surface of many acres and employed a thousand hands. 
The lofty, bluish, slated roofs of the great halls with coupled 
windows, A a the old blackened tiles of the earlier 
buildings, which were far more humble. Up above one per- 
ceived from the road the gigantic hives of the cementing- 
furnaces, mnged in a row, as well as the tempering tower, 

' Literally ‘ my big oue,’ ¢.¢. ‘ big sister.’ We have no exact equivalent 


for this‘expression as a form of endearment, nor for the ensuing one, 
fréret, little brother.— Lrans. 


WORK 3 


seventy-eight feet high, where big cannon were plunged on 
‘end into baths of petroleum. And higher still ascended 
smoking chimneys, chimneys of all sizes, a very forest, whose 
soot? breath mingled with the flying soot of the clouds, whilst 
at regular intervals narrow blast-pipes, with strident respira- 
tion, threw out white plumes of steam. All this seemed like 
the breathing of the monster. The dust, the vapour that it 
ingessantly exhaled, enveloped it as in an everlasting cloud of 
the perspiration of toil. And there was also the beating of 
its organs, the impact, the noise of its every effort: the vibra- 
tion of machinery, the clear cadence of helve-hammers, the 
great rhythmical blows of steam-hammers resounding like 
huge bells and making the soil shake. And at the edge of 
the road, in the depths of a little building, where the first 
Qurignon had first forged iron, one could hear the violent, 
desperate dance of two tilt-hammers which were beating there 
like the very pulse of the colossus, every one of whose life- 
devouring furnaces flamed afresh. 

In the ruddy and dismal crepuscular mist which was 
gradually submerging the Abyss, not a single electric lamp as 
yet lighted up the yards. Nor was there any light gleaming 
through the dusty windows. Alone, through the gaping door- 
way of one of the large halls, there burst a vivid flame which 
transpierced the gloom with a long jet of light, like that of 
some fusing star. A master puddler had doubtless opened the 
door of his furnace. And nothing else, not even a stray spark, 
proclaimed the presence of the empire of fire, the fire roaring 
within that darkened city of toil, the internal fire which heated 
the whole of it, the trained, subjected fire which bent and 
fashioned iron like soft wax, and which had given man 
royalty over the earth ever since the first Vulcans had con- 
quered it. . 

At last the clock in the little belfry surmounting the 
offices struck six o’clock. And Luc then again heard the 
poor child saying: ‘ Listen, ma grande, they will be coming 
out now.’ 

‘Yes, yes, I know well enough,’ the young womén answered. 
‘Just you keep quiet.’ 

As she moved forward to restrain the child, her ragged 
wrapper fell back slightly from before her face, and Imo 
remarked the delicacy of her features witl®surprise. She was 
surely less than twenty. She had fair hair a} in disorder, 
® poor, thin little face which to him seemed ugly, blue efes 
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blurred by tears, and a pale mouth that twitched bitterly with 
suffering. And what a light, girlish frame there was within ° 
her old threadbar& dress! And with what a weak and 
trembling arm did she press to her skirts the child, her bttle 
brother, who was fair like herself and equally ill-combed, but 
stronger-looking and more resolute! Luc felt his compassion 
increasing, whilst the two poor creatures on their side grew 
distrustfully anxious about that gentleman who had stopped 
go near, and was examining them so persistently. She, in 
particular, seemed embarrassed by the scrutiny of that young 
fellow of five-and-twenty, so tall and handsome, with square- 
set shoulders, broad hands and a face all health and joy, whose 
firmly-marked features were o’ertopped by a straight and 
towering brow, the towering brow of the Froment family. 
She had averted her gaze as it met the young man’s brown 
eyes, which looked her frankly in the face. Then she once 
more stole a furtive glance, and seeing that he was smiling 
at her in a kindly way, she drew back a little more, in the 
disquietude born of her great distress. 

The clang of a bell was heard, there was a stir in the 
Abyss, and then began the departure of the day-shifts which 
the night-shifts were about to replace; for never is there a 
pause in the monster’s devouring life; it flames and forges 
both by day and night. Nevertheless there was some delay 
in the departure of the day-hands. Although work had only 
been resumed on the Thursday, most of them had applied for 
an advance, for after that terrible strike of two months’ 
duration great was the hunger in every home. At last they 
began to appear, coming along one by one or in little parties, 
all gloomy and in a hurry, with their heads bent whilst in the 
depths of their pockets they stowed away their few dearly 
earned silver coins which woéld procure a little bread for wife 
and children. And in turn they disappeared along the black 
highway. 

‘There he is, ma grande,’ the little boy muttered. 
‘Can’t you see him? He’s with Bourron.’ 

‘Yes, yee; keep quiet.’ 

Two men, two puddlers, had just left the works. The 
first, who was accompanied by Bourron, had a cloth jacket 
thrown ovtr his shoulders. He was barely six-and-twenty ; 
his hair and beards were ruddy, and he was rather short, 
though his muscles were strong. Under a prominent brow 
heeshowed a Rook nose, massive jaws, and projecting cheek- 
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bones, yet he could laugh in a very agreeable way, which 
elargely accounted for his success with women. Bourron, five 
years the elder, and closely buttoned ig an old jacket of 
greqnish velveteen, was 8 tall, dry, scraggy fellow, whose 
equine face, with long cheeks, short chin, and eyes set almost 
sideways, expressed the quiet nature of a man who takes life 
easily, and is always under the influence of one or another 
mate. 

e Bourron had caught sight of the mournful woman and 
chéld standing across the road at the corner of the wooden 
bridge, and, nudging his companion with his elbow, he 
exclaimed: ‘I say, Ragu, Josine and Nanet are yonder. Be 
careful if you don’t want them to pester you.’ 

Ragu ragefully’ clenched his fists. ‘The girl! I’ve 
had enough of her, I’ve turned her out! Just let her try to 
come dangling after me again and you’ll see!’ 

He seemed to be slightly intoxicated, as always happened 
indeed on those days when he exceeded the three quarts of 
wine which he declared he needed to prevent the heat of the 
furnace from drying up his skin. And in his semi-intoxication 
he yielded the more especially to a cruel boastful impulse to 
show his mate how he treated girls when he no longer cared 
for them. 

‘I shall send her packing,’ said he, ‘I’ve had enough 
of her.’ 

With Nanet still among her skirts Josine was now gently, 
timidly, stepping forward. But she paused on seeing two 
other workmen approach Ragu and Bourron. They belonged 
to a night-shift, and had just arrived from Beauclair. 
Fauchard, the eldest, a man of thirty, looking quite ten years 
older, was a drawer, and seemed already ‘done for’ by his 
terrible work. His face had the appearance of boiled flesh, 
his eyes were scorched, the whole of his big frame burnt and 
warped by the ardent glow of the furnaces when he drew out 
the fusing metal. The other, his brother-in-law Fortuné, 
was @ lad of sixteen, though he would hardly have been 
thought twelve, so puny was his frame. He had a thin face 
and discoloured hair, and looked as if he had ceased growing, 
as if, indeed, he were eaten into by the mechanical toil which 
he ever performed, perched beside the lever gf a helve- 
hammer amidst all the bewilderment born of blinding st@am 
and deafening noise. 

On his arm Fauchard carried an old blaek osier bagket, 
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and he had stopped to ask the others in a husky voice: ‘ Did 
you go?’ 
He wished to ascertain if they had gone to the cashier's 
office and obtained an advance there. And when Jagu, 
without a word, slapped his pocket in which some five-franc 
pieces jingled, the other made a despairing gesture and 
exclaimed: ‘Thunder! To think that I've got to tighten my 
belt until to-morrow morning, and that I shall be dying of 
thirst all night unless my wife by some miracle or othar 
contrives to bring me my ration by-and-by.’ L 

His ration was four quarts of wine for each day or night- 
shift, and he was wont to say that this quantity only just 
sufficed to moisten his body, to such a degree did the furnaces 
drain all the blood and water from hig flesh. He cast a 
mournful glance at his basket, in which nothing save a hunk 
of bread was jolting. The failure to secure his usual four 
quarts of wine meant the end of everything, black agony amidst 
overpowering unbearable toil. 

‘Bab!’ said Bourron complacently, ‘your wife won’t 
leave you in the lurch; she hasn’t her equal for getting credit 
somewhere.’ 

Then, all at once, the four men standing in the sticky 
mud became silent and touched their caps. Luc had seen a 
kind of bath-chair approaching, propelled by a servant; and 
ensconced within it sat an old gentleman with a broad face 
and regular features around which fell an abundance of long 
white hair. In this old gentleman the young fellow 
recognised Jér6me Qurignon, ‘Monsieur Jérdme’ as he was 
called throughout the region, the son of Blaise Qurignon, 
the drawer, by whom the Abyss had been founded. Very 
aged and paralysed, never speaking, Monsieur Jéréme caused 
himself to be carted about in this fashion, no matter what 
might be the weather. 

That evening, as he passed the works on his way back to 
his daughter’s residence, La Guerdache, a neighbouring 
estate, he had signed to his servant to go more slowly, 
and with his still bright, living eyes he had then taken 
a long look* at the ever-busy monster, at the day hands 
departing homeward, and at the night hands arriving, whilst 
the vague twilight fell from the livid sky besmirched by 
rusuing clouds. And his glance had afterwards rested on 
the manager’s house? a square building standing in a garden, 
which his father had erected forty years previously, and 
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where he himself had long reigned like a conquering king, 
, gaining million after million. 

‘Monsieur Jéréme isn’t bothered as_to how he will get 

any wine to-night,’ resumed Bourron in £ sneering whisper. 
agu shrugged his shoulders: ‘ My great-grandfather and 

Monsieur Jéréme’s father,’ said he, ‘were comrades. Yes, 
they were both workmen and drew iron here together. The 
fortune might have come to a Ragu just as well as to a 
Qurignon. It’s all luck, you know, when it isn’t robbery.’ 

e ‘Be quiet,’ Bourron muttered, ‘you'll be getting into 
trouble.’ 

Ragu’s bounce deserted him, and when Monsieur Jéréme, 
passing the group, looked at the four men with his large, 
fixed, limpid eyes, he again touched his cap with all the 
timorous respect of a toiler who is ready enough to cry out 
against employers behind their backs, but has long years of 
slavery in his blood and trembles in the presence of the 
sovereign god from whom he awaits the bread of life. The 
servant meanwhile slowly pushed the bath-chair onward, and 
Monsieur Jérédme disappeared at last down the black road 
descending towards Beauclair. 

‘Bah!’ said Fauchard philosophically by way of conclusion, 
‘he’s not so happy after all, in that wheelbarrow of his. 
And besides, if he can still understand things, that strike 
can’t have been very pleasant to him. We each have our 
troubles. But thunder! I only hope that Natalie will bring 
me my wine.’’ 

Then he went off into the works, taking with him little 
Fortuné, who had not spoken a word, and looked as bewildered 
as ever. Already feeling weary, they disappeared amidst the 
increasing darkness which was enveloping the buildings; 
whilst Ragu and Bourron set out again, the former bent on 
leading the latter astray, to some tavern in the town. But 
then, dash it all,a man surely had a right to drink a glass and 
laugh a bit after undergoing so much misery ! 

However, Luc, who, from compassionate curiusity had 
remained leaning against the parapet of the bridge, saw 
Josine again advance with short unsteady steps to bar the 
way to Ragu. For a moment she had hoped that he would 
cross the bridge homeward bound, for that was the direct 
road to Old Beauclair, a sordid mass of hovels irf which most 
of the workpeople of the Abyss lived. ® But when she under- 
stood that he was going down to the new town, shé foresaw 


8 WORK 


what would happen: the money he had obtained would be 
spent in some wineshop, and she and her little brother would ‘ 
have to spend anether whole evening waiting, dying of 
starvation, amidst the bitter wind in the streets. Andgher 
sufferings and a fit of sudden anger lent her so much courage 
that, puny and woeful though she was, she went and took her 
stand before the man. 

‘Be reasonable, Auguste,’ said she; ‘you can’t leave me 
out-of-doors.’ - 

He did not answer, but stepped on in order to pass her.‘ 

‘If you are not going home at once, give me the key, at 
any rate,’ she continued. ‘We've been in the street ever since 
this morning, without even a morsel of bread to eat.’ 

At this he burst forth: ‘Just let me‘be! Haven’t you 
done sticking to me like a leech ?’ 

‘Why did you carry off the key this morning?’ she 
answered. ‘I only ask you to give me the key, you can come 
in when you like. It is almost night now, and you surely 
don’t want us to sleep on the pavement.’ 

‘The key! the key! I haven’t got it, and even if I had I 
wouldn’t give it you. Just understand, once for all, that I’ve 
had enough of it, that I don’t want to have anything more to 
do with you, that it’s quite enough that we starved together for 
two months, and that now you can go somewhere else, and 
see if I’m there!’ 

He shouted those words in her face, violently and savagely ; 
and she, poor little creature, quivered beneath his insults, 
whilst gently persevering in her efforts with all the woeful 
desperation of a wretch who feels the very ground giving way 
beneath her. 

‘Oh! yoware cruel! you are cruel!’ she gasped. ‘ We’ll have 
a talk when you come home tonight. I'll go away to-morrow 
if it’s necessary. But to-day, give me the key just for to-day.’ 

Then the man, infuriated, pushed her, thrust her aside 
with a brutal gesture. ‘Curse it all!’ he cried, ‘ doesn’t the 
road belong to me as much as you? Go and croak wherever 
you like! I tell you that it’s all over.’ And as little Nanet, 
seeing his sister sob, stepped forward with his air of decision, 
his pink face and tangle of fair hair, Ragu added: ‘What! 
the brat as well! Am I to have the whole family on my 
shotilders now? Wajt a minute, you young rascal; I'll let 
you feel,my boot somewhere.’ 

Josine quickly drew Nanet towards her. And they both 
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remained there, standing in the black mud, shivering with 

* woe, whilst the two workmen went their way, disappearing 
amidst the gloom in the direction of Beaticlair, whose lights, 
one*by one, were now beginning to shine. Bourron, who at 
bottom was a good-natured fellow, had made a movement as 
if to intervene ; then, however, in a spirit of imitation, yield- 
ing ty the influence of his rakish companion, he had let things 
take their course. And Josine, after momentarily hesitating, 
asking what use it would be to follow, made up her mind to 
(dso with despairing stubbornness as soon as the others had 
disappeared. With slow steps she descended the road in their 
wake, dragging her little brother by the hand, and keeping 
very close to the walls, taking indeed all sorts of precautions, 
asif she feared that on seeing her they might beat her to 
prevent her from dogging their steps. 

Lue, in his indignation, bad almost rushed on Ragu to 
administer a correction to him. Ah! the misery of labour !— 
man turned to a wolf by overpowering and unjust toil, by 
the difficulty of earning the bread for which hunger so wildly 
contends! During those two months of the strike, crumbs had 
been fought for amidst all the voracity and exasperation of 
daily quarrels, Then, on the very first pay-day, the man 
rushed to Drink for forgetfulness, leaving his companion of 
woe, whether she were his wife or a girl he had seduced, in 
the streets! And Luc remembered the four years which he 
had lately spent in a faubourg of Paris, in one of those huge, 
poison-reeking buildings where the misery of the working 
classes sobs and fights upon every floor! How many tra- 
gedies had he not witnessed, how many sorrows had he not 
attempted to assuage! The frightful problem born of all the 
shame and torture attending the wage system had often arisen 
before his mind; he had fully sounded that system’s atrocious 
iniquity, the horrible sore which is eating away present-day 
society, and he had spent hours of generous enthusiasm in 
dreaming of a remedy, ever encountering, however, the iron 
wall of existing reality. And now, on the very evening of his 
return to Beauclair, he came upon that savage scene, that 
pale and mournful creature cast starving into the streets 
through the fault of the all-devouring monster, whose internal 
fire he could ever hear growling, whilst overhea@ it escaped 
in murky smoke rolling away under the¢ragic sky. 

A gust of wind passed, and a few rain-drops few by 
in the moaning wind. Luc had remained ©n the bridge, 
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looking towards Beauclair and trying to take his bearings by 
the last gleams of light that fell athwart the sooty clouds. « 
On his right was tke Abyss, with its buildings bordering the 
Brias road ; beneath him rolled the Mionne, whilst higher up, 
along an embankment on the left, passed the railway line from 
Brias to Magnolles. These filled the depths of the gorge, 
between the last spurs of the Bleuse Mountains, at the spot 
where they parted to disclose the great plain of La Roumagne. 
And in a kind of estuary, at the spot where the ravine 
debouched into the plain, Beauclair reared its houses¢ a 
wretched collection of working-class dwellings, prolonged over 
the flat by a little middle-class town, in which were the sub- 
prefecture, the town-hall, the law-courts, and the prison, 
whilst the ancient church, whose walls threatened to fall, 
stood part in new and part in old Beauclair. This town, the 
chief one of an arrondissement,' numbered barely six thousand 
souls, five thousand of them being poor humble souls in 
suffering bodies, warped, ground to death by iniquitous hard 
toil. And Luc took in everything fully when, above the 
Abyss, half-way up the promontory of the Bleuse Mountains, 
he distinguished the dark silhouette of the blast furnace of 
Lia Crécherie. Labour! labour! ah! who would redeem 
and reorganise it according to the natural law of truth and 
equity so as to restore to it its position as the most noble, all- 
regulating, all-powerful force of the world, and so as to ensure 
& just division of the world’s riches, thereby at last bringing 
the happiness which is rightly due to every man ! 

Although the rain had again ceased Luc also ended by 
going down towards Beauclair. Workmen were still leaving 
the Abyss, and he walked among them as they tramped on, 
thinking of that rageful resumption of work after all the 
disasters of tle strike. Such infinite sadness born of re- 
bellion and powerlessness pervaded the young man that he 
would have gone away that evening, indeed that moment, 
had he not feared to inconvenience his friend Jordan. The 
latter—the master of La Crécherie—had been placed in a 
position of great embarrassment by the sudden death of the 
old engineer who had managed his smeltery, and he had 
written to Luc, asking him to come, inquire into things, 
and give him some good advice. Then, the young man, on 

Y Bech French + dgpartment’ or county is for administrative 


purposes divided into two, three, or four ‘arrondissements’; and the 
arrondissements jn their turn are subdivided into ‘cantons.’— Trans. 
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hastening to Beauclair in an affectionate spirit, had found 

- another letter awaiting him, a letter in which Jordan 
announced a family catastrophe, the sugden, tragical death 
of a cousin at Cannes, which obliged him to leave at once 
and remain absent with his sister for three days. He begged 
Luc to wait for them until Monday evening, and to instal 
himself meanwhile in a pavilion which he placed at his dis- 
posal, and where he might make himself fully at home. 
hus Luc still had another two days to waste, and for lack 
ofother occupation, cast as he was in that little town which 
he scarcely knew, he had gone that evening for a ramble, 
telling the servant who waited on him that he should not 
even return to dinner. Passionately interested as he was in 
popular manners and customs, fond of observing and learn- 
ing, he felt that he could get something to eat in any tavern 
of the town. 

New thoughts came upon him, whilst under the wild 
tempestuous sky he walked on through the black mud amidst 
the heavy tramping of the harassed, silent workmen. He 
felt ashamed of his previous sentimental weakness. Why 
should he go off, when here again he once more found, so 
poignant and so keen, the problem by which he was ever 
haunted ? He must not flee the fight, he must gather facts 
together, and, perhaps, amidst the dim confusion in which he 
was still seeking a solution, he might at last discover the 
safe, sure path that led to it. A son of Pierre and Marie 
Froment, he had learnt, like his brothers Mathieu, Marc and 
Jean, & manual calling apart from the special study which 
he had made of engineering. He was a stone-cutter, a house- 
builder, and having a taste for that avocation, fond of work- 
ing at times in the great Paris building-yards, heewas familiar 
with the tragedies of the present-day labour-world, and 
dreamt, in a fraternal spirit, of helping on the peaceful 
triumph of the labour-world of to-morrow. But what could 
he do, in which direction should he make an effort, by what 
reform should he begin, how was he to bring forth the solu- 
tion which he felt to be vaguely palpitating within him ? 
Taller and stronger than his brother Mathieu, with the open 
face of a man of action, a towering brow, a lofty mind ever 
in travail, he had hitherto embraced but the void with 
those big arms of his which were so impatient to create &nd 
build. But again a sudden gust of wind sped by, a hurricane 
blast, which made him quiver as with awe. Was it in some 
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Messiah-like capacity that an unknown force had cast him 
into that woeful region to fulfil the long-dreamt-of mission of ° 
deliverance and happiness ? 

When Lue, raising his head, freed himself of those vague 
reflections, he perceived that he had come back to Beauclair 
again. Four large streets, meeting at a central square, the 
Place de la Mairie, divide the town into four more or less 
equal portions; and each of these streets bears the name of 
some neighbouring town towards which it leads. On tHe 
north is the Rue de Brias, on the west the Rue de Saint-Cr8n, 
on the east the Rue de Magnolles, and on the south the Rue 
de Formerie. The most popular, the most bustling of all— 
with its many shops stocked to overflowipg—is tae Rue de 
Brias, in which Lue at present found himself. Tor in that 
direction lie all the factories, from which a dark stream of 
toilers pours whenever leaving-off time comes round. Just 
as Luc arrived, the great door of the Gourier boot-works, 
belonging to the Mayor of Beauclair, opened, and away rushed 
its five hundred hands, amongst whom were numbered more 
than two hundred women and children. Then, in some of 
the neighbouring streets, were Chodorge’s works, where only 
nails were made; Hausser’s works, which turned out more 
than a hundred thousand scythes and sickles every year, and 
Mirande’s works, which more particularly supplied agricultural 
machinery. 

They had all suffered from the strike at the Abyss, where 
they supplied themselves with raw material, iron and 
steel. Distress and hunger had passed over every one of 
them, the wan, thin workers who poured from them on to 
the muddy paving-stones had rancour in their eyes and mute 
revolt upon® their lips, although they showed the seeming 
resignation of a hurrying, tramping flock. Under the few 
lamps, whose yellow flames flickered in the wind, the street 
was black with toilers homeward bound. And the block in 
the circulation was increased by a number of housewives who, 
having at last secured a few coppers to spend, were hastening 
to one or anather shop to treat themselves to a big loaf or a 
little meat. 

It seemed to Luc as if he were in some town, the siege of 
which had been raised that very evening. Hither and thither 
among the crowd walked gendarmes, quite a number of armed 
men, who kept a close watch on the inhabitants, as if from 
feanof a resumption of hostilities, some sudden fury arising 
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from galling sufferings, whence might come the sack of thetown 

»in a supreme impulse of destructive exasperation. No doubt 
the masters, the bowrgeots authorities, hag overcome the wage- 
eargers, but the overpowered slaves still remained so threaten- 
ing in their passive silence that the atmosphere reeked of 
bitterness, and one felt a dread of vengeance, of the possibility 
of some great massacre, sweeping by. A vague growl came 
from that beaten, powerless flock, filing along the street ; and 
the glitter of a weapon, the silver braid of a uniform shining 
here and there among the groups, testified to the unacknow- 
ledged fear of the employers, who, despite their victory, were 
bursting into perspiration behind the thick, carefully drawn 
curtains of their pleasure houses; whilst the black crowd of 
starveling toilers Still and ever went by with lowered heads, 
hustling one another in silence. 

Whilst continuing his ramble Luc mingled with the groups, 
pee listened, and studied things. In this wise he halted 

efore a large butcher’s shop open on the street, where 
several gas-jets were flaring amidst ruddy meat. Dacheux, 
the master butcher, a fat apoplectical man, with big guggle 
eyes set in a short red face, stood on the threshold keeping 
watch over his viands, evincing the while much politeness 
towards the servants of well-to-do customers, and becoming 
extremely suspicious directly any poor housewife came in. 
For the last few minutes he had kept his eyes upon a tall slim 
blonde, pale, sickly, and wretched, whose youthful good looks 
had already faded, and who, whilst dragging with her a fine 
child between four and five years old, carried upon one arm & 
heavy basket, whence protruded the necks of four quart-bottles 
of wine. In this woman Dacheux had recognised La Fauchard, 
whose constant appeals for little credits he gvas tired of 
discouraging. And as she mage up her mind to go in, he all 
but barred the way. 

‘What do you want again, you?’ he asked. 

‘Monsieur Dacheux,’ stammered Natalie, ‘if you would 
only be so kind—my husband has gone back to the works you 
know, and will receive something on account to-morrow. 
And so Monsieur Caffiaux was good enough fo advance me 
the four quarts I have here, and would you be so kind, 
Monsieur Dacheux, as to advance me a little gneat, just a 
little bit of meat ?’ e 

At this the butcher became furious, ‘his blood rushed to his 
face, and he bellowed: ‘No, I’ve told you no before! That 
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strike of yours nearly ruined me! How can you think me , 
fool enough to be on your side? There will always be enough 
lazy workmen to p&event honest folk from doing business. 
When people don’t work enough to eat meat, they®go 
without it!’ 

He busied himself with politics, and like a narrow-minded 
hot-tempered man, one who was greatly feared, he was on the 
side of the rich and powerful. On his lips the word ‘ meat, 
assumed aristocratic importance: meat was sacred, it wage 
luxury reserved to the happy ones of the earth, when it ought 
to have belonged to all. 

‘You owe me four francs from last summer,’ he resumed ; 
‘I have to pay people, I have!’ . 

At this Natalie almost collapsed, then she again strove 
to touch him, pleading in a low prayerful voice. But an 
incident which occurred just then completed her discomfiture. 
Madame Dacheux, an ugly, dark, insignificant-looking little 
woman, who none the less contrived to make her husband 
the talk of the town, stepped forward with her little daughter 
Julienne, a child of four, plump, healthy, fair, and full of 
gaiety. And the two children having caught sight of one 
another, little Louis Fauchard, despite all his wretchedness, 
began to laugh, whilst the buxom Julienne, feeling amused, 
and doubtless as yet unconscious of social inequalities, drew 
near and took hold of his hands. In such wise that there 
was sudden play, fraught with childish delight, as at the 
prospect of some future reconciliation of the classes. 

‘The little nuisance!’ cried Dacheux, who had quite lost 
his temper. ‘She’s always getting between my legs. Co 
and sit down at once!’ 

Then, turhing his wrath upon his wife, he roughly sent 
her back to the cash desk, a that the best thing she 
could do was to keep an eye on the till, so that she might not 
be robbed again, as she had been robbed only two days 
previously. And, haunted as he was by that theft, of which 
he had never ceased to complain with the greatest indignation 
during the last forty-eight hours, he went on, addressing 
himself to all the people in the shop: ‘Yes, indeed, some 
kind of beggar woman crept in and took five francs out of 
the fi whikt Madame Dacheux was looking to see if the 
flies laughed. She wasn’t able to deny it, she still had the 
money im her hand. Oh! I had her taken into custody at 
oncee. She’s at’ the gaol. It is frightful, frightful; we shall 
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be utterly robbed and plundered soon if we don’t keep our 
eeyes Open.’ 

Then with suspicious glances he agajn watched his meat 
to make sure that no starving wretches, no workwomen out of 
work, should carry any pieces away from the show outside, 
even as they might carry away precious gold, divine gold, 
from the bowls in the windows of the money-changers’ shops. 

Luc saw La Fauchard grow alarmed and retire; she 
féared, no doubt, that the butcher might summon a gendarme. 
Fo a moment she and her little Louis remained motionless 
in the middle of the street, amidst all the jostling, their faces 
turned the while towards a fine baker’s shop, decorated with 
mirrors and gaily lighted up, which faced the butcher’s 
establishment. Ir? one of its windows, which was open, 
numerous cakes and large loaves with a crust of a golden hue 
were freely displayed under the noses of the passers-by. 
Before those loaves and cakes lingered the mother and the 
child, deep in contemplation. And Luc, forgetting them, 
became interested in what was taking place inside the shop. 

A cart had just stopped at the door, and a peasant had 
alighted from it with a little boy about eight years old and a 
girlof six. Atthe counter stood the baker's wife, the beautiful 
Madame Mitaine, a strongly-built blonde who at five-and- 
thirty had remained superb. The whole district had been in 
love with her, but she had never ceased to be faithful to her 
husband, a thin, silent, cadaverous-looking man who was 
seldom seen, for he was almost always busy at his kneading 
trough or his oven. On the bench near his wife sat their 
son, Evariste, a lad of ten, who was already tall, fair, too, like 
his mother, with an amiable face and soft eyes. 

‘What, is it you, Monsieur Lenfant!’ sali Madame 
Mitaine. ‘How do you do? and there’s your Arséne, and 
your Olympe. I need not ask you if they are in good health.’ 

The peasant was a man in the thirties, with a broad 
sedate face. He did not hurry, but ended by answering in 
his thoughtful way, ‘Yes, yes, their health is good; one 
doesn’t get along so badly at Les Combettes. The soil’s the 
most poorly. I shan’t be able to let you have the bran I 
promised you, Madame Mitaine. It all miscarried. And as 
I had to come to Beauclair this evening with ¢he cart, I 
thought I'd let you know.’ “ 

e went on giving expression to all his rancour against 
the ungrateful earth, which no longer fed the toiler, nor qyen 
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aid for sowing and manuring. And the beautiful Madame 

itaine gently nodded her head. It was quite true. One 
had to work a great deal nowadays to reap but little satis- 
faction. Few were“%ble to satisfy their hunger. She did not 
busy herself with politics, but, mon Dieu, things were really 
taking a very bad turn. During that strike, for instance, her 
heart had almost burst at the thought that a great many poor 
people went to bed without even a crust to eat when her shop 
was full of loaves. But trade was trade, was it not? Ore 
could not give one’s goods away for nothing, particularly-as 
in doing so one might seem to be encouraging rebellion. 

And Lenfant approved her. ‘ Yes, yes,’ said he, ‘ every- 
one his own. It’s only fair that one should get profit from 
things when one has taken trouble with them. But all the 
same there are some who want to make too much profit.’ 

variste, interested by the sight of Arséne and Olympe, 
had made up his mind to quit the counter and do them the 
honours of the shop. And like a big boy of ten he smiled 
complaisantly at the little girl of six, whose big round head 
and gay expression probably amused him. 

‘Give them each a little cake,’ said beautiful Madame 
Mitaine, who greatly spoilt her son, and was bringing him up 
to kindly ways. 

And then, as Evariste began by giving a cake to Arséne, 
she protested jestingly : ‘But you must be gallant, my dear. 
One ought to begin with the ladies ! ’ 

At this Evariste and Olympe, all confusion, began to 
laugh, and promptly became friends. Ah! the dear little 
ones, they constitute the best part of life. If some day they 
were minded to be wise they would not devour one another as 
do the folk gf to-day. And Lenfant went off, saying that he 
hoped to be able to bring some bran after all, but, of course, 
later on. 

Madame Mitaine, who had accompanied him to her door, 
watched him climb into his cart and drive down the Rue de 
Brias. And at this moment Luc noticed Madame Fauchard 
dragging her little Louis with her, and suddenly making up 
her mind té approach the baker’s wife. She spoke some 
words which Luc did not catch, a request no doubt for further 
credit, for beautiful Madame Mitaine, with a gesture of consent, 
immediately went into her shop again, and gave her a large 
loaf, which the poor*creature hastened to carry away, close- 
pressed*to her scragegy bosom. 
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Dacheux, amidst his suspicious exasperation, had watched 
the scene from the opposite foot pavement. ‘You'll get 
yourself robbed!’ he cried. ‘Some boxss of sardines have 
ue ebeen stolen at Caffiaux’s. They are stealing every- 
where ! ’ 

‘Bah!’ gaily answered Madame Mitaine, who had 
alee to the threshold of her shop. ‘They only steal from 

e rich!’ 

¢ Luc slowly went down the Rue de Brias amidst the flock- 
like tramping which ever and ever increased. It now seemed 
to him as if a Terror were sweeping by, as if some gust of 
violence were about to transport that gloomy, silent throng. 
Then, as he reached the Place de la Mairie, he again saw 
Lenfant’s cart, this time standing at the street corner, in 
front of some large ironmongery stores, kept by the Laboques, 
husband and wife. The doors of the establishment were wide 
open, and he heard some violent bartering going on between 
the peasant and the ironmonger. 

‘Good heavens ! why, you charge as much for your spades 
as if they were made of gold! Why, for this one you ask two 
francs more than usual.’ 

‘But, Monsieur Lenfant, there has been that cursed strike. 
It isn’t our fault if the factories haven’t worked and if every- 
thing has gone up in price. I pay more for all metal goods, 
and, of course, I have to make a profit.’ 

‘Make a profit, yes, but not double prices. Ah! you 
do ra atrade! It will soon be impossible to buy a single 
tool.’ 

Laboque was a short, thin, wizened man, extremely active, 
with a ferret’s snout and eyes; and he had a wife of his own 
size, @ quick, dusky creature, whose keenness*in money- 
earning was prodigious. They Had both begun life at the fairs, 
dragging with them a hand-cart full of picks, rakes, and saws, 
which they hawked around. And having opened a little shop 
at Beauclair ten years back, they had managed to enlarge it 
each succeeding twelvemonth, and were now at the head of 
a very important business as middlemen between ¢he factories 
of the region and the consuming classes. They retailed at 

reat profit the iron of the Abyss, the Chodorges’ nails, the 
aussers’ scythes and sickles, the Mirandes’ agricultuyal 
appliances. They battened on a waste ofevealth and strength 
with the relative honesty of tradespeople who practised robbery 
according to established usage, glowing with satBsfaction every 
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evening when they emptied their till and counted up the 
money that they had amassed, levied as tribute on the needs 
of others. They were like useless cogwheels in that social 
machine, which Was now fast getting out of order; they 
made it grate, and they consumed much of its remaining 
energy. 

Whilst the peasant and the ironmonger were disputing 
furiously over a reduction of a franc which the former de- 
manded, Luc again began to examine the children. There 
were two in the shop—Auguste, a big, thoughtful-looking-boy 
of twelve, who was learning a lesson, and Eulalie, a little girl, 
who seemed to be scarcely five years old, and who, grave and 
gentle, sat quietly on a little chair as if judging all the folk 
who entered. She had shown an interest in Arséne Lenfant 
from the moment he crossed the threshold. Finding him to 
her taste, no doubt, she greeted him like the good-hearted 
little body she was. And the meeting became complete when 
& woman entered, bringing a fifth child with her. This woman 
was Babette, the wife of Bourron the puddler, a plump, round, 
fresh-looking creature, whose gaiety nothing would ever dim, 
and who held by the hand her daughter Marthe, a little thing 
but four years old, who seemed as plump and as gay as herself. 
The child, it should be said, at once quitted her mother and 
ran to Auguste Laboque, whoin she doubtless knew. 

Babette meantime promptly put an end to the bartering 
between the ironmonger and the peasant, who agreed to halve 
the franc over which they had been disputing. Then the 
woman, who had brought back a saucepan purchased the 
previous day, exclaimed: ‘It leaks, Monsieur Laboque. I 
noticed it directly I put it on the fire. I can’t possibly keep 
a saucepan that leaks, you know.’ 

Whilst Laboque, fuming, examined the utensil and de- 
cided to give another in exchange, Madame Laboque began 
to speak of her children. They were perfect pests, said she, 
they never stirred, one from her chair, the other from his 
books. It was quite necessary to earn money for them, for 
they were not a bit like their parents, nobody would ever find 
them up 4nd doing to earn a pile. Meantime Auguste 
Laboque, listening to nothing, stood smiling at Marthe 
Bourron, and Eulalie Laboque offered her little hand to 
Aerséne Lenfant, whilst the other Lenfant, Olympe, thought- 
fully finished eating the cake which little Mitaine had given 
her. And it,was altogether a very pleasant and moving scene, 
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instinct with good fresh hope for to-morrow amidst the 
: eee atmosphere of battle and hatred which heated the 
streets. 

‘If you think one can gain money ith such affairs as 
thispyou are mistaken,’ resumed Laboque, handing another 
saucepan to Babette. ‘There are no good workmen left, they 
all scamp their work nowadays. And what a lot of waste 
and loss there is in a place like ours! Whoever chooses 
comes in, and what with having to set some of our goods 
oujside, in the street, it’s just like the Fair of Take-what- 
you-like, We were robbed again this afternoon.’ 

Lenfant, who was slowly paying for his spade, expressed 
his astonishment at this. ‘So all those robberies one hears 
about really take place then?’ said he. 

‘Really take place! Of course they do. Itisn’t we who 
rob, it’s others who rob us. They remained out on strike for 
two months, you know, and as they haven’t the money to buy 
anything they steal whatever they can. Only a couple of 
hours ago some clasp-knives and paring-knives were stolen 
out of that case yonder. It isn’t tranquillising by any 
means.’ 

And he made a gesture of sudden disquietude, turning 
pale and quivering as he pointed to the threatening street, 
crowded with the gloomy throug, as if he feared some hasty 
onrush, some invasion which might sweep him, the owner 
and tradesman, away and despoil him of everything. 

‘ Clasp-knives and paring-knives!’ repeated Babette with 
her sempiternal laugh. ‘They’re not good to eat. What 
could people do with them? It’s just like Caffiaux over the 
way—he complains that a box of sardines has been stolen 
ia him. Some urchin just wanted to taste them, no 

oubt.’ 

She was ever conient, ever tonvinced that things would 
turn out well. As for that Caffiaux, he was surely a man 
whom all the housewives ought to have cursed. She had 
just seen her man Bourron go into his place with Ragu, 
and Bourron would certainly break up a fivefranc piece 
there. But when all was said it was only naturaé that a man 
should amuse himself a bit after toiling so hard. And having 
given expression to this philosophical view she took her little 
girl Marthe by the hand again and went off, well pfeased with 
her beautiful new saucepan. e 

‘We ought to have some troops here, you know,’ résumed 
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Laboque, explaining his views to the peasant. ‘I’m in 
favour of giving a good lesson to all those revolutionaries. 
We need a strong,government with a heavy fist to ensure 
respect for respectable things.’ A 

Lenfant jogged his head. With his distrustful common 
sense he hesitated to express his opinions. At last he too 
went off, leading Arséne and Olympe away and saying: 
‘Well, I hope that all these affairs between the bourgeois and 
the workmen won’t end badly!’ ° 

For the last minute or two Luc had been examining 
Caffiaux’s establishment over the road, at the other corner of 
the Rue de Brias and the Place de la Mairie. At first the 
Caffaux, man and wife, had simply kept a grocery, which 
now had a very flourishing appearance ‘with its display of 
open sacks, its piles of tinned provisions and all sorts of 
comestible goods protected by netting from the nimble fingers 
of marauders. Then the idea had come to them of going 
into the wine business, and they had rented an adjoining shop 
and had fitted it up as a wine-shop and eating-house, where 
nowadays they literally coined gold. The hands employed at 
all the neighbouring works, notably the Abyss, consumed a 
terrible amount of alcohol. There was an endless procession 
of them going in and coming out of Caftiaux’s establish- 
ment, particularly on the Saturdays when they were paid. 
Many lingered and ate there, and many came away dead drunk. 
The place was a den of poison, where the strongest lost the 
use of both their heads and their arms. Thus the idea at 
once occurred to Luc to enter it to see what might be going 
on inside. It was avery simple matter; as he was to dine 
out, he might as well dine there. How many times in Paris 
had not his passion to learn everything about the ‘ people,’ to 
dive to the depths of their misery and suffering, impelled him 
to enter the very worst dens and spend hours in them ? 

He quietly installed himself at one of the little tables 
near the huge zinc bar. The room was large, a dozen work- 
men stood up drinking, whilst others, seated at table, drank, 
shouted, and played cards, amidst the thick smoke from their 
pipes, a smoke in which the gas-jets merely looked like red 
spots. And at the very first glance around him Luc recog- 
nised Ragy and Bourron seated face to face at a neighbouring 
table, and shouting violently at one another. They had 
doubtless begun by Avnlaee a quart of wine, then they had 
orde an omelet, some sausages and some cheese; and the 
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quart botiles having followed one after another, they were 
now very drunk. What particularly interested Luc, however, 
was the presence of Caffiaux, who stood rar their table talk- 
ing. ® For his part the young man had ordered a slice of roast 
beef, and whilst eating it he listened. 

Caffiaux was a fat, podgy, smiling man with a paternal 
face. ‘But I tell you,’ said he, ‘that if you had held out 
only three days longer you would have had the masters bound 
hand and foot at your mercy! Curse it all! you’re surely 
not unaware that I’m on the side of you fellows! Yes, 
indeed, you won’t upsct all those blackguardly exploiters a 
bit too soon.’ 

Ragu and Bourson, who were both greatly excited, clapped 
him on the arm. Yes, yes, they knew him, they were well 
aware that he was a good, a true friend. But all the same a 
strike was too hard to bear, and it always had to come 
somehow to an end. 

‘The masters will always be the masters,’ stammered 
Ragu. ‘So you see we have got to put up with them, whilst 
giving them the least we can for their money. Another 
quart, Caffaux—you’ll help us to drink it, eh ?’ 

Caffiaux did not decline. He sat down. He favoured 
violent views because he had noticed that his establishment 
expanded after each successive strike. Nothing made one so 
thirsty as quarrelling, the worker who was exasperated rushed 
upon Drink, rageful idleness accustomed toilers to tavern life. 
Besides, in times of crisis, he, Caffiaux, knew how to be 
amiable. Jfeeling certain that he would be repaid, he opened 
little credit accounts for needy housewives, and did not refuse 
the men a glass of wine on ‘ tick,’ thus winning the reputation 
of being good-hearted, and at the same time helping on the 
consumption of all the poison he retailed. Some folks said, 
however, that this Caftiaux, with his jesuitical ways, was a 
traitor, a spy of the masters of the Abyss, who had helped him 
financially to set up in business, in order that he might make 
the men chatter whilst he was poisoning them. And it all 
meant fatal perdition; the wretched, pleasurefess, joyless, 
wage-earning life necessitated the existence of taverns, and 
taverns finished by rotting the wage-earning clasq, Briefly, 
here was a bad man and a bad place, a misery-breeding shop 
which ought to have been razed to th€ ground and swept 
clear away. : : 

Luc’s attention was for a moment drawn from the 


22 WORK 


conversation near him by the opening of an inner doors 
communicating with-the grocery shop, and the appearance on 
the threshold of a pretty girl about fifteen years of age. (Chis 
was Honorine, the Caffiaux’s daughter, a short, slim brunette, 
with fine black eyes. She never stayed any time in the 
tavern, but confined herself to serving grocery. And on now 
entering she merely called her mother, a stout, smiling 
woman, as unctuous as her husband, who stood behind tke 
large zinc bar. All those tradesfolk, so eager for gain, all thtse 
hard egotistical shopkeepers seemed to have very fine children, 
thought Luc. And would those children for ever and ever 
remain as grasping, as hard, and as egotistical as their fore- 

runners ? . 

But all at once a charming and mournful vision appeared 
before the young man. Amidst the pestilential odours, the 
thickening tobacco-smoke, the noise of a scuffle which had 
just broken out before the bar, he saw Josine standing, so 
vague and blurred, however, that at the first moment he did 
not recognise her. She must have slipped in furtively, leav- 
ing Nanet at the door. Trembling, and still hesitating, she 
stood behind Ragu, who did not see her; and for a moment 
Luc was able to scrutinise her, so slim in her wretched gown, 
and with so gentle and shadowy a face under her ragged 
jichu. But he was struck by something which he lad not 
observed over yonder near the Abyss: her right hand was no 
longer pressed against her skirt, ad he could see that it was 
strongly bandaged, wrapped round to the wrist with linen, 
doubtless a bandage for some injury which she had received. 

At last Josine mustered up all her courage. She must 
have followéd as far as Caffiaux’s shop, have glanced through 
the windows and have seen Ragu at table. She drew near 
with her little, faltering step, and laid her girlish hand upon 
his shoulder. But he, in the glow of his intoxication, did 
not even feel her touch, and she cided by shaking him until 
he at last turned round. 

‘Thunde!’ he cried. ‘What! is it you again? What to 
the do you want here ?’ 

As he spoke he dealt the table such a thump with his 
fist that tle glasses and the quart-bottles fairly danced. 

‘I have to come, gince you don’t come home,’ she answered, 
looking very pale and half closing her large frightened eyes 
in anticipatior of some act of brutality. 

But Ragu was not listening to her, he was working bim- 
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Self into a frantic passion, shouting by way of showing off 
before all the mates who were present. 

‘I do what I choose!’ he cried, ‘ead I won’t have a 
wonfan spying on me! I’m my own master, do you hear? 
And I shall stop here as long as I please !" 

‘Then give me the key,’ she said despairingly, ‘so that at 
any rate I may not have to spend the night in the street.’ 

‘The key! the key!’ shrieked the man, ‘ you ask me for 
the key!’ And with furious savagery he rose up, caught 
hold of her by her injured hand and dragged her down the 
room to throw her into the street. 

‘ Haven’t I told you that it’s all over, that I don’t mean 
to have anything more to do with you?’ he shouted. ‘ The 
key, indeed ! just go and see if it isn’t in the street!’ 

Josine, bewildered and stumbling, raised a piercing cry 
of pain. ‘Oh! you have hurt me!’ 

Ragu’s violence had torn the bandage from her right 
hand, and the linen was at once reddened by a large blood- 
stain. But none the less the man, blinded, maddened by 
drink, threw the door wide open and pushed the woman into 
the street. Then returning and fulling heavily upon his 
chair before his glass, he stammered with a husky laugh: ‘A 
fine time of it we should have, and no mistake, if we listened 
to them !’ 

Beside himself this time, quite enraged, Luc clenched his 
fists with the intention of falling upon Ragu. But he foresaw 
an affray, a useless battle with all those brutes. And feeling 
suffocated in that vile den he hastened to pay his score, 
whilst Caffiaux, who had taken his wife’s place at the bar, 
tried to arrange matters by saying in his paternal way that 
some women were very clumsy. How could one hope to get 
anything out of a man who Had been tippling? Lue, how- 
ever, without answering, hurried out and inhaled with relief 
the fresh air of the street, whilst searching among the crowd 
on all sides, for in leaving the tavern so hastily his one idea 
had been to rejoin Josine and offer her some help, so that 
she might not remain perishing of hunger, readless and 
homeless, on that black and stormy night. But in vain did 
he run up the Rue de Brias, return to the Place de la Mairie, 
dart hither and thither among the groups: Josin® and Nagnet 
had disappeared. Terrified perchance ey the thought of some 
pursuit, they had gone to earth somewhere; and tlte rainy, 
windy darkness wrapped them round once mote. ° 
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How frightful was the misery, how hateful were the 
sufferings to be found in spoilt, corrupted labour, which had ‘ 
become the vile ferment whence every degradation sprang! 
With his heart bleeding, his mind clouded by the blaakest 
apprehensions, Luc again wandered through the threatening 
crowd whose numbers still increased in the Rue de Brias. 
He once more found there that vague atmosphere of terror 
which had come from the recent struggle between the classes, 
a, struggle which never finished, whose near return one coulll 
scent in the very air. That resumption of work was buf'a 
deceptive peace, there was low growling amidst all the 
resignation of the toilers, a silent craving for revenge; their 
eyes still retained a gleam of ferocity, and were ready to flash 
once more. On both sides of the way were taverns full of 
men ; drink was consuming their pay, poisonous exhalations 
were pouring into the very street, whilst the shops never 
emptied, but still and ever levied on the meagre resources of 
the housewives that iniquitous and monstrous tribute called 
‘commercial gain.’ Everywhere, upon every side the toilers, 
the starvelings, were exploited, preyed upon, caught and 
crushed in the works of the ever-grating social machine, 
whose teeth proved all the harder now that it was falling to 
pieces. And in the mud, under the wildly flickering gaslights, 
as on the eve of some great catastrophe, all Beauclair camo 
and went, tramping about like a lost flock, going blindly 
towards the pit of destruction. 

Among the crowd Luc recognised several persons whom 
he had seen on the occasion of his first visit to Beauclair 
during the previous spring. The authorities were there, for 
fear no doubt of something being amiss. He saw Mayor 
Gourier and-Sub-Prefect Chatelard pass on together. The 
first, a nervous man of large property, would have liked to 
have troops in the town; but the second, an amiable waif of 
Parisian life whose intellect was sharper, had wisely contented 
himself with the services of the gendarmes. Gaume, the 
presiding judge of the local court, also went by, accompanied 
bY Captain Jollivet, an officer on the retired list, who was 
about to marry his daughter. And as they passed Laboque’s 
shop they paused to exchange greetings with the Mazelles, 
some former tradespeople who, thanks to a rapidly acquired 
incofne, had finally begn received into the high society of the 
town. ll these folks spoke in low voices, with scarcely 
confident expressions on their faces, as they glanced sideways 
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at the heavily tramping toilers who were still keeping up 
‘Saturday evening. As Luc passed near the Mazelles he 
heard them also speaking of the robberieg as if questioning 
the kndge and the Captain on the subject. Tittle-tattle was 
indeed fiying from mouth to mouth. A five-franc piece had 
been taken from Dacheux’s till; a box of sardines had been 
abstracted from Caffiaux’s shop ; but the gravest commentaries 
were those to which the theft of Laboque’s paring-knives 
gdverise. The terror which was in the air gained upon sensible 
pedple. Wasit true then that the revolutionaries were arming 
themselves, and purposed carrying out some massacre that 
very night, that stormy night which hung so heavily over 
Beauclair? That disastrous strike had put everything out 
of gear, hunger was impelling wretches hither and thither, 
the poisonous alcohol of the taverns was breeding destruc- 
tive and murderous madness. Truly enough, right along the 
filthy, muddy roadway, along the sticky foot-pavements one 
found all the poisonousness and degradation that come from 
iniquitous toil, the toil of the greater number for the enjoy- 
ment of the few—labour, dishonoured, hated, and cursed, the 
frightful misery that results therefrom, together with theft 
and prostitution which are its monstrous parasitic growths. 
Pale girls passed by, factory girls whom some unprincipled 
men had led astray and who had afterwards sunk to the 
gutter ; and drunken men went off with them through all the 
puddles and the darkness. 

Increasing compassion, rebellion compounded of grief and 
anger, took possession of Luc. Where could Josine be? In 
what horrid dark nook had she sought refuge with little 
Nanet? But all at once a clamour arose, a hurricane seemed 
to sweep over the crowd first, making it whirl and then 
carrying it away. One might Rave thought that an attack 
was being made upon the shops, that the provisions exposed 
for sale on either side of the street were being pillaged. 

Gendarmes rushed forward, there was scampering hither 
and thither, a loud clatter of boots and of sabres. What 
was the matter? What was the matter? Questions pressed 
one upon the other, flew about in stammering accents 
amidst the growing terror, whilst answers came back wildly 
from every side. sd i 

At last Luc heard the Mazelles saying, as they retraced 
their steps, ‘ It’s a child who has stolen a loaf of bread’ 

The snarling, excited crowa was now ruShing up the 
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street. The affair must have taken place at Mitaine’s shop., 
Women shrieked, an old man fell down and had to be picked 
up. One fat genkarme ran so impetuously through the 
groups that he upset two persons. 

Luc himself began to run, carried away by the eel 
panic. And as he passed near Judge Gaume he heard him 
saying slowly to Captain Jollivet: ‘It’s a child who has 
stolen a loaf of bread.’ 

That answer came back again, punctuated as it wera, by 
the rush of the crowd. But there was a great deal of 
scrambling and nothing could yet be seen. The tradespeople 
standing on the thresholds of their shops turned pale, an 
thought of putting up their shutters. A joweller was already 
removing the watches from his window. Meantime, a general 
eddying took place around the fat gendarme, who was busy 
exerting his elbows. 

Then Luc, beside whom Mayor Gourier and Sub-Prefect 
Chatelard were also running, again detected the words, the 
pitiful murmur rising amidst a little shudder: ‘It’s a child 
who has stolen a loaf of bread.’ 

At last, as the young man was just reaching Mitaine’s 
shop in the wake of the fat gendarme, he saw him rush forward 
to assist a comrade, a long, lanky gendarme, who was roughly 
holding a boy, between five and six years old, by the wrist. 
And in this boy Luc at once recognised Nanet, with his fair 
tumbled head, which he still carried erect with the resolute 
sir of a little man. He had just stolen a loaf of bread from 
beautiful Madame Mitaine’s open window. The theft could not 
be denied, for the lad was still holding the big loaf, which was 
nearly as tall as himself. And so it was really this childish 
act of larceny which had upset and excited the whole Rue de 
Brias. Some passers-by having noticed it had denounced it 
to the gendarme, who had set off ata run. But the lad on 
his side had slipped away very fast, disappearing among the 
groups, and the gendarme, raising a perfect hullabaloo in his 
desperation, had nearly turned all Beauclair topsy-turvy. He 
was triumpHant now, for he had captured the culprit, and 
ri brought him back to the scene of the theft to confound 


. ‘It’s a child who has stolen a loaf of bread,’ the people 
repeated. 

Maflame Mitaine, astonished at such an uproar, had come 
onse more to the door of her shop. And she was quite 
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thunder-struck when the gendarme, addressing her, exclaimed : 
‘This is the young vagabond who just stole a loaf of yours, 


madame.’ 

Then he gave Nanet a shake in order to frighten him. 
‘You'll go to gaol, you know,’ he said. ‘ Why did you steal 
that loaf, eh ?’ 

But the little fellow was not put out. He answered 
cléarly, in his flute-like voice: ‘I’ve had nothing to eat since 
yesterday, nor my sister either.’ 

Meantime Madame Mitaine had recovered her self-pos- 
session. She was looking at the little lad with her beautiful 
eyes 80 full of indulgent kindness. Poor little devil! And his 
sister, where had Rte left her? Fora moment the baker’s 
wife hesitated, whilst a slight flush rose to her cheeks. Then, 
with the amiable laugh of a handsome woman accustomed to 
be courted by all her customers, she said in her gay quiet way : 
‘You are mistaken, gendarme—that child didn’t steal the loaf, 
I gave it him.’ 

Without relaxing his hold on Nanet, the gendarme stood 
before her, gaping. Ten people had seen the boy take the loaf 
and run off with it. And all at once butcher Dacheux, who 
had crossed the street, intervened, in a furious passion. ‘ But 
I saw him myself. Iwas looking this way at the very moment. 
He threw himself on the biggest of the loaves, and then took 
to his heels. That’s how it happened. As true as I was 
robbed of five francs the day before yesterday, as true as 
Labogue and Cafliaux have been robbed to-day, that little 
vermin has just robbed you, Madame Mitaine, and you can’t 
deny it.’ 

Quite pink from having told a fib, the bakers wife none 
the less repeated gently: ‘ You are mistaken, neighbour, it 
was I who gave the child that loaf. He did not steal it.’ 

Then, as Dacheux flew into a temper with her, predicting 
that by her foolish indulgence she would end by having them 
all pillaged and massacred, Sub-Prefect Chatelard, who 
had judged the scene at a glance like a shrewd man, ap- 
proached the gendarme and made him release Nanet, to whom, 
in a loud, ogre-like whisper, he said: ‘Off with you quick, 
youngster.’ e 

The crowd was already growling. Why, the baker's wife 
herself declared that she had given the Boy the loaf! A poor 
little beggar, no higher than a jack-boot, who had been 
fasting since the previous day! Exclamations and hifses 
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arose, and suddenly a thunderous voice made itself heard, 
above every other. 

‘Ah! curse it! wo little urchins six years old have to set 
us the example now? The child did right. When 6ne’s 
hungry one may take whatever one wants! Yes, everything 
in the shops is ours, and if you are all starving it’s simply 
because you are cowards!’ 

The throng swayed about and eddied back, as when ,a 
paving-stone is flung into a pond. ‘Who is it?’ people 
asked. And at once came back replies, ‘It’s Lange, the 
potter.” Amidst the groups which drew aside, Luc then saw 
the man who had spoken, a short, thick-set man, barely five- 
and-twenty, with a square-shaped head, bushy with black hair 
and beard. Of a rustic appearance but with a glow of intelli- 
gence in his eyes, he went on speaking, proclaiming the dream 
of his life aloud, in soaring but unpolished language, like a 
poet yet in the rough. And he made no gestures, but quietly 
kept his hands in his pockets. 

‘ Provisions and money and houses and clothes,’ said he ; 
‘they have all been stolen from us, and we have a right to 
take them all back! And not to-morrow, but this very 
evening, if we were men, we ought to resume possession of 
the soil, the mines, the factories, all Beauclair indeed ! 
There are no two ways of doing it, there is only one—to 
throw the whole edifice on the ground at one blow, to 
poleaxe and destroy authority everywhere, so that the people, 
to whom everything belongs, may at last build up the world 
anew ! ’ 

Women took fright on hearing this. Even the men, in 
presence of the aggressive vehemence of Lange’s words, 
became silent and retreated, anxious as to the consequences. 
Few of them really understood, the greater number, beneath 
the century-old grinding bondage of the wage-earning system, 
had not as yet reached such a degree of embittered rebellion. 
What was the good of it? They would none the less die of 
starvation and go to prison, they thought. 

‘Oh! yow don’t dare, I know it!’ continued Lange, with 
terrible sarcasm. ‘ But there are others who will dare some 
day. Your, Beauclair will be blown up unless it falls to 
pieces from sheer rottenness. Your noses can’t be worth 
much if you are unable to smell this evening that everything’s 
rotten, dnd stinks of putrefaction! There is only so much 
dung left; and one doesn’t need to be a great prophet to 
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predict that the wind which blows will some day sweep away 

ethe town and all the thieves and all the murderers, our 
masters! Ah! may everything tumble down and break to 
piecgs To death, to death with all of it!’ 

@ scandal was becoming so great that Sub-Prefect 
Chatelard, though he would have preferred to treat the 
matter with indifference, found himself obliged to exercise 
his authority. Somebody had to be arrested, so three gen- 
darmes sprang upon Lange, and led him off down a gloomy, 
deSerted side street, where their heavy footfalls died away. 
The crowd itself had shown but vague, contradictory impulses, 
which were promptly quieted. And the gathering was broken 
up and the tramping began afresh, slow and silent through 
the black mud frorfi one to the other end of the street. 

But Luc had shuddered. That prophetic threat had burst 
forth like the frightful fated outcome of all that he had seen, 
all that he had heard, since the fall of daylight. Such an 
abundance of iniquity and wretchedness called for a final 
catastrophe, which he himself felt approaching from the depths 
beyond the horizon, in the form perchance of some avenging 
cloud of fire which would consume and raze Beauclair to the 
ground. And with his horror of all violence Luc suffered at 
the thought of it. What! could the potter be right? Would 
force, would theft and murder, be necessary for mankind to 
find itself once more within the pale of justice? In his dis- 
tracted state it had seemed to Luc that, amidst all the harsh, 
sombre faces of the toilers, he had seen the pale countenances 
of Mayor Gourier, Judge Gaume, and Captain Jollivet flit 
past him. Then, too, the faces of the Mazelles, perspiring 
with terror, darted by in the flickering light of a gas-lamp. 
The street horrified him, and only one compassi@nate conso- 
latory thought remained, that of overtaking Nanet, following 
him, and ascertaining into what dark nook the unhappy Josine 
had fallen. 

The lad was walking on and on with all the courage of 
his little legs. Luc, who had seen him go off up the Rue de 
Brias in the direction of the Abyss, overtools him fairly 
rapidly, for the dear little fellow had great difficulty in carry- 
ing his big loaf. He pressed it to his chest with both his 
hands, from fear of dropping it, and from fear too®lest some 
evil-hearted man or some big dog migbt tear it from him. 
On hearing Luc’s hasty footsteps in the rear, he no doubt 
felt extremely frightened, for he attempted toeun. But on 
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glancing round he recognised by the light of one of the last 
gas-lamps the gentleman who had smiled at him and his big, 
sister, and thereupon he felt reassured, and allowed himself 
to be overtaken. ® 

‘Shall I carry your loaf for you ? the young man asked. 

‘Oh, no! I want to keep it. It pleases me,’ said the 
boy. 

They were now on the high road beyond Beauclair, in the 
darkness falling from the low and stormy sky. The lights,of 
the Abyss alone gleamed forth some distance off. And gne 
could hear the child splashing through the mud, whilst he 
raised his loaf as high as possible, so that it might not get 
dirty. 
You know where you are going?’ asked Luc. 

‘ Of course.’ 

‘Is it very far?’ 

‘ No—it’s somewhere.’ 

A vague fear must have been stealing over Nanet again, 
for his steps slackened. Why did the gentleman want to 
Inow? Feeling that he was his big sister’s only protector, 
tho little man sought to devise some ruse. But Luc, who 
guessed his feelings, and wished to show him that he was a 
friend, began to play with him, catching him in his arms 
at the moment when he narrowly missed stumbling in 6 
puddle. 

‘Look out, my boy! You mustn’t get any mud-jam on 
your bread.’ 

Conquered, having felt the affectionate warmth of those 
big brotherly arms, Nanet burst into the careless laugh of 
childhood and said to his new friend: ‘Oh! you are strong 
and kind, you are!’ 

Then he went trotting on, without showing further 
disquietude. But where could Josine have hidden herself? 
Tha road stretched out, and in the motionless shadow of each 
successive tree Luc fancied he could see her waiting. He 
was drawing near the Abyss, the ground already shook 
with the heavy blows of the steam-hammer, whilst the sur- 
roundings ‘vere illumined by a fiery cloud of vapour 
traversed by the broad rays of the electric lights. Nanet, 
without going past the Abyss, turned towards the bridge and 
crossed the Mionne. Thus Luc found himself brought back 
to the very spot where he bad first met the boy and his 
sister carlier in the evening. But all at once the lad rushed 
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off, and the young man lost sight of him and heard him cail, 
whilst once more laughing playfully : 

‘Here, big sister, here big sister! look at this, see how 
fine it is.’ $ 

Beyond the bridge the river bank became lower, and & 
bench stood there in the shadow cast by some palings 
facing the Abyss, which smoked and panted on the other side 
of the water. Luc had just knocked against the palings 
when he heard the urchin’s laughter turn into cries and 
tears. He took his bearings, and understood everything 
when he perceived Josine lying exhausted, in a swoon, upon 
the bench. She had fallen there overcome by hunger and 
suffering, letting hor little brother go off, and scarcely under- 
standing what he, with the boldness of a lad of the streets, 
had intended to do. And now the child, finding her cold, as 
if lifeless, sobbed loudly and despairingly. 

‘Oh! big sister, wake up, wake up! You must eat, do 
eat, there’s bread now.’ 

Tears had come to Luc’s eyes also. To think that so 
much misery, such a frightful destiny of privation and 
suffering, should fall upon such weak yet courageous creatures! 
He quickly descended to the Mionne, dipped his handkerchief 
in the water, and came back and applied it to Josine’s temples. 
Fortunately that tragic night was not a very coldone. At 
last he took hold of the young woman’s hands, rubbed them, 
and warmed them with his own; and finally she sighed and 
seemed to awaken from some black dream. But in her 
prostrate condition, due to lack of food, nothing astonished 
her; it appeared to her quite natural that her brother should 
be there with that loaf, accompanied too by that tall and 
handsome gentleman, whom she recognised. Perhaps she 
imagined that it was the gentleman who had brought the 
bread. Her poor weak fingefs could not break the crust. 
He had to help her break the bread into little pieces, which 
he passed her slowly, one by one, so that she might not choke 
herself in her haste to quiet the atrocious hunger which 
griped her. And then the whole of her poor, thin, spare 
figure began to tremble, and she wept, wept on® unceasingly 
whilst still eating, thus moistening each mouthful with her 
tears ere she devoured it voraciously, evincing the while the 
shivering clumsiness of some eager beaten animal which no 
longer knows how to swallow. Luc, distracted, with a pang 
at his heart, gently restrained her hands whilst still: giving 
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her the little pieces which he broke off the loaf. Never could 
he afterwards forget that communion of suffering and kind- 
liness, that bread of life thus given to the most woeful and 
sweetest of human creatures. 

Nanet, meantime, broke off his own share, and ate like a 
little glutton, proud of his exploit. His sister’s tears 
astonished him—-why did she still weep when they were 
feasting? Then, having finished, quite oppressed by his 
ravenous feast, he nestled close beside her and was ovér- 
powered by sudden somnolence, the happy sleep of childhéod, 
which beholds the angels in its dreams. And Josine pressed 
him to her with her right arm, leaning back against the bench 
and feeling a trifle stronger, whilst Luc remained seated by 
her side, unable to leave her like that alorfe in the night with 
that sleeping child. He had understood at last that some of 
the clumsiness that she had shown in eating had been due to 
her injured hand, around which, as well as she could manage, 
she had again wound her bloodstained bandage. 

‘You have injured yourself?’ he said. 

‘Yes, monsieur, a boot-stitching machine broke one of 
my fingers and I had to have it cut off. But it was my fault, 
" the foreman said, though Monsieur Gourier gave me fifty 

ancs.’ 

She spoke in a somewhat low and very gentle voice, which 
trembled at moments as with a kind of shame. 

‘So you worked at the boot-factory belonging to Monsieur 
Gourier, the Mayor ?’ 

‘Yes, monsieur, I first went there when I was fifteen—I’m 
eighteen now. My mother worked there more than twenty 
years, but she is dead. I’m all alone, I’ve only my little 
brother, Nanet, who is just six. My name’s Josine.’ 

And she went on telling ker story, in such wise that Luc 
only had to ask a few more questions to learn everything. It 
was the commonplace, distressful story of so many poor girls ; 
a father who goes off with another woman, a mother who 
remains stranded with four children, for whom she is unable to 
earn sufficiert food. Although she luckily loses two of them, she 
dies at last from the effect of over-work, and then the daughter, 
Just sixteen years of age, has to become a mother to her little 

rother, im her turn killing herself with hard work, though at 
tirhes she is unable tq earn bread enough for herself and the boy. 
Then comes the inevitable tragedy which dogs the footsteps of a 
good-looking workgirl—a seducer passes, the rakish Ragu, on 
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whose arm she imprudently strolls each Sunday after the 
giance. He makes her such fine promises, she already pictures 
herself married, with a pretty home, in which she brings up 
her brother together with the childrén that may come 
to he?. Her only fault is that one evening in springtime she 
stumbles; how it was she hardly remembers. And six 
months later she is guilty of a second fault, that of going to 
live with Ragu, who speaks no more to her of marriage. 
Then her accident befalls her at the boot-works, and she finds 
hewelf unable to continue working at the very moment when 
the strike has rendered Ragw so rageful and spiteful that he 
has begun to beat her, accusing her of being the cause of his 
own misery. And from that moment things go from bad to 
worse, and now he has turned her into the street, and will not 
tes give her the key so that she may go home to bed with 
anet. 

Whilst the girl went on talking it seemed to Luc that if 
she should have a child by Ragu he might become attached to 
her and make up his mind to marry her. However, when 
the young man hinted this to Josine she speedily undeceived 
him. No, nothing of that was at all likely. Then silence 
fell, they no longer spoke. The certainty that Josine was 
not a mother, that she would never bear children to that 
man Ragu, brought Luc, amidst his dolorous compassion, & 
singular feeling of relief, for which he was unable to account. 
Vague ideas arose in his mind, whilst his eyes wandered far 
away over the dim scene before him, and he again discerned 
that gorge of Brias which he had viewed in the twilight 
before it was steeped in shadows. On either side where the 
Bleuse Mountains reared their flights of rocks the darkness 
became more dense. Midway up the height behiad him the 
young inan now and again hegrd the passing rumble of a 
train which whistled and slowed down as it approached the 
station. At his feet he distinguished the glaucous Mionne, 
rippling against the stockade whose beams upheld the bridge. 
And then, on his left, came the sudden widening of the gorge, 
the two promontories of the Bleuse Mountains drawing aside 
on the verge of the vast Roumagne plain, where the tem- 
pestuous night rolled on like a black and endless sea beyond 
the vague eyot of Beauclair, where constcllated handreds of 
little lights, suggesting sparks. 

But Luc’s eyes ever came back to’ the Abyss in front 
of him. It showed forth like some weird apparition under 
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clouds of white smoke, fired, so it seemed, by the electric lamps 
in the yards. Through open doorways and other aperturés 
one at times perceived the blazing mouths of the furnaces, 
with now a blinding flow of fusing metal, now a huge, ruddy 
glare; all the internal, hellish flames indeed of the monster's 
devouring, tumultuous work. The ground quaked all around, 
whilst the ringing dance of the tilt-hammers never ceased to 
sound above the dull rumbling of the machinery, and the deep 
blows of the great steam-hammers, which suggested a far- 
away cannonade. : 

And Lue, with his eyes full of that vision, his heart lacer- 
ated by the thought of the fate that had befallen that hapless 
Josine, now reclining in utter abandonment and wretchedness 
on that bench beside him, said to himself that in this poor 
creature resounded the whole collapse of labour, evilly 
organised, dishonoured, and accursed. In that supreme 
suffering, in that human sacrifice ended all his experiences of 
the evening, the disasters of the strike, the hatred poisoning 
men’s hearts and minds, the egotistical harshness of trade, 
the triumph of drink which had become necessary to 
stimulate forgetfulness, the legitimation of theft by hunger, 
the cracking and rending of old-time society beneath the 
very weight of its own iniquities. And he fancied that he 
could again hear Lange predicting the final catastrophe which 
would sweep away that Beauclair, which was rotten itself and 
which rotted everything that came in contact with it. And he 
Saw once more also the pale girls wandering over the pave- 
ment, those sorry offspring of manufacturing towns, where 
the vile wage-system invariably brings about the ruin of the 
better-looking factory hands. Was it not to a similar fate 
that Josine herself was drifting? He could divine that she 
was a submissive, a lovings creature, one of those tender 
natures that give courage to the strong and prove their 
reward. And the thought of abandoning her on that bench, 
of doing nothing to save her from accursed fate, filled him 
with such revolt, that he would have for ever reproached him- 
self had he not offered her a helping and a brotherly hand. 

‘Come, you cannot sleep here with that child,’ he said. 
‘That man must take you back. For the rest we'll see after- 
wards. Where do you live ?' 

‘ Near by, in the Rue des Trois Lunes, in Old Beauclair,* 
she replied. 7 


_ Then she explained things to him. Ragu occupied a little 
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lodging of three rooms in the same house as one of his sisters, 
eAdéle, nicknamed La Toupe. And she suspected that if Ragu 
really had not got the key with him, he must have handed it 
to La Toupe, who was a terrible creature. When the young 
man spoke of quietly going to her and asking her for the key, 
Josine shuddered. 

‘Qh, no! you must not ask her. She hates me. If one 
could only come upon her husband, who’s a good-natured 
man, but I know that he works at the Abyss to-night. He’s 
& Waster puddler, named Bonnaire.’ 

‘Bonnaire!’ Luc repeated, a recollection awakening within 
him ; ‘why I saw him when I visited the Abyss last spring. I 
even had a long talk with him—he explained the work to me. 
He’s an intelligent Yellow, and, as you say, he seemed to me to 
be good-natured. Well, it’s quite simple, I will go and speak 
to him about you.’ 

Josine raised a cry of heartfelt gratitude ; she was trembling 
from head to foot, and she clasped her hands as her whole being 
went out towards the young man. ‘Oh! monsieur, how good 
you are !—how can I ever thank you!’ 

A sombre glow was now rising from the Abyss, and Luc, 
as he glanced at her, saw her, this time bare-headed, for her 
ragged wrapper had fallen over her shoulders. She was no 
longer weeping, her blue eyes gleamed with tenderness, and 
her little mouth had found once more its youthful smile. 
With her supple graceful slimness she had retained quite a 
childish air, she looked like one who was still playful, simple, 
and gay. Her long fair hair, of the hue of ripe oats, had 
fallen, half unbound, over the nape of her neck, and lent her 
quite a girlish and candid appearance in her abandonment. 
He, infinitely charmed, by degrees quite captivated; felt moved 
and astonished at the sight of*the winning creature that 
seemed to emerge from the poor beggarly being whom he had 
met badly clad, frightened, and weeping. And, besides, she 
looked at him with so much adoration, she surrendered to 
him so candidly her soul, like one who at last felt herself 
guccoured and loved. Handsome and kind as te was, he 
seemed to her a very god after all the brutality of Ragu. 
She would have kissed his very footprints; and she stood 
before him with her hands still clasped, the left pr€ssing the 
right, the mutilated hand round which was wrapped the 
blood-stained bandage. And something very sweet and very 
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strong seemed to bind her and him together, a link of infinite 
tenderness, infinite affection. . 

‘Nanet will take you to the works, monsieur,’ she said ; 
‘he knows every corner of them.’ “ 

‘No, no, I know my way. Don’t awake him, he will 
keep you warm. Wait here for me quietly, both of you.’ 

He left her on the bench, in the black night, with the 
sleeping child. And as he stepped away a great glow 
illumined the promontory of the Bleuse Mountains on the 
right above the park of La Crécherie, where stood Jord&n’s 
house. The sombre silhouette of the blast furnace could be 
seen on the mountain side. A ‘run’ of metal flowed forth, 
and all the neighbouring rocks, even all the roofs of Beauclair, 
were illumined by it as by some bright red dawn. 


II 


BonnalgE, the master puddler, one of the best hands of the 
works, had played an important part in the recent strike. 
A man of just mind, indignant with the iniquity of the wage- 
earning system, he read the Paris newspapers and derived 
from them a revolutionary education in which there were 
many gaps, but which had made him a fairly frank partisan 
of Collectivist doctrines. As he himself, with the fine equi- 
librium of a hard-working healthy man, very reasonably said, 
Collectivism was the dream whose realisation they would 
some day seek; and meantime it was necessary to secure as 
much justice as might be immediately obtained in order to 
reduce the sufferings of the workers to a minimum. 

The sttike had been for some time inevitable. Three 
hea previously, the Abyss having nearly come to grief in the 

ds of Monsieur Jéréme’s son, Michel Qurignon, the latter's 
son-in-law, Boisgelin, an idler, a fine Paris gentleman, had 
purchased the works, investing in them all that remained of 
his jeopardised fortune on the advice of a poor cousin, a 
certain Delaveau, who had positively undertaken to make the 
capital invested yield a profit of thirty per cent. per annum. 
And for three years Delaveau, a skilful engineer and a 
determintd hard worker, had kept his promise, thanks to 
energetic management and organisation, strict attention to 
the minutest details, and absolute discipline on all sides. 
Michel Qurignon’s ill success in business had been partly due 
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to the difficulties which had beset the metal market of the 
region ever since the manufacture of iron rails and girders 
had there ceased to be remunerative, owirg to the discovery 
of ceréain chemical processes which in Northern and Eastern 
France had enabled ironmasters to make use very cheaply of 
large quantities of ore which previously had been regarded as 
too defective. The Beauclair works could not possibly turn 
out the same class of goods so cheaply as their competitors ; 
ruip therefore seemed inevitable, and Delaveau’s stroke of 
talent consisted in changing the character of the output, in 
giving up the manufacture of rails and girders which Northern 
and Kastern France could supply at twenty centimes the 
kilogramme,' and gonfining himself to the manufacture of 
high-class things, such indeed as projectiles and ordnance, 
shells and cannon, which brought in from two to three francs 
per kilogramme. Prosperity had then returned, and Boisgelin’s 
investment brought him in a considerable income. Only it 
had been necessary to obtain a quantity of new plant, and to 
secure the services of more careful and attentive workmen, 
who necessarily required to be better paid than others. 

In principle the strike had been brought about by that 
very question of better pay. The men were paid by the 
hundred kilogrammes,? and Delaveau himself admitted the 
necessity of a new wage tariff. But he wished to remain 
absolute master of the situation, desiring above all things to 
avoid anything which might seem like surrender on his part 
to the pressure of his workpeople. With a specialist mind, 
very authoritative in disposition, and stubborn with respect to 
his rights, whilst striving to be just and loyal, he regarded 
Collectivism as a destructive dream, and declared that any 
such utopian doctrine would lead one direct to the most 
awful catastrophes. The quarrel on this point between him 
and the little world of workers over whom he reigned became 
a fierce one directly Bonnaire succeeded in setting a defensive 
syndicate on foot. For if Delaveau admitted the desirability 
of relief and pension funds, and even of co-operative societies 
supplying cheap provisions and other necesSaries, thus 
recognising that the workman was not forbidden to improve 
his position, he at the same time violently condgmned all 
syndicates and class grouping designed for collective action. 

From that moment then the struggt began; Delaveau 


1 That is about 1d. per pound. $204 lbs. 
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showed great unwillingness to complete the revision of the 
tariffs, and thought it necessary in his turn to arm himself, 
in some measure, decreeing a ‘state of siege’ at the Abyss. 
Soon after he had begun to act thus rigorously the men 
complained that no individual liberty was left to them. A 
close watch was kept on them, on their thoughts and opinions 
as well as on their actions, even outside the works. Those 
who put on a humble flattering manner and perchance became 
Spies, gained the management’s good graces, whilst the prgud 
and independent were treated as dangerous men. And as the 
manager was by instinct a staunch conservative, a defender 
of the existing order of things, and openly evinced the resolve 
to have none but men of his own views in the place, all the 
underlings, the engineers, foremen, and inspectors strove to 
surpass one another in energy, displaying implacable severity 
with regard to obedience, and what they chose to call ‘a 
proper spirit.’ 

Bonnaire, hurt in his opinions, his craving for liberty and 
justice, naturally found himself at the head of the malcontents. 
It was he who with a few mates waited on Delaveau to 
acquaint him with their complaints. He spoke out very 
plainly, and, indeed, exasperated the manager without obtain- 
ing the rise in wages that he asked for. Delaveau did not 
believe in the possibility of a general strike among his hands, 
for the metal workers do not readily lose their tempers, 
and for many years there had been no strike at all at the 
Abyss, whereas among the pitmen of the coal mines of Brias 
strikes broke out continually. When, therefore, contrary to 
Delaveau’s anticipations, a general strike did occur among 
his own men, when one morning only two hundred out of a 
thousand presented themselves at the works, which he had 
to close, his resentment was so great that he stubbornly held 
to the course he had chosen and refused to make the slight- 
est concession. When Bonnaire and a deputation of the 
syndicate ventured to go to him he began by turning them 
out of doors. He was the master, the quarrrel was between 
his workmeff and himself, and he intended to settle it with 
his workmen and with nobody else. Bonnaire therefore 
returned ip see him accompanied only by three mates. But 
all that they could obtain from him were arguments and 
calculations, tendirfz to sbow that the prosperity of the 
Abyss would be compromised if he should increase the men’s 
wazes. Funds had been confided to him, a factory had been 
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iven him to manage, and it was his duty to see that the 
actory paid its way and that the funds yielded the promised 
rate of interest. He was certainly disposed to be humane, but 
he capsidered that it was the duty of an honest man to keep 
his engagements, and extract from the enterprise he directed 
the largest amount of gain possible. All the rest, in his 
opinion, was visionary, wild hope, dangerous utopia. And 
thus, each side becoming more and more stubborn after 
several similar interviews, the strike lasted for two long months, 
full of disasters for the wage-earners as well as for the owner, 
increasing as it did the misery of the men whilst the plant 
was damaged by neglect and idleness. At last the contending 
parties consented to make certain mutual concessions, and 
came to an agreement respecting a new tariff. But through- 
out another week Delaveau refused to take back certain 
workmen, whom he called the ‘ leaders,’ and among whom, of 
course, was Bonnaire. The manager harboured very rancorous . 
feelings towards the latter, although he recognised that he 
was one of the most skilful and most sober of his hands. 
When he ultimately gave way, and took Bonnaire back with 
the others, he declared that he was being compelled to act 
in this manner against his inclinations, solely from a desire 
to restore peace. 

From that moment Bonnaire felt that he was condemned. 
Under such circumstances he was at first absolutely un- 
willing to go back to the works at all. But he was a great 
favourite with his mates, and when they declared that they 
would not return unless he resumed work at the same time 
as themselves, he appeared to resign himself to their wishes, 
in order that he might not prove the cause of some fresh 
rupture. In his estimation, however, his mates ‘had suffered 
guite enough ; he had fully made up his mind and intended 
to sacrifice himself in order that none other might have to 
pay the penalty of the semi-victory which had been gained. 
And thus, although he had ended by returning to work on the 
Thursday, it had been with the intention of taking himself off 
on the ensuing Sunday, for he was convinced that*his presence 
at the Abyss was no longer possible. He took none of his 
friends into his confidence, but simply warned the manage- 
ment on Saturday morning of his intention to le&ve. If he 
were still working at the Abyss thate night it was solely 
because he wished to finish a job which he had begun. He 
desired to disappear in & quiet, honest way. ° 
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Luc having given his name to the door porter, inquired if 
he could speak to master-puddler Bonnaire; and the porter 
in reply contented himself with pointing out the hall where 
the puddling-furnaces and rolling-machines were instalfad at 
the further end of the second yard on the left. The yards, 
soaked by the recent rain, formed a perfect cloaca, what with 
their uneven paving-stones and their tangle of rails, amongst 
which passed a branch line connecting the works with 
Beauclair railway station. Under the lunar-like brightness 
of a few electric lamps, amongst the shadows cast by the sheds 
and the plunging tower, and the vagucly outlined cementing 
furnaces, which suggested the conical temples of some bar- 
barous religion, a little engine was slowly moving about and 
sending forth shrill whistles of warning in order that nobody 
might be run over. But what more particularly deafened the 
visitor from the moment he crossed the threshold was the 
beating of a couple of tilt-hammers installed in a kind of 
cellar. Their big heads—the heads, it seemed, of voracious 
beasts—could be seen striking the iron with a furious rhythm ; 
they bit it, as it were, and stretched it into bars with all the 
force of their desperate metal teeth. The workmen beside them 
led calm and silent lives, communicating with one another 
by gestures only amidst the everlasting uproar and trepidation. 
Lue, after skirting a low building where some other tilt- 
hammers were also working ragefully, turned to the left and 
crossed the second yard whose ravaged soil was littered with 
pieces of scrap metal, slumbering in the mud until collected 
for re-casting. A railway truck was being laden with a large 
piece of wrought work, a shaft for a torpedo boat, which had 
been finished that very day, and which the little engine was 
about to remove. As this engine came up whistling, Luc, 
in order to avoid it, took ‘a pathway between some sym- 
metrically disposed piles of pig-iron, and in this wise reached 
the hall of the puddling-furnaces and the rolling-machines. 

This hall or gallery, one of the largest of the works, 
resounded in the daytime with the terrible rumbling of the 
rollers. Buf the latter were now at rest, and more than half 
of the huge place was steeped in darkness. Of the ten 
puddling-fyrnaces only four were at work, served by two 
forge-hammers. Here and there a meagre gas-light flickered 
in the draught; huge shadows filled the place; one could 
searcely distinguish the great smoked beams upholding the 
rogf above. A sound of dripping water emerged from the 
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darkness ; the beaten ground which served as a flooring— 
all bumps and hollows—was in one part so much fetid mud, 
in another so much coal-dust, in another, again, a mass of 
waste stuff. On every side one noticed the filth of joyless 
labour, a Jabour hated and accursed, performed in a black, 
ruinous, ignoble den, pestilential with smoke and grimy with 
the dirt of every kind that flew through the air. From the 
nails driven into some little huts of rough boards hung the 
workmen’s town-clothes, mixed with linen vests and leather 
aprons. And all that dense misery was only brightened when 
some master puddler happened to open the door of his furnace, 
whence emerged a blinding flow of light which, like the 
beaming of some, planet, transpierced the darkness of the 
entire gallery. 

When Luc presented himself Bonnaire was for the last 
time stirring some fusing metal—some four hundred and forty 
pounds’ weight of cast iron, which the furnace and human 
labour between them were to turn into steel. The whole 
operation of steel puddling required four hours, and this 
stirring at the expiration of the first hours of waiting was the 
hardest part of the work. Grasping an iron rod of fifty 
pounds’ weight and standing in the broiling glare, the 
master puddler stirred the incandescent metal on the sole of 
the furnace. With the help of the hook at the end of his bar 
he raked the depths and kneaded the huge sun-like ball or 
‘bloom,’ at which he alone was able to gaze, with his eyes 
hardened to the intense glow. And he had to gaze at it, 
since it was hy its colour that he ascertained what stage the 
work had reached. When he withdrew his bar the latter was 
a bright red, and threw out sparks on all sides. 

With a motion of his hand Bonnaire now sfgned to his 
stoker to quicken the fire, Whilst another workman, the 
companion puddler, took up a bar in order to do a stir in his 
turn. 

‘You are Monsieur Bonnaire, are you not?’ asked Luc, 
drawing near. 

The master puddler seemed surprised at* being thus 
accosted, but nodded affirmatively. He looked superb with 
his white neck and pink face full of victorious strength amidst 
the glare of his work. 

Scarcely five-and-thirty years of age, he was a giant 
of fair complexion, with close-cropped hair and a broad, 
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massive, placid face. His large firm mouth and big peaceful 
eyes expressed great rectitude and kindliness. 

‘I don’t know if you recognise me,’ Luc continued, ‘but 
I saw you here last summer and had a talk with you.’ : 

‘Quite so,’ the master puddler at last replied; ‘ you are 
a friend of Monsieur Jordan.’ 

When, however, the young man with some embarrassment 
explained the motive of his visit, how he had seen the 
unhappy Josine cast into the street, and how it seemed that 
he, Bonnaire, could alone do something for her, the workman 
relapsed into silence, looking embarrassed on his side also. 
Neither spoke for a time; there came an interval of waiting, 
prolonged by the noise of the forge-hammer near them. 
And when the master puddler was at last able to make him- 
self heard he simply said: ‘ All right, I’ll do what I can— 
I'll go with you as soon as I’ve finished, in about three- 
quarters of an hour.’ 

Although it was nearly eleven o’clock already, Lue 
resolved to wait; and at first he began to take some interest 
in & cutting-machine, which in a dark corner near at hand 
was cutting bar-steel with as much quiet ease as if steel were 
butter. At each motion of the machine’s jaws, a litile piece 
of metal fell, and a heap was soon formed, ready to be carried 
in a barrow into the charging-chamber, where each charge 
of sixty-six pounds’ weight was made up in order to be 
removed to the adjacent hall, where the crucible furnaces 
were installed. And with the view of occupying his time, 
attracted as he was by the great pink glow which filled that 
hall, Luc entered it. 

It was a very large and lofty place, as badly kept, as 

y and %s much out of repair as the other. And ona 
level with the bossy grounds littered with scrap, were the 
openings of six batteries of furnaces, each divided into three 
compartments. Those narrow, long, glaring pits whose brick 
walls occupied the whole basement, were heated by a mixture 
of air and flaming gas, which the head caster himself regulated 
by means ofea mechanical fan. Thus, streaking the beaten 
ground of the shadowy hall, there appeared six slits, open 
above the internal hell, the ever- active volcano, whose 
subterrandin brazier could be heard rumbling loudly. 
Covers, shaped like long slabs, bricks bound together by an 
iron armature, were laid across the furnaces. But these 
covers did notjoin, and from each intervening space sprang 
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an intense pinkish light, so many sunrises as it were, broad 
‘rays starting from the soil and darting in a sheaf to the dusty 
glass of the roofing. And whenever a man, according to the 
requigements of the work, removed one or another of the 
covers, one might have thought that some planet was 
emerging from all obstacles, for the hall was then irradiated 
by a brightness like that of aurora. 

It so happened that Luc was able to see the operations. 
S&8me workmen were loading a furnace, and he saw them 
lofer the crucibles of refractory clay, which had previously 
been heated till they were red, and then by means of a funnel, 
pour in the charges, sixty-six pounds of metal for each 
crucible. For some three or four hours fusion would be in 
progress, and then the crucibles would have to be removed and 
emptied, which was the terrible part of the work. As Luc 
drew near to another furnace, where some men provided with 
long bars had just assured themselves that the fusion was 
perfect, he recognised Fauchard in the drawer whose duty it 
was toremove the crucibles. Livid and withered, with a bony, 
scorched face, Fauchard had none the less retained strong her- 
culean arms and legs. Physically deformed by the terrible 
labour—ever the same—which he had been performing for 
fourteen years already, he had suffered yet more considerably 
in his intelligence from the machine-like life to which he had 
been condemned: perpetually repeating the same movements, 
without need of thought or individuality of action, becoming 
as it were merely an element of the struggle with fire. His 
physical defects, the rise of his shoulders, the hypertrophy of 
his limbs, the scorching of his eyes, which had paled from 
constant exposure to flaming light, were not his only blemishes 
—he was also conscious of intellectual downfall ; for caught in 
the monvter’s grasp at sixteen fears of age, after a rudimen- 
tary education suddenly cut short, he remembered that he had 
once possessed intelligence, an intelligence which was now 
flickering and departing under the relentless burden of a 
labour which he performed like some blinded beast crushed 
down by destructive baleful toil. And he now fad but one 
sole craving, one sole delight, which was to drink—to drink 
his four quarts of wine at each shift, to drink ap that the 
furnace might not burn up his baked skin like so much old 
rind. to drink so that he might escape crumbling into ashes, 
so that he might enjoy some last felicity by finishing his life 
in the happy stupor of perpetual intoxication. ° . 
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That night Fauchard had greatly feared that the fire, 
would boil some more of his blood. But, already at eight 
o'clock he was agreeably surprised to see Natalie, his wife, 
arrive with the four quarts of wine which she had obtained on 
credit from Caffiaux, and which he had no longer expected. 
She expressed regret that she had not a little meat to give 
him also, but Dacheux, she said, had shown himself pitiless. 
Ever in low spirits, and greatly given to complaining, she 
expressed her anxiety as to how they would manage to get 
anything to eaton the morrow. But her husband, who was 
well pleased at having secured his wine, dismissed her saying 
that he should apply to the manager for an advance as his 
mates had done. A crust of bread sufficed him as food, he 
drank, and at once found himself full of confidence. When 
the time to remove the crucibles arrived he tossed off another 
half-quart at a gulp, and went to the water cistern to soak 
the large linen apron that enveloped him. Then, with big 
wooden shoes on his feet and wet gloves on his hands, armed 
too with long iron pincers, he stood astride the furnace, rest- 
ing his right foot on the cover, which had just been pushed 
aside, his chest and stomach being exposed the while to the 
frightful heat which arose from the open volcano. For & 
moment he appeared quite red, blazing like a torch in the 
midst of a brazier. His wooden shoes steamed, his apron 
and his gloves steamed, the whole of his flesh seemed to melt 
away. But without evincing any haste, he looked below him. 
His eyes, accustomed to the brightest glare, sought the 
crucible in the depths of the burning pit. Then he stooped 
slightly in order to seize it with his long pincers, and with a 
sudden straightening of the loins, with three supple rhyth- 
mical movements—one of his hands opening and gliding 
along the rod until the other joined it—he drew up the 
crucible, raising easily, at arm’s length, that weight of one 
hundred and ten pounds—pincers and crucible combined— 
and deposited it on the ground, where it looked like some piece 
of the sun, at first of dazzling whiteness, which speedily 
changed to®pink. Then he began the operation afresh, 
drawing the crucibles forth one by one amidst the increasing 
glow, with more skill even than strength, coming and going 
amidst that incandescent matter without ever burning himself, 
without seeming evem to feel the intolerable heat. 

They were going to cast some little shells, of one hundred 
and thirty-two pounds. The bottle-shaped moulds were 
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ranged in two rows. And when the assistants had skimmed 

‘the slag off the crucibles with the aid of iron rods, which 
came away smoking and dropping purple slaver, the head 
— quickly seized the crucibles with his large, round- 
jawed pincers, and emptied two into each mould. And the 
metal flowed like white lava, with just a faint pinkish tinge 
here and there amidst a shooting of fine blue sparks as 
delicate as flowers. It might have been thought that the 
nfan was decanting some bright, gold-spangled liqueur; all 
w&s done noiselessly, with precise and nimble movements, 
amidst a blaze and a heat that changed the whole place into 
a devouring brazier. 

Luc, who was unaccustomed to it all, felt stifling, unable to 
remain there any longer. At a distance of twelve and even 
fifteen feet from the furnaces his face was scorched, and a 
burning perspiration streamed from him. The shells had 
interested him, and he watched them cooling, asking him- 
self what men they would some day kill. And going on into 
the next hall, he there found himself among the steam 
hammers and the forging-press. This hall was now asleep, with 
all its monstrous appliances. Its press of a force of two 
thousand tons and its hammers of lesser power spread out, 
showing in the depths of the gloom their black squat 
silhouettes, which suggested those of barbarian gods. And 
here Luc found more projectiles, shells which that very day 
had been forged under the smallest steam-hammer, on 
leaving the moulds after annealing. Then he became 
interested in the tube of a large naval gun, more than nine- 
teen feet long, which was still warm from having passed under 
the press. Billets totalling two thousand two hundred pounds 
of steel had spread out and adapted themselveg like rolls of 
paste to form that tube, which «vas waiting chained, ready to 

é lifted by powerful cranes and carried to the turning-lathes, 
which were farther off, beyond the hall where the Martin 
furnace aid some of the steel-casting plant were installed. 

Luc went on to the end, across that hall also, the most 
spacious of them all, for there the largest pieces were cast. 
The Martin furnace enabled one to pour large quantities of 
steel in a state of fusion into the cast-iron moulds, whilst 
eight feet overhead two rolling bridges worked bf electricity 
gently and easily moved huge pieces weighing many tons to 
every requisite point. Then Luc entered the lathe workshop, 
@ huge closed shed which was rather better &ept than the 
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others, and where on either hand he found a series of 
admirable appliances in which incomparable delicacy an 
power were blended. There were planes for naval armour- 
plates which finished off metal-work even as a carpanter’s 
plane gives a finish to wood. And there were the lathes of 
precise if intricate mechanism, as pretty as jewels, and as 
amusing as toys. Only some of them worked at night-time, 
each lighted by a single electric lamp, and giving forth but a 
faint sound in the deep silence. Again did Luc come upon 
projectiles. There was one shell which had been fixed to a 
lathe, to be calibrated externally. It turned round and round 
with a prodigious speed, and steel shavings which suggested 
silver curls flew away from under the narrow motionless blade. 
Afterwards it would only have to be hollowed internally, 
tempered, and finished. But where were the men that would 
be killed by it, after it had been charged? As the outcome 
of all that heroic human labour, the subjugation of iron 
bringing royalty to man and victory over the forces of nature, 
Luc beheld a vision of massacre, all the bloodthirsty madness 
of a battle-field! He walked on, and at a little distance 
came upon a large lathe, where a cannon similar to the one 
whose forged tube he had just seen was revolving. This one, 
however, was already calibrated externally, and shone like 
new money. Under the supervision of a youth who leant 
forward, attentively watching the mechanism, like a clock- 
maker that of a watch, it turned and turned interminably 
with a gentle humming, whilst the blade inside drilled it with 
marvellous precision. And when that gun also should have 
been tempered, cast from the summit of the tower into a bath 
of petroleum oil, to what battle-field would it journey to kill 
men-~-how ‘many lives would it mow down, that gun made 
of steel which men in a spirit of brotherliness should have 
fashioned only into rails and ploughshares ! 

Luc pushed a door open, and made his escape into the 
open air. The night was damply warm, and he drew a long 
breath, feeling refreshed by the wind which was blowing. 
When he raésed his eyes he was unable to distinguish a single 
star beyond the wild rush of the clouds. But the lamp globes 
shining here and there in the yard replaced the hidden moon, 
and agai he saw the chimneys rising amidst lurid smoke, 
and a coal-smirchal sky, across which upon every side, 
forming as it were some gigantic cobweb, flew all the wires 
which transmitted electric power. The machines which 
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ae it, wo machines of great beauty, were working close 
y In some new buildings. There were also some works for 
making bricks and crucibles of refractory clay; there was a 
carpenter's shop for model-making and packing, and numerous 
warehouses for commercial steel and iron. And Lue, after 
losing himself for a time in that little town, well pleased 
when he came upon deserted stretches, black peaceful nooks 
where he seemed to revive to life, suddenly found himself 
orfce more inside the inferno. On looking around him he 
pefceived that he was again in the gallery containing the 
furnaces for the crucibles. 

Another operation was now being executed there. Seventy 
crucibles were being removed at the same moment for some 
big piece of casting which was to weigh over three thousand 
nine hundred pounds. The mould with its funnel was waiting 
in readiness in the pit, in the neighbouring hall. And the 
procession was swiftly organised, all the helpers of the various 
squads took part in it, two men for each crucible, which they 
raised with pincers and carried off with long and easy strides. 
Another, then another, then another, the whole seventy 
crucibles passed along in a dazzling procession. One might 
have thought it some ballet scene, in which vague dancers 
with light and shadowy feet passed two-by-two carrying huge 
Venetian lanterns, orange-red in hue. And the marvellous 
part of it all was the extraordinary rapidity, the perfect 
assurance of the well-regulated movements in which the 
bearers were seen gambolling, as it were, in the midst of fire, 
hastening up, elbowing one another, marching off and coming 
back, juggling all the while with fusing stars. In less than 
three minutes the seventy crucibles were emptied into the 
mould, whence arose a sheaf of gold, a great spreading bouquet 
of sparks. : 

When Luce ai last returned to the hall containing the 
puddling furnaces and the rollers, after a good half-hour’s 
promenade, he found Bonnaire finishing his work. 

‘I will be with you in a moment, monsieur,’ said the 
puddler. e 

On the glaring sole of the furnace, whose open door 
was blazing, he had already on three occasions isolated one 
quarter of the incandescent metal, that is a hundredweight 
of it, which he had rolled and fashioned into a kind of ball 
with the aid of his bar; and those three quarters had gone 
one after the other to the hammer. He was *now dealing 
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with the fourth and last portion. For twenty minutes he had 
been standing before that voracious maw, his chest almosy 
crackling from the heat of the furnace, his hands manipulating 
his heavy hooked bar, and his eyes clearly seeing how, to do 
the work aright in spite of all the dazzling flames. He gazed 
fixedly at the fiery ball of steel which he rolled over and over 
continuously in the centre of the brazier; and in the fierce 
reverberation which gilded his tall pinkish form against the 
black background of darkness, he looked like some maker of 
planets, busily creating new worlds. But at last he finished, 
withdrew his flaming bar, and handed over to his mate the 
last hundredweight of the charge. 

The stoker was in readiness with a little iron chariot. 
Armed with his pincers the assistant puddler seized hold of 
the ball, which suggested some huge fiery sponge that had 
sprouted on the side of a volcanic cavern, and with an effort 
he brought it out and threw it into the chariot, which the 
stoker quickly wheeled to the hammer. A smith at once 
caught it with his own pincers and placed and turned it over 
under the hammer, which all at once began working. Then 
came a deafening noise and a perfect dazzlement. The 
ground quaked, a pealing of bells seemed to ring out, whilst 
the smith, gloved and bound round with leather, disappeared 
amidst a perfect tornado of sparks. At some moments the 
expectorations were so large that they burst, here and there, 
like canister shot. Impassive amidst that fusillade, the smith 
turned the sponge over and over in order that it might be 
struck on every side and converted into a ‘lump,’ a loaf of 
steel, ready for the rollers. And the hammer obeyed him, 
struck here, struck there, slackening or hastening its blows 
without a ‘word even coming from his lips, without anyone 
even detecting the signs which he made to the hammer-lad 
ss sat aloft in his little box with his hand on the starting- 
ever. 

Luc, who had drawn near whilst Bonnaire was changing 
his clothes, recognised little Fortuné, Fauchard’s brother-in- 
law, in the hammer-lad thus perched on high, motionless 
for hours together, giving no other sign of life than a little 
mechanical gesture of the hand amidst the deafening uproar 
which hé raised. A touch on the right-hand lever so that 
the hammer might fall, a touch on the left-hand lever so that 
it might rise, that was all; the little lad’s mind was confined 
to that narrew space. By the bright gleams of the sparks 
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one could for a moment perceive him, slim and frail, with an 
eashen face, discoloured hair, and the blurred eyes of a poor 
little being whose growth, both physically and mentally, had 
been arrested by brutish work, in which there was nothing 
to attract one, in which there was never a chance of any 
initiative. 

‘If monsieur’s willing, I’m ready now,’ said Bonnaire, 
just as the hammer at last became silent. 

e Lue quickly turned round, and found the master puddler 

efore him, wearing a jersey and a coarse woollen jacket, 
whilst under one of his arms was a bundle made up of his 
working-clothes and certain small articles belonging to him— 
all his baggage in fact, since he was leaving the works to 
return to them no more. 

‘Quite so—let us be off,’ said Luc. 

But Bonnaire paused for another moment. As if he 
fancied that he might have forgotten something he gave a last 
glance inside the plank hut which served as a cloakroom. 
Then he looked at his furnace, the furnace which he had 
made his own by more than ten years of hard toil, turning out 
there thousands of pounds of steel fit for the rollers. He was 
leaving the establishment of his own free will, in the idea 
that such was his duty towards both his mates and himself, 
but for that very reason the severance was the more heroic. 
However, he forced back the emotion which was clutching 
him at the throat, and passed out the first in advance 
of Luc. 

‘Take care, monsieur,’ he said; ‘ that piece is still warm— 
it would burn your boot.’ 

Neither spoke any further. They crossed the two dim 
hati under the lunar lights, and passed befote the low 

uilding where the tilt-hammters were beating ragefully. 
And as soon as they were outside the Abyss the black night 
seized hold of them again, and the glow and growl of the 
monster died away behind them. The wind was still blowing, 
a wind carrying the ragged flight of clouds skyward; and 
across the bridge the bank of the Mionne was destrted, not a 
soul was visible. 

When Luc had found Josine reclining on the begch where 
he had left her, motionless and staring into the darkness, 
with Nanet asleep and pressing his head against her, he wished 
to withdraw, for he considered his mission ended, since 
Bonnaire would now find the poor creature sdme place of 
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shelter. But the puddler suddenly became embarrassed and 
anxious at the idea of the scene which would follow his home- 
coming when his wife, that terrible Toupe, should see him 
accompanying that hussy. The scene was bound to he the 
more frightful since he had not told his wife of his intention to 
quitthe works. He foresaw, indeed, that a tremendous quarrel 
would break out when she learnt that he was without work, 
through throwing himself voluntarily out of employment. 

‘Shall IT accompany you?’ Luce suggested; ‘I might'be 
able to explain things.’ . 

‘Upon my word, monsieur,’ replied the cther, feeling 
relieved, ‘it would perhaps be the better if you did.’ 

No words passed between Bonnaire and Josine. She 
seemed ashamed in presence of the master puddler, and if he, 
with his good nature, knowing too all that she suffered with 
Ragu, evinced a kind of fatherly pity towards her, he none 
the less blamed her for having yielded to that bad fellow. 
Josine had awakened Nanet on seeing the two men arrive, 
and after an encouraging sign from Luc, she and the boy 
followed them in silence. All four turned to the right, skirting 
the railway embankment, and thus entering Old Beauclair, 
whose hovels spread like some horrid stagnant pool over the 
flat ground just at the opening of the gorge. There was an 
intricate maze of narrow steets and lanes lacking both air 
and light, and infected by filthy gutters which the more 
torrential rains alone cleansed. The overcrowding of the 
wretched populace in so small a space was hard to understand, 
when in front of it one perceived La Roumagne spreading its 
immense plain where the breath of heaven blew freely as over 
the sea. The bitter keenness of the battle for money and 
property alone accounted for the niggardly fashion in which 
the right of the inhabitants td some little portion of the soil, 
the few yards requisite for everyday life, had been granted. 
Speculators had taken a hand in it all, and one or two 
centuries of wretchedness had culminated in a cloaca of cheap 
lodgings, whence people were frequently expelled by their 
landlords, jow as might be the rents demanded for certain 
of those dens, where well-to-do people would not have 
allowed even their dogs to sleep. Chance-wise over the 
ground had risen those little dark houses, those damp shanties 
of plaster-work, these vermin and fever-breeding nests; and 
mournful indeed at that night hour, under the lugubrious 
aky, appearell that acoursed city of labour, so dim, so closely- 
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pent, filthy too, like some horrid vegetation of social in- 
justice. 

Bonnaire, walking abead, followed a Jane, then turned 
into another, and at last reached the Rue des Trois-Lunes, 
one of the narrowest of the so-called streets. It had no foot- 
ways, and was paved with pointed pebbles picked from the 
bed of the Mionne. The black and creviced house of which 
he occupied the first floor had one day suddenly ‘settled,’ 
lurching in such wise that it had been necessary to shore up 
the frontage with four great beams; and Ragu, asit happened, 
occupied the two rooms of the second story, whose sloping 
floor those beams supported. Down below, there was no 
hall; the precipitous ladder-like stairs started from the very 
threshold. 

‘And so, monsieur,’ Bonnaire at last said to Lue, ‘ you 
will be kind enough to come up with me.’ 

He had once more become embarrassed. Josine under- 
stood that he did not dare take her to his rooms for fear of 
some affront, though he suffered at having to leave her still in 
the street with the child. In her gentle resigned way she 
thcrefore arranged matters. ‘ We need not go in,’ she said; 
‘we'll wait on the stairs up above.’ 

Bonnaire immediately fell in with the suggestion. ‘ That’s 
best,’ said he. ‘ Have a little paticnce, sit down a moment, and 
if the key’s in my place, I'll bring it to you, and then you can 
go to bed.’ 

Josine and Nanet had already disappeared into the dense 
darkness enveloping the stairs. One could no longer even 
hear them breathing, they had ensconced themselves in some 
nook overhead. And Bonnaire in his turn then went up, 
guiding Luc, warning him respecting the height of*the steps, 
and telling him to keep hold of tle greasy rope which served 
in lieu of a hand-rail. 

‘There, monsieur, that’s it. Don’t move,’ he said at last. 
‘Ah! the landings aren’t large, and one would turn a fine 
somersault if one were to fall.’ 

He opened a door and politely made Luc pass before him 
into @ fairly spacious room, where a little petroleum lamp shed 
a yellowish light. In spite of the lateness of the hour La Toupe 
was still mending some house linen beside this lamp; whilst 
her father, Daddy Lunot, as he was called, had fallen asleep 
in a shadowy nook, with his pipe, which had gone out, between 
his gums. Ina bed, standing in one corner, slept the two 
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children, Lucien and Antoinette, one six, the other four years 
old, and both of them fine, big children for their respective 
ages. Apart from this common room, where the family cooked 
and ate their meals, the lodging only comprised two others, the 
bed-room of the husband and wife, and that of Daddy Lunot. 

La Toupe, stupefied at seeing her husband return at that 
hour, for she had been warned of nothing, raised her head, 
exclaiming: ‘What, is it you ?’ 

He did not wish to start the great quarrel by immediately 
telling her that he had left the Abyss. He preferred to stttle 
the matter of Josine and Nanet first of all. So he replied 
evasively: ‘ Yes, I’ve finished, so I’ve come back.’ Then, 
without leaving his wife time to ask any more questions, he 
introduced Luc, saying: ‘Here, this gentleman, who is a 
friend of Monsieur Jordan’s, came to ask me something—he’ll 
explain it to you.’ 

Her surprise and suspicion increasing, La Toupe turned to- 
wards the young man, who thereby perceived her great likeness 
to her brother Ragu. Short and choleric, she had his strongly 
marked face, with thick ruddy hair, a low forehead, thin nose 
and massive jaws. Her bright complexion, the freshness 
of which still rendered her attractive and young-looking 
at eight-and-twenty years of age, alone explained the reason 
which had induced Bonnaire to marry her, though he 
had been well acquainted with her abominable temper. 
That which everybody had then foreseen had come to pass. 
La Toupe made the home wretched by her everlasting fits of 
anger. In order to secure some peace her husband had to 
bow to her will in every little matter of their daily life. Very 
coquettish, consumed by the ambition to be well-dressed and 
possess jewellery, she only evinced a little gentleness when 
she was able to deck herselfin a new gown. 

Luc, being thus called upon to speak, felt the necessity of 
gaining her good will by a compliment. From the moment 
of crossing the threshold, however bare might be the scanty 
furniture, he had remarked that the room seemed very clean, 
thanks usdoubtedly to the housewife’s carefulness. And 
drawing near to the bed he exclaimed: ‘Ah! what fine 
children, they are sleeping like little angels.’ 

La Toupe smiled, but looked at him fixedly and waited, 
feeling thoroughly,convinced that this gentleman would not 
have put himself out to call there if he had not had some- 
thing of importance to obtain from her. And when he found 
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himself obliged to come to the point, when he related how he 
hdd found Josine starving on a bench, abandoned there in the 
night, she made a passionate gesture, and her jaws tightened. 
Without even answering the gentleman, she turned towards 
her hasband in a fury: ‘What! What's this again? Is it 
any concern of mine?’ 

Bonnaire, thus compelled to intervene, strove to pacify 
her in his kindly, conciliatory way. 

° All the same,’ said he, ‘if Ragu left the key with you, 
one.8ught to give it to the poor creature, because he’s over 
yonder at Caffiaux’s place, and may well pass the night there. 
One can’t leave a woman and a child to sleep out of doors.’ 

At this La Toupe exploded: ‘ Yes, I’ve got the key!’ said 
she. ‘ Yes, Ragu gave it to me, and precisely because he wanted 
to prevent that hussy from installing herself any more in his 
rooms, with her little scamp of a brother! But I don’t want 
to know anything about those horrors! I only know one 
thing, it was Ragu who confided the key to me, and it’s to 
Ragu that I shall return it.’ 

Then, as her husband again attempted to move her to 
pity, she violently silenced him. ‘Do you want to make 
me take up with my brother’s fancies then ?’ she cried. ‘Just 
let the girl go and kick the bucket elsewhere, since she chose 
to listen to him. A nice state of things it’s been, and no 
mistake! No, no, each for himself or herself; and as for 
her, let her remain in the gutter; a little sooner, a little later, 
it all amounts to the same thing !’ 

Luc listened, feeling hurt and indignant. In her he 
found all the harshness of the virtuous women of her class, 
who show themselves pitiless towards the girls that stumble 
amidst their trying struggle for life. And in La Totpe’s case, 
ever since the day when she had fearnt that her brother had 
bought Josine a little silver ring, there had been covert 
jealousy and hatred of that pretty girl whom she pictured 
fascinating men and wheedling gold chains and silk gowns out 
of them. 

‘One ought to be kind-hearted, madame,’ was all that 
Lue could say, in @ voice that quivered with compassion. 

But La Toupe did not have time to answer, for a at once 
an uproar of heavy stumbling footsteps resounded on the 
stairs, and hands fumbled at the knob ef the door, which 
opened. It was Ragu with Bourron, one following the other 
ike a pair of good-humoured drunkards who, héving wetted 
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their whistles in company, could no longer separate. Never- 
theless Ragu, who had some sense left him, had torn himself 
away from Caffiaux’s wine-shop, saying that, however pleasant 
it might be there, he none the less had to go back to work on 
the morrow. And thus he had looked in at his sister’s with 
his mate, in order to get his key. 

‘Your key!’ cried La Toupe sharply, ‘there itis! And 
I won’t keep it again, mind. I’ve just had a lot of foolish 
things said to me in order to make me give it to that. gad- 
about. Another time when you want to turn somebody out 
of the house just do it yourself.’ 

Ragu, whose heart had doubtless been softened by liquor, 
began to laugh: ‘ She’s so stupid, is Josine,’ he said. ‘Ifshe 
had wanted to be pleasant she would have drunk a glass with 
us instead of snivelling. But women never know how to 
tackle men.’ 

He was unable to express himself more fully, for just 
then Bourron, who had fallen on chair, laughing at nothing 
with his everlasting good humour, inquired of Bonnaire: 
‘T say, is it true then that you’re leaving the works ?’ 

La Toupe turned round, starting as if a pistol had been 
fired off behind her. ‘ What! He’s leaving the works!’ 
she cried. 

Silence fell. Then Bonnaire courageously came to a 
decision. ‘Yes, I’m leaving the works; I can’t do other- 
WI1se.’ 

‘You’re leaving the works! you’re leaving the works!’ 
bawled his wife, quite furious and distracted as she took her 
stand before him. ‘§o that two months’ strike, which made 
us spend all our savings, wasn’t enough, eh? It’s for you to 
pay the piper now, eh? So we shall die of starvation, and I 
shall have to go about naked !’ 

He did not lose his temper, but gently answered : ‘It’s 
quite possible that you won’t have a new gown for New 
Year’s Day, and perhaps too we shall have to go on short 
commons. But I repeat to you that I’m doing what I ought 
todo!’ “ 

She did not give up the battle as yet, but drew still nearer, 
shouting in his face: ‘Oh, bunkum! you needn't imagine 
that folks will be grateful to you! Your mates don’t scruple 
to say that if it haen’t been for that strike of yours they'd 
never have starved during those two months. Do you know 
what they’lsay when they hear that you’ve left the works ? 
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They'll say that it serves you right, and that you're only an 
idiot! Ill never allow you to do such a foolish thing! You 
hear, you'll go back to-morrow ! ’ 

Bonnaire looked at her fixedly with his bright and steady 
eyes. If as a rule he gave way on points of domestic 
policy, if he allowed her to reign despotically in ordinary 
household matters, he became like iron whenever any case of 
conscience arose. And so, without raising his voice, in & 
ffm tone which she well knew, he answered: ‘You will 
please keep quiet. Those are matters for us men; women 
like you don’t understand anything about them, and so it’s 
better that they shouldn’t meddle with them. You’re very 
nice, but the best thing you can do is to go on mending your 
linen again if you don’t want a quarrel.’ 

He thereupon pushed her towards the chair near the 
lamp, and forced her to sit down again. Conquered, 
trembling with wrath which she knew would henceforth be 
futile, she took up her needle, and made a pretence of feeling no 
further interest in the questions from which she had been so 
decisively thrust aside. Awakened by the noise of voices, 
Daddy Lunot her father, without evincing any astonishment at 
the sight of so many people, lighted his pipe once more and 
listened to the talk with the air of an old philosopher who 
had lost every illusion; whilst in their little bed the children 
Lucien and Antoinette, likewise roused from their slumber, 
opened their eyes widely, and seemed to be striving to 
understand the serious things which the big folk were 
saying. 

Bonnaire was now addressing himself to Luc, as if to 
invoke his testimony. 

‘Each has his honour, is that not so, mortsieur? The 
strike was inevitable, and if it had to be begun over again, I 
should begin if over again—that is, I should employ my 
influence in urging my mates to try to secure justice. One 
can’t let oneself be devoured—work ought to be paid at its 
proper price, unless men are willing to become mere slaves. 
And we were so much in the right that Monsieur Delaveau 
had to give way on every point by accepting our new wage 
tariff. But I can now see that he is furious, and that some- 
body, as my wife puts it, has got to pay forthe d&mage. If 
I were not to go off willingly to-day, he’d find a pretext for 
turning me out to-morrow. So what? Am I to hang on 
obstinately and become a pretext for everlasting disputes? 
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No, no! It would all fall on my mates, if would bring them 
all sorts of worries, and it would be very wrong of me. 
pretended to go back, because my mates talked of continuing 
the strike it 4 didn’t. But now that they are all bagk at 
work and quite quiet I prefer to take myself off. That will 
settle vibes ase none of them will stir, and I shall have 
done what I ought to do. That’s my view of honour, mon- 
sieur—each has his own.’ 

He said all this with simple grandeur, with so easy arfd 
courageous an air that Luc felt deeply touched. From that 
man whom he had seen black and taciturn, toiling so pain- 
fully before his furnace, from that man whom he had seen 
gentle and kindly, tolerant and conciliatory in household 
matters, there now arose one of the heroes of labour, one of 
those obscure strugglers who have given their whole being 
to the cause of justice, and who carry their brotherliness to 
at point of immolating themselves in silence for the sake of 
others. 

Without ceasing to draw her needle La Toupe meanwhile 
repeated violently: ‘ And we shall starve.’ 

‘And we shall starve, it’s quite possible,’ said Bonnaire, 
‘but I shall be able to sleep in peace.’ 

Ragu began to sneer. ‘Oh! starve, that’s useless, that’s 
never done any good. Not that I defend the masters—a 
pretty gang they are, all of them! Only as we need them we 
always have come to an understanding with them, and do 
pretty well as they want.’ 

He rattled on, jesting, and revealing his true nature. He 
was the average workman, neither good nor bad, the spoilt 
product of the present-day wage system. He cried out at 
times against capitalist rule, he was enraged by the strain of 
the labour imposed on him, and was even capable of a short 
rebellion. But prolonged atavism had bent him; he really 
had the soul of a slave, respecting established traditions and 
envying the employer—that sovereign master who possessed 
and enjoyed everything; and the only covert ambition thathe 
nourished was that of taking the employer’s place some fine 
morning in order to possess and enjoy life in his turn. 
Briefly his ideal was to do nothing, to be the master so that 
he might hive nothing to do. 

‘Ah! that pig Delaveau!’ he said, ‘I should like to be 
just a week in his skin and to see him in mine. It would 
amuse me to sce him smoking one of those big cigars of his 
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while making a ball. But everything happens, you know, and 
we may all become masters in the next shake-up ! ’ 

This idea amused Bourron vastly ; he gaped with admira- 
tion before Ragu whenever they had drunk together. ‘ That’s 
true, ah! dash it, what a spree it will be when we become 
the masters!’ 

But Bonnaire shrugged his shoulders, full of contempt 
for that base conception of the future victory of the toilers 
over their exploiters. He had read, reflected, and he thought 
he‘knew. Excited by all that had just been said, wishing to 
show that he was right, he again spoke. In his words Luc 
recognised the Collectivist idea such as it is formulated by the 
irreconcilable ones of the party. First of all the nation had 
to resume possession of the soil and all instruments of labour 
in order to socialise and restore them to one and all, Then 
labour won!d be reorganised, rendered general and compulsory, 
in srcu wise that remuneration would be proportionate to the 
uours of toil which each man supplied. The matter on which 
Bonnaire grew muddled was the practical method to employ 
in order to establish this socialisation, and particularly the 
working of it when it should be put into practice; for such 
intricate machinery would need direction and control, a harsh 
and vexatory State police system. And when Luc, who did 
not yet go so far as Bonnaire did in his humanitarian cravings, 
offered some objections, the other replied with the quiet faith 
of a believer: ‘Everything belongs to us; we shall take 
everything back, so that each may have his just share of work 
and rest, trouble and joy. There is no other reasonable 
solution, the injustice and the sufferings of the world have 
become too great.’ 

Even Ragu and Bourron agreed with this. Had not tho 
wage-system corrupted and pdisoned everything! It was 
that which disseminated anger and hatred, gave rise to class 
warfare, the long war of extermination which capital and 
labour were waging. It was by the wage-system that man 
had become wolfish towards man amidst the conflict of 
egotism, the monstrous tyranny of a social system based on 
iniquity. Misery had no other cause. The wage-system 
was the evil ferment which engendered hunger wth all its 
disastrous consequences, theft, murder, prostitution, the down- 
fall and rebellion of men and women cast beyond the pale of 
love, thrown like perverse, destructive forces athwart society. 
And there was only one remedy, the abolition*of the wage- 
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system, which must be replaced by the other, the new, dreamt- 
of system, whose secret to-morrow would disclose. From that 
point began the battle of the systems, each man thinking that 
in his own system rested the happiness of the coming cen- 
turies ; and a bitter political mélée resulted from the clashing of 
the Socialist parties, each of which sought to impose on the 
others its own plans for the reorganisation of labour and the 
equitable distribution of wealth. But none the less the wage- 
system in its present form was condemned by one and all, 
and nothing could save it; it had served its time, and it would 
disappear even as slavery, once so universal, had disappeared 
when one of the periods of mankind’s history had ended by 
reason of the ever-constant onward march. That wage- 
system even now was but a dead organ which threatened to 
poison the whole body, and which the life of nations must 
necessarily eliminate under penalty of coming to a tragic end. 

‘For instance,’ Bonnaire continued, ‘ those Qurignons who 
founded the Abyss were not bad-hearted people. The last one, 
Michel, who came to so sad an end, tried to ameliorate the 
workman’s lot. Itis to him one owes the creation of a pension 
fund, for which he gave the first hundred thousand francs, 
engaging also to double every year such sums as were paid 
in by the subscribers. He also established a free library, a 
reading-room, a dispensary where one can see the doctor 
gratis twice a week, a workshop, too, and a school for the 
children. And though Monsieur Delaveau isn’t at all so well 
disposed towards the men, he has naturally been obliged to 
respect all that. It has been working for years now, but 
when all is said it’s of no good at all. It’s mere charity; 
it isn't justice! It may go on working for years and years 
without starvation and misery being any the less. No, no, 
the people who talk of ‘‘relieving” distress are simply good- 
natured fools; there’s no relief possible, the evil has to be cut 
off at the root.’ 

At this moment old Lunot, whom the others thought 
asleep again, spoke from out of the shadows: ‘I knew the 
Qtrignons,’ said he. 

Luc turned and perceived him on his chair, vainly pulling 
at his extinguished pipe. He was fifty years old, and 
had remained nearly thirty years a drawer at the Abyss. 
Short and stout as fe was, with a pale, puffy face, one might 
have thought that the furnaces had swollen instead of 
withering hifh. Perhaps it was the water with which he had 


WORK 59 


, been obliged to drench himself in the performance of his 
work that had first given him the rheumatics. At all events 
he had been attacked in the legs at an early age, and now he 
could only walk with great difficulty. And as he had not 
fulfilled the necessary conditions to obtain even the ridiculous 
pension of three hundred francs a year! to which the new 
workmen would be entitled later on, he would have perished 

f starvation in the streets, like some old stricken beast of 
den, if his daughter, La Toupe, on the advice of Bonnaire, 
had not taken him in, making him pay for her generosity 
in this respect by subjecting him to continual reproaches and 
all sorts of privations. 

‘Ah, yes,’ he slowly repeated, ‘I knew the Qurignons. 
There was Monsieur Michel, who’s now dead and who was 
five years older than me. And there’s still Monsieur Jeréme, 
under whom I first went to the works when I was eighteen 
years old. He was already forty-five at that time, but that 
doesn’t prevent him from still being alive. But before 
Monsieur Jéréme, there was Monsieur Blaise, the founder, 
who first installed himself at the Abyss with his tilt-hammers 
nigh on eighty years ago. I didn’t know him myself. But 
my father Jean Ragu, and my grandfather, Pierre Ragu, 
worked with him ; and one may even say that Pierre Ragu 
was his mate, since they were both mere workmen with 
hardly @ copper in their pockets when they started on the job 
together, in the gorge of the Bleuse Mountains, then deserted, 
near the bank of the Mionne, where there was a waterfall. 
The Qurignons made a big fortune, whereas here am I, 
Jacques Ragu, with my bad legs and never a copper, and 
here’s my son, Auguste, who'll never be any dg jad than I am 
after thirty years’ hard work, to say nothing of my daughter 
and her children, who are all threatened with starvation, just 
as the Ragus have always been for a hundred years or 
more.’ 

It was not angrily that he said these things, but rather 
with the resignation of an old stricken animal. For a 
moment he looked at his pipe, surprised at seeing no smoke 
ascend from it. Then, remarking that Luc was listening to him 
with compassionate interest, he concluded with a glight shrug 
of the shoulders: ‘Bah ! monsieur, that’s the fate of all of us 
poor devils! There will always be nfasters and workmen. 
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My grandfather and father were just as I am, and my son. 
will be the same too. What's the use of rebelling ? 
Each of us draws his lot when he’s born. All the same, 
one thing that’s desirable when a man gets old is thaf he 
should at least have the means to buy himself sufficient 
tobacco.’ 

‘Tobacco!’ cried La Toupe, ‘why you've smoked two 
sous’ worth to-day! Do you imagine that I’m going to keep 
you in tobacco, now that we sha’n’t even be able to buy 
bread ?° y 

To her father’s great despair she rationed him with 
respect to tobacco. It was in vain that he tried to get his 

ipe alight again ; decidedly only ashes were left init. And 

uc, with increasing compassion in his heart, continued 
looking at him as he sat there, huddled up on his chair. 
The wage-system ended in that lamentable wreck of a man, 
the worker done for at fifty years of age, the drawer con- 
demned to be always a drawer, deformed, hebetated, reduced 
to imbecility and paralysis by his mechanical toil. In that 
poor being there survived nothing save the fatalist sentiment 
of slavery. 

But Bonnaire protested superbly: ‘No, no! It won’t 
always be like that, there won’t always be masters and 
toilers; the day will come when one and all will be free and 
joyful men! Our sons will perhaps see that day, and it is 
really worth while that we the fathers should suffer a little 
more if thereby we are to procure happiness for them to- 
morrow.’ 

‘ Dash it!’ exclaimed Ragu, in a merry way. ‘ Hurry up, 
I should like to see that. It would just suit me to have 
nothing moré to do, and to eat chicken at every meal !’ 

‘And me too, and me too!* seconded Bourron in ecstasy. 
‘Keep me a place!’ 

With a gesture expressive of utter disillusion, old Lunot 
silenced them in order to resume: ‘ Let all that be, those are 
the things one hopes for when one’s young! A man’s head 
is full of folly then, and he imagines that he’s going to change 
the world. But then the world goes on, and he’s swept away 
with the others. I bear no grudge against anybody, I don’t. 
At times, when I can drag myself about a bit, I meet Monsieur 
Jérdme in his littleeconveyance, which a servant pushes 
along. And I take off my cap to him, because it’s only fit 
tha, one should do so to a man who gave one work to do, 
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,and who's so rich. I fancy, though, that he doesn’t know 
me, for he contents himself with looking at me with those 
eyes of his, which seem to be full of clear water. But when 
all’s. said the Qurignons drew the big prize, so they are 
entitled to be respected.’ 

Ragu thereupon related that Bourron and he, on leaving 
the works that very evening, had seen Monsieur Jéréme pass 
in his little conveyance. They had taken off their caps to 

im, and that was only natural. How could they do other- 
Wise without being impolite? All the same, that a Ragu 
should be on foot in the mud, with his stomach empty, 
bowing to a well-dressed Qurignon with a rug over him and 
a servant wheeling him about like a baby who’d grown too 
fat, why that was enough to put one in a rage. In fact it 
gave one the idea of throwing one’s tools into the water and 
compelling the rich to shell out, in order that one might take 
one’s turn in doing nothing. 

‘Doing nothing, no, no! That would be death,’ resumed 
Bonnaire. ‘Everybody ought to work, in that way happiness 
would be won, and unjust misery would at last be vanquished. 
One must not envy those Qurignons. When they are quoted 
as examples, when people say to us: ‘‘ You see very well that 
with intelligence, toil, and economy, a workman may acquire 
a large fortune,”’ I feel a little irritated, because I understand 
very well that all that money can only have been gained by 
exploiting our mates, by docking their food and their liberty ; 
and a horrid thing like that is always paid for some day! 
The excessive prosperity of any one individual will never be 
in keeping with general happiness. Nodoubt we have to wait 
if we want to know what the future has in reserve for each of 
us. But I’ve told you what my idea is—that thdse youngsters 
of mine in the bed yonder, wh? are listening to us, may some 
day be happier than I shall ever be, and that later on their 
children may in turn be happier than they. To bring that 
about we only have to resolve on justice, to come to an 
understanding like brothers, and secure it, even at the price 
of a good deal more wretchedness.’ 

As Bonnaire said, Lucien and Antoinette had not gone to 
sleep again. Interested apparently by all those,people who 
were talking so late, they lay, plump and rosy, with their 
heads motionless on the bolster, a thoughtful expression 
appearing in their large eyes, as if indeed they could 
understand the conversation. : 
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‘Some day happier than us!’ said La Toupe viciously. 
‘ Yes, of course, that is if they don’t perish of want to-morrow, ' 
since you'll have no more bread to give them.’ 

Those words fell on Bonnaire like a hatchet-stroke. He 
staggered, quailing amidst his dream beneath the sudden icy 
chill of the misery which he seemed to have sought by 
quitting the works. And Luc felt the quiver of that misery 
pass through that large bare room where the little petroleum 
lamp was smoking dismally. Was not the struggle ah 
impossible one? Would they not all—grandfather, fathér, 
mother, and children—be condemned to an early death if the 
wage-earner should persist in his impotent protest against 
capital? Heavy silence came, a big black shadow seemed 
to fall chilling the room, and for a moment darkening every 
face. 

But a kmock was heard, followed by Jaughter, and 
in came Babette, Bourron’s wife, with her dollish face which 
ever wore & merry look. Plump and fresh, with a white skin 
and heavy tresses of a wheaten hue, she seemed like eternal 
spring. Failing to find her husband at Caffiaux’s wine-shop, 
she had come to scek him at Bonnaire’s, well knowing that 
he had some trouble in getting home when she did not lead 
him thither herself. Moreover, she showed no desire to scold ; 
on the contrary she seemed amused, as if she thought it only 
right that her husband should have taken a little enjoyment. 

‘Ah! here you are, father Joy!’ she gaily cried when 
she perceived him. ‘I suspected that you were still with 
Ragu, and that I should find you here. It’s late, you know, 
old man. I’ve put Marthe and Sébastien to bed, and now 
I’ve got to put you to bed too!’ 

Even as she never got angry with him, so Bourron never 
got angry with her, for she siiowed so much good grace in 
carrying him off from his mates. 

‘Ah! that’s a good ’un!’ he cried. ‘Did you hear it? 
My wife puts me to bed! Well, well, I’m agreeable since it 
always has to end like that!’ 

He rose, and Babette, realising by the gloominess of every- 
body’s face, that she had stumbled upon some serious worry, 
perhaps even a quarrel, endeavoured to arrange matters. 
She, in hef own household, sang from morning till night, 
showing much affection for her husband, consoling him and 
telling him triumphant stories of future prosperity whenever 
ke felt discouraged. The hateful want in which she had 
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been living ever since childhood had made no impression 
upon her good spirits. She was quite convinced that things 
would turn out all right, and for ever seemed to be on the 
road to Paradise. 

‘ What is the matter with you all?’ sheasked. ‘Are the 
children ill ?’ 

Then, as La Toupe once more exploded, relating that 
Bonnaire was leaving the works, that they would all be dead 
of starvation before a week was over, and that all Beauclair, 
indged, would follow suit, for people were far too wretched 
and if was no longer possible to live, Babette burst forth 
into protests, predicting no end of prosperous days of sunshine, 
in her gay and confident manner. 

‘No, no, indeed!’ she cried. ‘Don’t upset yourself like 
that, my dear. Everything will settle down, you'll see. 
Everybody will work and everybody will be happy.’ 

Then she led her husband away, diverting him as she did 
B0, saying such comical and affectionate things that he, hke- 
wise jesting, followed her with docility, his inebriety being 
subjugated and rendered inoffensive. 

Luc was making up his mind to follow them when 
La Toupe, in putting her work together on the table, there 
perceived the key which she had thrown down for her brother 
to pick up. 

‘Well, are you going to take it?’ she exclaimed. ‘ Are 
you going to bed or not ? You've been told that your hussy’s 
waiting for you somewhere. Oh! you’re free to take her 
back again if you choose, you know!’ 

For a moment Ragu, in a sneering way, let the key swing 
from one of his thumbs. Throughout the evening he had 
been shouting in Bourron’s face that he did not mean to feed 
a lazybones who had stupidly logt a finger in a boot-stitching 
machine, and had not known how to get sufficient compensa- 
tion for it. Since his return, however, he had become more 
sober, and no longer felt so maliciously obstinate. Besides, 
his sister exasperated him with her perpetual attempts to 
dictate a proper line of conduct to him. 

‘ Of course I can take her back if I choose,’ he said. ‘ After 
all she’s as good as many another. One might kill her 
and she wouldn’t say a bad word to one.’ Then ¢urning to 
Bonnaire, who had remained silent: ‘ She’s stupid, is Josine, 
he said, ‘ to be always getting frightened like that. Where hag 
she got to now?’ 
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‘She’s waiting on the stairs with Nanot,’ said the master 
puddler. 

Ragu thereupon threw the door wide open to shout: 
‘Josine! Josine!’ 

Nobody replied, however, not the faintest sound came 
from the dense darkness enveloping the stairs. In the faint 
gleam of light which the lamp cast in the direction of the 
landing one could see merely Nanet, who stood there, 
seemingly watching and waiting. ‘ 

‘Ah! there you are, you little rascal!’ cried Ragu. ‘ What 
on earth are you doing there?’ 

The child was in no wise disconcerted, he did not so 
much as flinch. Drawing up his little figure, no taller than 
a jackboot, he bravely answered: ‘I was listening so as to 
know.’ 

‘And your sister, where’s she? Why doesn’t she answer 
when she’s called ?’ 

‘ Ma grande? She was upstairs with me, sitting on the 
stairs. But when she heard you come in here, she was 
afraid that you might go upto beat her. So she thought it best 
to go down again, so that she could run away if you were 
bad-tempered.’ 

This made Ragu laugh. Besides the lad’s pluck amused 
him. ‘And you, aren’t you frightened ? ’ he asked. 

‘[? If you touch me, I'll shriek so loud that my sister 
will be warned and able to run away.’ 

Quite softened, the man went to lean over the stairs, and 
call again: ‘Josine! Josine! Here, come up, don’t be 
stupid. You know very well that I sha’n’t kill you.’ 

But the same death-like silence continued, nothing 
stirred, nothing ascended from the darkness. And Luc, 
whose presence was no longer requisite, took leave, bowing to 
La Toupe, who with her lips compressed stiffly bent her 
head. The children had gone off to sleep again. Old Lunot, 
still with his extinguished pipe in his mouth, had managed 
to reach the little chamber where he slept, hugging the walls 
on his way. And Bonnaire, who in his- turn had sunk upon 
a chair, silent amidst his cheerless surroundings, his eyes 
gazing far away into the threatening future, was waiting for 
an opportanity to follow his terrible wife to bed. 

‘Keep up your courage, au revoir,’ said Lue to him, 
whilst vigorously shaking his hand. 

On the landing Ragu was still calling, in tones which 
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now became entreating: ‘Josine! come, Josine! I tell you 
that I’m no longer angry.’ 

And as no sign of life came from the darkness he turned 
towards Nanet, who meddled with nothing, preferring that 
his sister should act as she pleased: ‘ Perhaps she’s run off,’ 
said the man. 

‘Oh! no, where would you have her go? She must 
have sat down on the stairs again.’ 

*Luc was now descending, clinging the while to the greasy 
ropt and feeling the high and precipitous stairs with his feet for 
fear lest he should fall, so dense was the darkness. It seemed 
to him as if he were descending into a black abyss by means of 
a fragile ladder placed between two damp walls. And as he 
went lower and lower he fancied that he could hear some stifled 
sobs rising from the dolorous depths of the gloom. 

Overhead Ragu resumed resolutely: ‘Josine! Josine! 
Why don’t you come—do you want me to go and fetch you?’ 

Then Luc paused, for he detected a faint breath approach- 
ing, something warm and gentle, a light, living quiver, 
scarcely perceptible, which became more and more tremulous 
as it drew nearer. And he stepped back close to the wall, 
for he well understood that a human creature was about to 
pass him, invisibly, recognisable only by the discreet touch 
of her figure, as she went upward. 

‘It is I, Josine,’ he whispered, in order that she might not 
be frightened. 

The little breath was still ascending, and no reply came. 
But that creature, all distress and misery, passed, brushing 
lightly, almost imperceptibly against him. And a feverish 
little hand caught hold of his own, a burning mouth was 
pressed to that hand of his, and kissed it ardeftly, in an 
impulse of infinite gratitude instinct with the gift of a soul. 
She thanked him, she gave herself, like one unknown, veiled 
from sight, full of the sweetest girlishness. Not a word was 
exchanged; there was only that silent kiss, moistened by 
warm tears, in the dense gloom. 

The little breath had already passed, the light form was 
still ascending. And Luc remained overcome, affected to 
the depths of his being by that faint touch. The kiss of 
those invisible lips had gone to his heart. A sweet and 
powerful charm had flowed into his wins. He tried to 
think that he simply felt well pleased at having at last helped 
Josine to secure a resting-place that night. But why had 
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she been weeping, seated on the step of the stairs on the 
very threshold of the house? And why had she so long 
delayed returning an answer to the man overhead, who 
offered her a lodging once more? Was it that she had 
experienced mortal grief and regret, that she had sobbed at 
the thought of some unrealisable dream, and that in going 
up at last she had simply yielded to the necessity of resum- 
ing the life which fate condemned her to lead ? 

For the last time Ragu’s voice was heard up abuve. 
‘Ah! there you are—it’s none too soon. Come, you!big 
stupid, let’s go up. We sha’n’t kill one another to-night, at 
any rate.’ 

Then Luc fled, feeling such despair that he instinctively 
sought the why and wherefore of that frightful bitterness. 
Whilst he found his way with difficulty through the dim 
maze of the filthy lanes of Old Beauclair he pondered over 
things and gave rein to his compassion. Poor girl! She 
was the victim of her surroundings, never would she have led 
such a life had it not been for the crushing weight and 
perverting influence of misery and want. And, picturing 
mankind as plough land, Luc thought how thoroughly it 
would have to be turned over in order that work might 
become honour and delight, in order that strong and healthy 
love might sprout and flower amidst a great harvest of truth 
and justice! Meantime, it was evidently best that the poor 
girl should remain with that man Ragu, provided that he 
did not ill-treat her too much. Then Luc glanced upward 
at the sky. The tempest blast had ceased blowing, and 
stars were appearing between the heavy and motionless 
clouds. But how dark was the night, how great the 
melancholy in which his heart was steeped ! 

All at once he came out on the bank of the Mionne near 
the wooden bridge. In front of him was the Abyss ever at 
work, sending forth a dull rumble amidst the clear dancing 
notes of its tilt-hammers which the deeper thuds of the 
helve-hammers punctuated. Now and again a fiery glow 
transpierced the gloom, and huge livid clouds of smoke 
passing athwart the rays of the electric lamps showed like a 
stormy horizon about the works. And the nocturnal life of 
that morister whose furnaces were never extinguished brought 
back to Lue a visieu of murderous labour, imposed on men as 
In @ cchvict prison, and remunerated, for the most part, with 
mistrust aud contempt. Then Bonnaire’s handsome face 
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passed before the young fellow’s eyes; he perceived him 
as he had left him, in the dim room yonder, overcome like a 
vanquished man in presence of the uncertain future. And 
without transition there came another memory of his evening, 
the vague profile of Lange the potter, pouring forth his 
curse with all the vehemence of a prophet, predicting the 
destruction of Beauclair beneath the sum of its crimes. But at 
that hour the terrorised town had fallen asleep, and all one 
céuld see of it on the fringe of the plain was a confused dense 
mass where not a light gleamed. Nothing indeed seemed to 
exist save the Abyss, whose hellish life knew no respite ; 
there a noise as of thunder continually rolled by, and flames 
incessantly devoured the lives of men. 

Suddenly a clock struck midnight in the distance. And 
Luc then crossed the bridge and again went down the Brias 
road on his way back to La Crécherie, where his bed awaited 
him. As he was reaching it a mighty glow suddenly 
illumined the whole district, the two promontories of the 
Bleuse Mountains, the slumbering roofs of the town, and even 
the far-away fields of La Roumagne. That glow came from 
the blast furnace whose black silhouette appeared half way 
up the height as in the midst of a conflagration. And as 
Luce raised his eyes it once more seemed to him as if he 
beheld some red dawn, the sunrise promised to his dream of 
the renovation of humanity. 
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On the morrow, Sunday, just as Luc had risen, he received 
a friendly note from Madame Boisgelin, inviting kim to lunch 
at La Guerdache. Having learnt that he was at Beauclair, 
and that the Jordans would only return home on the Monday, 
she told him how happy she would be to see him again, in 
order that they might chat together about their old friendship 
in Paris, where they had secretly conducted some big charitable 
enterprises together in the needy district of the Faubourg St. 
Antoine. And Luc, who regarded Madame Boisgelin with a 
kind of affectionate reverence, at once accepted her invitation, 
sar word that he would be at La Guerdache by eleven 
o'clock. e 

Superb weather had suddenly followed the week of heavy 
rain by which Beauclair had almost been submerged. The 
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sun had risen radiantly in the sky, whieh was now of a pure 
blue, as if it had been cleansed by all the showers. And the 
bright sun of September still diffused so much warmth that 
the roads were already dry. Luc was, therefore, well pleased 
to walk the couple of thousand yards which separated La 
Guerdache from the town. When, about a quarter past ten, 
he passed through the latter—that is, the new town, which 
stretched from the Place de la Mairie to the fields fringing La 
Roumagne—he was surprised by its brightness, cheerfulness, 
and trimness, and sorrowfully recalled the dismal aspect’ of 
the poverty-stricken quarter which he had seen the previous 
night. In the new town were assembled the sub-prefecture, 
the law court, and the prison, the last being a handsome 
new building, whose plaster-work was scarcely dry. As for 
the church of St. Vincent, an elegant sixteenth-century church 
astride the old and the new towns, it had lately been repaired, 
for its steeple had shown an inclination to topple down upon 
the faithful. Andas Luc went on he noticed that the sunlight 
gilded the smart houses of the bourgeois, and brightened even 
the Place de la Mairie, which spread out beyond the populous 
Rue de Brias, displaying a huge and ancient building which 
served as both a town hall and a school. 

Luc, however, speedily reached the fields by way of the 
Rue de Formerie, which stretched straight away beyond the 
square like a continuation of the Ruede Brias. La Guerdache 
was on the Formerie road, just outside Beauclair. Thus Luc 
had no occasion to hurry; and indeed he strolled along like 
one ina dreamy mood. At times he even turned round, and 
then, northward, beyond the town, whose houses descended a 
slight slope, he perceived the huge bar of the Bleuse Moun- 
tains parted*by the precipitously enclosed gorge through which 
the Mionne torrent flowed. [In that kind of estuary opening 
into the plain one could distinctly perceive the close-set 
buildings and lofty chimneys of the Abyss as well as the blast- 
furnace of La Crécherie—in fact, quite an industrial city, 
which was visible from every side of La Roumagne, leagues 
and leagues away. Luc remained gazing at the scene for 
some little time, and when he slowly resumed his walk 
towards La Guerdache, which he could already discern beyond 
some clusters of magnificent trees, he recalled the typical 
history of the Qurignons, which his friend Jordan had once 
told him. 

. ti was in 1828 that Blaise Qurignon, the workman by 
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whom the Abyss had been founded, had installed himself 
there, on the bank of the torrent, with his two tilt-hammers. 
He had never employed more than a score of hands, and 
making but a small fortune, had contented himself with build- 
ing near the works a little brick pavilion in which Delaveau, 
the present manager, now resided. It was Jéréme Qurignon, 
the second of the line, born in the year when his father founded 
the Abyss, who became a real king of industry. In him met 
all the creative power derived from s long ancestry of work- 
men, all the incipient efforts, the century-old growth and rise 
of ‘the people.” Hundreds of years of latent energy, a long 
line of ancestors obstinately seeking happiness, wrathfully 
battling in the gloom, working themselves at times to death, 
now at last yielded fruit, culminated in the advent of this 
victor who could toil eighteen hours a day, and whose intelli- 
gence, good sense, and will swept all obstacles aside. In less 
than twenty years he caused a town to spring from the ground, 
gave employment to twelve hundred workpeople, and gained 
millions of francs. And at last, stifling in the humble little 
house erected by his father, he expended eight hundred 
thousand francs! on the purchase of La Guerdache, a large and 
sumptuous residence in which ten families might have found 
accommodation, whilst around it stretched a park and a farm, 
the whole forming in fact a large estate. Jéréme was con- 
vinced that La Guerdache would become as it were the patri- 
archal home of his descendants, all the bright and loving 
couples who would assuredly spring from his wealth as from 
some blessed soil. For them he prepared a future of domi- 
nation based on his dream of subjugating labour and utilising 
it for the enjoyment of an élzte; for was not all the power 
that he felt within him definitive and infinite, and would it 
not even increase among his cHildren, free from all danger of 
diminution and exhaustion during long, long years? But all 
at once a first misfortune fell upon this man, who seemed to 
be as vigorous as an oak-tree. Whilst he was still young—in 
his very prime, indeed, only two and fifty years of age—para- 
lysis deprived him of the use of both his legs, and he had to sur- 
render the management of the Abyss to Michel, his eldest son. 

Michel Qurignon, the third of the line, wasethen just 
thirty. He had a younger brother, Philippe, who, much 
against his father’s wishes, had married*in Paris a wonder- 
fully beautiful but very flighty woman. And between the 
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two boys there was a girl, Laure, already five-and-twenty 
years old, who greatly distressed her parents by the extreme 
religiosity into which she had fallen. 

Michel for his part had, when very young, married an 
extremely gentle, loving, but delicate woman, by whom he had 
two children, Gustave and Suzanne, the former being five and 
the latter three years old when their father was suddenly 
obliged to assume the management of the Abyss. It was 
understood that he should do so in the name and for ¢he 
benefit of the whole family, each member of which was to 
draw a share of the profits, according to an agreement which 
had been arrived at. Although Michel did notin the same 
high degree possess his father’s admirable qualities, his power 
of work, his quick intelligence, and his methodical habits, he 
none the less at first proved an excellent manager, and for 
ten years succeeded in preventing any decline in the business, 
which, indeed, he at one moment increased by replacing the 
old plant by new appliances. But sorrows and family losses 
fell upon him like premonitory signs of a coming disaster. 
His mother died, his father was not only paralysed and wheeled 
about bya servant, but sank into absolute dumbness after experi- 
encing a difficulty in uttering certain words. Then Michel’s 
sister, Laure, her brain quite turned by mystical notions, took 
the veil, in spite of all the efforts made to detain her at La 
Guerdache amidst the joys of the world. And from Paris, 
too, Michel received deplorable tidings of the affairs of his 
brother Philippe, whose wife was taking to scandalous adven- 
tures, dragging him, moreover, into a wild life of gambling, 
extravagance, and folly. Finally Michel lost his own delicate 
and gentle wife, which proved, indeed, his supreme loss, for it 
threw him off his balance and cast him into a life of disorder. 
He had already yielded to his passions, but in a discreet way, 
for fear of saddening his wife, who was always ill. But when 
death had carried her away, nothing was left to restrain him, 
and he took freely to a life of pleasure, which consumed the 
best part of his time and his energies. 

Then came another period of ten years during which the 
Abyss declined, since it was no longer directed by the victori- 
ous chief 6f the days of conquest, but by a tired and satiated 
master who squandered all the booty it yielded. A feverish 
passion for luxury now possessed Michel, his existence became 
all festivity and pleasure, the spending of money for the 
mbtraly material iova of life. And the worst was that in 
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addition to this cause of ruin, in addition, moreover to bad 
management and ever-increasing loss of energy, there came & 
commercial crisis, in which the whole metallurgic industry of 
the region nearly perished. It became impossible to mannu- 
facture steel rails and girders cheaply enough in face of the 
victorious competition of the works of Northern and Kastern 
France, which, thanks toa newly discovered chemical pro- 
cess, were now able to employ defective ore which formerly it 
had heen impossible to utilise. Thus, after a struggle of two 
yobs duration, Michel felt the Abyss crumbling to pieces 

eneath him, and one day, when he was already unhinged 
by having to borrow three hundred thousand francs to meet 
some heavy bills then reaching maturity, a horrible drama 
drove him to desperation. 

He was then nearly fifty-four years old, and was madly in 
love with a pretty girl whom he had brought from Pans and 
concealed in Beauclair. At times he indulged in the wild 
dream of fleeing with her to some land of the sun, far away 
from all financial worries. His son Gustave, who after failing 
in his studies led an idle life at seven-and-twenty years of 
age, resided with him on a footing of friendly equality, well 
acquainted with the intrigue, about which indeed he often 
jested. He made fun also of the Abyss, refusing to set foot 
amongst’all that grimy, evil-smelling old iron, for he greatly 
preferred to ride, hunt, and shoot, and generally lead the 
empty life of an amiable fin-de-race young man, as if he 
could count several centuries of illustrious ancestry. And 
thus it happened that one fine evening, after ‘lifting ’ out of 
& sécretaire the single hundred thousand francs which his 
father had as yet managed to get together for his payments, 
Master Gustave carried off the pretty girl, who Hfad flung her 
arms around his neck at the sight of so much money. And 
on the morrow Michel, struck both in heart and brain by this 
collapse of his passion and his fortune, yielded to the vertigo 
of horror and shot himself dead with a revolver. 

Three years had already elapsed since that suicide. And 
the speedy downfall of one Qurignon had been followed by 
that of another and another, as if by way of example to show 
how great might prove the severity of destiny. Shortly after 
Gustave’s departure it was learnt that he had been killed in a 
carriage accident at Nice, a pair of rumaway horses having 
carried him over a precipice. Then Michel’s younger brother 
Philippe likewise disappeared from the scene. being killed in 
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a duel, the outcome of a dirty affair into which he had been 
drawn by his terrible wife, who was said to be now in Russia 
with a tenor, whilst the only child born to them, André 
Qurignon, the last of the line, had been sent perforce toa 
private asylum, since he suffered from an affection of the spine 
complicated by mental disorder. Apart from that sufferer 
and Laure, who still led a cloistral life, so that she also 
seemed to be dead, there remained of all the Qurignons only 
old Jéré6me and Michel’s daughter, Suzanne. 

She, when twenty years of age—that is, five years befdre 
her father’s death—had married Boisgelin, who had met her 
whilst visiting at a country house. Although the Abyss was 
then already in peril, Michel in his ostentatious way had 
made arrangements which enabled him to give his daughter a 
dowry of a million francs. Boisgelin on his side was very 
wealthy, having inherited from his grandfather and father a 
fortune of more than six millions, amassed in all sorts of 
suspicious affairs, redolent of usury and theft—by which he, 
however, was not personally besmirched, since he had lived in 
perfect idleness ever since his entry into the world. He was 
held in great esteem and envy, and people were always eager 
to bow to him, for he resided in a superb mansion near the Pare 
Monceau in Paris, and led a life of wild display and extrava- 
gance. After seekirg distinction by remaining invariably the 
last of his class at the Lycée Condorcet,} which he had 
astonished by his elegance, he had never done anything, but 
imagined himself to be a modern-style aristocrat, one who 
astablished his claim to nobility by the nagnificence he showed 
in spending the fortune acquired by his forerunners without 
even lowering himself to earn a copper. The misfortune was 
that Boisgelim’ssix millions no longer sufficed at last to keep his 
establishment on the high footing which it had reached, and that 
he allowed himself to be drawn into financial speculations of 
which he understood nothing. The Bourse was just then 
going mad over some new gold mines, and he was told that 
by venturing his fortune he might treble it in two years’ time. 


1 The Lyeée Condorcet (formerly Bonaparte) has always been both the 
most elegant and the most literary of all the Paris State colleges. Th. 
de Banville, Bumas fils, the brothers de Goncourt, the younger Guizots, 
Eugéne Sue, Taine, Alphonse Karr, Prévost-Paradol, &c., were educated 
there; and among those Who sat on the forms in my time there—during 
the Second Empire—were many who have sibce become distinguished 
French journalists, authors, and statesmen.—Trans. 
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All at once, however, came disaster and downfall, and for a 
moment he almost thought that he was absolutely ruined, te 
such a point indeed as to retain not even a crust of bread for 
the morrow. He wept like a child at the thought, and looked 
at his hands, which had ever idled, wondering what he would 
now be able to do, since he knew not how to work with them. 
It was then that Suzanne his wife evinced admirable affection, 
good sense, and courage, in such wise as to set him on his 
feet again. She reminded him that her own million, her 
dowWry, wasintact. And she insisted on having the situation 
retrieved by selling the Parc-Monceau mansion, which they 
would now be unable to keep up. Another million was found 
in that way. But how were they to live, particularly in Paris, 
on the proceeds of two millions of francs, when six had not 
sufficed, for temptation would assuredly come again at the 
sight of all the luxury consuming the great city? A chance 
encounter at last decided the future. 

Boisgelin had a poor cousin, a certain Delaveau, the son 
of one of his father’s sisters, whose husband, an unlucky 
inventor, had left her miserably poor. Delaveau, a petty 
engineer, occupied a modest post at a Brias coal-pit at the 
time when Michel Qurignon committed suicide. Devoured 
by a craving to succeed, urged on too by his wife, and very 
well acquainted with the situation of the Abyss, which he felt 
certain he could restore to prosperity by a new system of 
organisation, be went to Paris in search of capitalists, and 
there, one evening in the street, he suddenly found himself 
face to face with his cousin Boisgelin. Inspiration at once 
came to him. How was it that he had not previously 
thought of that wealthy relative who, as it happened, had 
married a Qurignon? On learning what was the present 
position of the Boisgelins, now reduced to a couple of millions 
which they wished to invest as advantageously as possible, 
Delaveau extended his plans, and at several interviews which 
he had with his cousin displayed so much assurance, 
intelligence, and energy, that he ended by convincing him of 
success. There was really genius in the plan he had devised. 
The Boisgelins must profit by the catastrophe which had 
fallen on Michel Qurignon, buy the works for a, million 
francs when they were worth two millions, and start making 
steel of superior quality which would rapidly bring in large 
sina Moreover, why should not the Boisgelins also 

uy La Guerdache? In the forced liquidation of the 
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Qurignon fortune they would easily secure it for five 
hundred thousand francs, although it had cost eight hundred 
thousand; and Boisgelin out of his two millions would then 
still have half a million left to serve as working capital for 
the Abyss. He, Delaveau, absolutely contracted to increase 
that capital tenfold and supply the Boisgelins with a princely 
income. They would simply have to leave Paris, and live 
happily and comfortably at La Guerdache, pending fhe 
accumulation of the large fortune which they would 
assuredly possess some day, when they might once more 
return to Parisian life to enjoy it amidst all the magnificence 
they could dream of. 

It was Suzanne who at last secured the compliance of her 
husband, who felt anxious at the idea of leading a provincial 
life in which he would probably be bored to death. She her- 
self was delighted to return to La Guerdache, where she had 
spent her childhood and youth. Thus matters were settled 
as Delaveau had foreseen. The liquidation of the Qurignon 
estate took place; and the fifteen hundred thousand francs 
which the Boisgelins paid for the Abyss and La Guerdache 
proved barely sufficient to meet the liabilities, in such wise that 
Suzanne and her husband became absolute masters of every- 
thing, having no further accounts to render to the other 
surviving heirs—that is, Aunt Laure the nun, and André, the 
infirm and mentally afflicted young fellow who had been sent 
to @ private asylum. On the other hand Delaveau carried out 
all his engagements, reorganised the works, renewed the 
plant, and proved so successful in his management that at 
the end of the first twelve months the profits were already 
superb. In three years the Abyss recovered its position as 
one of the most prosperous steel works of the region ; and the 
money earned for Boisgelin by its twelve hundred workpeople 
enabled him to instal himself at La Guerdache on a footing 
of great luxury : he had six horses in his stables, five carriages 
in his coach-house, and organised shooting-parties, dinner- 
parties, and all sorts of festivities, to which the local authorities 
eagerly sought invitations. Thus he who during the earlier 
months had gone about idle and dreary, quite Paris-sick, now 
seemed to have accustomed himself to provincial life, having 
discovered as it were a little empire, where his vanity found 
every satisfaction, * Moreover there was a secret cause behind 
all other things, anelement of victorious conceit in the quietly 
aondescending manner in which he reigned over Beauclair, 
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Delaveau had installed himself at the Abyss, where he 
occupied Blaise Qurignon’s former house with his wife 
Fernande and their little girl Nise, who at that time was 
only a few months old. He had then completed his thirty- 
seventh year, and his wife was ten years younger. Her 
mother, a music teacher, had formerly resided on the same 
floor as himself in a dark house of the Rue Saint-Jacques 
in Paris. Fernande was of such dazzling, sovereign beauty 
that for more than a twelvemonth, whenever Delaveau met 
her on the stairs, he drew back trembling against the wall 
like one who felt ashamed of his ugliness and his poverty. 
At last, however, salutes were exchanged, and an acquaintance 
having sprung up, the girl’s mother confided to him that she 
had lived for twelve years in Russia as a governess, and that 
Fernande was her daughter by a Russian prince by whom 
she had been deceived. This prince, who was extremely 
attached to her, would certainly have dowered her with a 
fortune, but one evening at the close of a day’s hunt he was 
accidentally shot dead, and she then had to return penniless 
to Paris with her little girl, and once more give lessons there. 
Only by the most desperate hard work did she manage to 
bring up the child, for whom, in spite of everything, she 
dreamt of some prodigious destiny. 

Fernande, reared amidst adulation from her cradle, con- 
vinced that her beauty destined her for a throne, encountered 
in lieu thereof the blackest wretchedness, unable to throw 
her worn-out boots aside since she knew not how to replace 
them, and being for ever obliged to repair and refurbish her 
old gowns and hats. Anger and such a craving for victory 
soon took possession of her, that from her tenth year onward 
she did not live a day without learning more’ and more 
hatred, envy, and cruelty, in this wise amassing extraordinary 
force of perversity and destructiveness. The climax came 
when, imagining that her beauty was bound to conquer by 
virtue of its all-mightiness, she yielded to a man of wealth 
and power who, on the morrow, refused to have anything 
more to do with her. This adventure, which she sought to 
bury in the bitterest depths of her being, taught her the arts 
of falsehood, hypocrisy, and craftiness, which she, had not 
previously mastered. She vowed that she would not stumble 
in that way again, for she was far too ambitious to lead a 
life of open shame. She realised that it was not sufficient 
for a woman to be beautiful; that she must find the proper 
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opportunity to display her beauty, and must meet a man 
such as she could bewitch and turn into her obedient slave. 
And her mother having died after trudging for a quarter of a 
century through the mud of Paris to give lessons which 
barely yielded enough money to buy bread, she, Fernande, 
felt a first opportunity arise on finding herself in presence of 
Delaveau, who, whilst neither handsome nor rich, offered to 
marry her. She did not care a pin for him, but she perceived 
that he was very much in love with her, and she decided to 
avail herself of his arm to enter the world of respecthble 
women in which he would prove a support and a means 
towards the end that she had in view. He had to buy her 
a trousseau, taking her just as he found her, with all the 
faith of a devotee for whom she was a goddess. And from 
that time forward destiny followed its course even as she, 
Fernande, had desired. Within two months of being intro- 
duced at La Guerdache by her husband, she designedly 
entered upon an intrigue with Boisgelin, who had become 
passionately enamoured of her. In that handsome clubman 
and horseman she found the ideal lover for whom she had 
sought, the lover all vanity, folly and liberality, who was 
capable of the worst things in order to retain his beautiful 
mistress beside him. And it so happened, moreover, that she 
thus satisfied all sorts of spite and rancour, the covert hatred 
which she bore her husband, whose toilsome life and quiet 
blindness humiliated her, and the growing jealousy which 
she felt towards the quiet Suzanne, whom she had detested 
from the very first day ; this, indeed, being one of the reasons 
why she had listened to Boisgelin, for she hoped thereby 
to make Suzanne suffer. And now all was festivity at La 
Guerdache’: Fernande reigned there like a beautiful guest, 
realising her dream of a lifa of display, in which she helped 
Boisgelin to squander the money which Delaveau wrung in 
perspiration from the twelve hundred toilers of the Abyss. 
And, indeed, she even hoped that she would some fine day be 
able to return to Paris and triumph there with all the pro- 
mised millions. 

Such were the stories which occupied Luc’s thoughts 
as, sauntering along, he repaired to Lia Guerdache in 
accordance with Suzanne’s invitation. If he did not know 
everything as yet» he at least already suspected certain 
matters, which the near future was to enable him to fathom 
completely. At last, as he raised his head, he perceived 
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that he was only a hundred yards or so from the fine park 
whose great trees spread their greenery over a large expanse. 
Then he paused, whilst before his mind’s eye there arose 
above all other figures that of Monsieur Jérdme, the second 
Qurignon, the founder of the family fortune, the infirm para- 
lysed man whom only the day before he had met in his 
bath-chair, pushed along by a servant near the very entrance 
of the Abyss. He pictured him with his lifeless, stricken legs, 
his‘silent lips, and his clear eyes which for a quarter of a cen- 
turf had been gazing at the disasters that overwhelmed his 
race. There was his son Michel, hungering for pleasure and 
luxury, imperilling the works, and killing himself as the 
result of a frightful family drama. There was his grandson 
Gustave, carrying off his father’s mistress and dashing his 
brains out in the depths of a precipice, as beneath the venge- 
ful pursuit of the Furies. There was his daughter Laure, in 
a convent, cut off from the world; and there was his younger 
son Philippe, marrying an unworthy woman, gliding with her 
into the mire, and losing his life in a duel after the most 
disgraceful adventures; and there was his other grandson 
André, the last of the name, a cripple, shut up amongst 
the insane. And yet even now the disaster was continuing ; 
the annihilation of the family was being completed by an 
evil ferment, that Fernande who had appeared among them as 
if to consummate their ruin with those terrible, sharp, white 
teeth of hers. Amidst his long silence Jéréme had witnessed 
and was witnessing all those things. But did he remark 
them, did he judge them? It was said that his mind had 
become weak, and yet how deep and limpid were his eyes! 
And if he could think, what thoughts were those that filled 
his long hours of immobility? All his hopes had¢ crumbled ; 
the victorious strength amassed through a long ancestry of 
toilers, the energy which he thought he was bound to bequeath 
to a long line of descendants whose fortune would ever and 
ever increase, had now blazed away like a heap of straw 
in the fire of worldly enjoyment! In three generations the 
reserve of creative power which had required so many 
centuries of wretchedness and effort to accumulate had been 
gluttonously consumed. Amidst the eager satisfaction of 
material cravings, the nerves of the race had become unstrung, 
refinement had led to destructive degeneracy. Gorged 
too quickly, unhinged by possession, the race had collapsed 
amidst all the folly born of wealth. And that royal domain 
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La Guerdache, which be Jéréme had purchased, dreaming of 
some day peopling it with numerous descendants, happy 
couples who would diffuse the blessed glory of his name, 
how sad he must feel at seeing half its rooms empty, what 
anger he must experience at seeing it virtually handed over 
to that strange woman, who brought the final poisonous fer- 
ment in the folds of her skirts! He himself lived there in 
solitude, keeping up an affectionate intercourse solely with 
his grand-daughter Suzanne, who was the only person still 
admitted to the large room which he occupied on the gréund 
floor. She, when only ten years old, had already helped to nurse 
him there, like a loving little girl touched by her poor grand- 
papa’s misfortune. And when she had returned to the spot, 
& married woman, after the purchase of the family property, 
she had insisted on her grandfather remaining there, although 
nothing belonged to him, for he had divided his whole pro- 
perty among his children at the time when paralysis had 
fallen on him like a thunderbolt. 

Suzanne was not without scruples in this matter. It 

seemed to her that in following Delaveau’s advice she and 
her husband had despoiled the two remaining members of the 
family, Aunt Laure and André, the cripple. As a matter of 
fact they were provided for; and thus it was on grandfather 
Jéréme that she lavished her affection, watching over him 
like a good angel. But although a smile would sppear in the 
depths of his clear eyes when he fixed them upon her, there 
remained as it were but two cavities seemingly full of spring 
water in his frigid, deeply marked countenance, directly the 
wild life of La Guerdache flitted past him. Was he conscious 
of it, and did he think about it, and if so were not his thoughts 
compounded of despair ? 

Luc found himself at last before the monumental iron gate 
opening into the Formerie highway at a point whence started 
a road leading to the neighbouring village of Les Combettes, 
and he simply had to push a little side gate open in order to 
reach the royal avenue of elm-trees. Beyond them one saw 
the chateau, a huge seventeenth-century pile, quite imposing 
in its simplicity, with its two upper stories each showing a line 
of twelve windows, and its raised ground floor, which was 
reached by a double flight of steps, decorated with some 
handsome vases. The park, which was of great extent, all 
copses and lawns, was traversed by the Mionne, which fed a 
large piece of ornamental water where swans swum to and fro. 
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Luc was already going towards the steps when a light 
welcoming laugh made him turn his head. Under an oak-tree, 
near a stone table surrounded by some rustic chairs, he then 
perceived Suzanne, who sat there with her son Paul playing 
near her. 

‘Why, yes, my friend!’ said she, ‘I have come down to 
await my guests, like a countrywoman who is not sfraid of the 
open air. How kind of you to accept my abrupt invitation! ' 

*She smiled at him while offering her hand. She was not 
pretty, but she was charming, very fair and small, with a 
delicate round head, curly hair, and eyes of a soft blue. Her 
husband had always considered her to be somewhat insig- 
nificant, never suspecting, it seemed, all the delightful kind- 
ness of heart and sterling good sense which lurked beneath 
her great simplicity. 

Luc had taken her hand, and retained it for a moment 
between both his own. 

‘It was you who were kind to think of me! Iam very, 
very pleased to meet you again,’ he said. 

She was three years his elder, and had first met him in a 
wretched house in the Rue de Bercy, where he had resided 
when beginning life as an assistant engineer at some adjacent 
works. Very discreet, and practising charity in person and 
by stealth, she had been in the habit of calling at this house 
to see a mason who had been left a widower with six children, 
two of them little girls. And the young man being in 
the garret, with these little girls on his knees, one evening 
when she had brought some food and linen, they had become 
acquainted. Luc had afterwards had occasion to visit her 
at the mansion near the Parc Monceau in connection with 
other charitable undertakings in which they ewere both 
Interested. A feeling of great sympathy had then gradually 
drawn them together, and he had become her assistant and 
mnessenger in matters known to them alone. Thus he had 
ended by visiting the mansion regularly. being invited to most 
of the entertainments there during two successive winters. 
And it was there too that he had first met the Jordans. 

‘If you only knew how people regret you, how your 
departure was lamented!’ he added by way of allusion to 
their former benevolent alliance. 

Suzanne made a little gesture of emotion, and replied in a 
low voice : ‘ Whenever I think of you, 1am distressed that 
you are not here, for there is so much to be done.’ 
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Luc, however, had just noticed Paul, who ran up with 
some wild flowersin his hand ; and the young man burst into 
exclamations at seeing how much the boy had grown. Very 
fair and slim, he had a gentle, smiling face, and greatly 
resembled his mother. 

‘Well,’ said the latter gaily, ‘he will now soon be seven 
years old. He is already a little man.’ 

Seated and talking together like brother and sister in the 
warm radiance of that September day, Luc and Suzahne 
became so absorbed in their happy recollections that they 
did not even perceive Boisgelin descend the steps and advance 
towards them. Smart of mien, wearing a well-cut country 
jacket, and a single eye-glass, the master of La Guerdache was 
a brawny coxcomb with grey eyes, a large nose, and waxed 
moustaches. He brought his dark brown hair in curls over 
his narrow brow, which was already being denuded by bald- 
ness. 

‘Good day, my dear Froment,’ he exclaimed, with a lisp 
which he exaggerated so as to be the more in the fashion. 
‘A thousand thanks for consenting to make one of us.’ 

Then, without more ado, after a vigorous hand-shake @ 
l’Anglaise, he turned to his wife: ‘I say, my dear, I hope 
orders were given to send the victoria to Delaveau’s.’ 

There was no occasion for Suzanne to reply, for just then 
the victoria came up the avenue of elms, and the Delaveaus 
alighted before the stone table. Delaveau was a short, broad- 
shouldered man, possessing a bull-dog’s head, massive, low, 
and with projecting jaw-bones. With his snub nose, big 
goggle eyes, and fresh-coloured cheeks half hidden by a thick 
black beard, he carried himself in a military, authoritative 
manner. “A delightful contrast was presented by his wife 
Fernande, a tall and suppie brunette with blue eyes and 
superb shoulders. Never had more sumptuous or blacker hair 
crowned a more pure or whiter countenance, with large azure 
eyes of glowing tenderness, and a small fresh mouth whose 
little teeth seemed to be of unchangeable brilliancy, and strong 
enough to break pebbles. She herself, however, was proudest 
of her delicately shaped feet, in which she found an incontest- 
able proof of her princely origin. 

She immediately apologised to Suzanne, whilst making a 
maid alight with her daughter Nise, who was now three years 
of age and as fair as her mother was dark, having a curl 
tumbled head, eyes blue like the sky, and a pink mouth which 
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was ever laughing, dimpling the while both her cheeks and 
her chin. 

‘You must excuse me, my dear,’ said Fernande, ‘but I 
profited by your authorisation to bring Nise.’ 

‘Oh, you have done quite right,’ Suzanne responded ; ‘1 
told you there would be a little table.’ 

The two women appeared to be on friendly terms. One 
could scarcely detect a slight fluttering of Suzanne’s eyelids 
whtn she saw Boisgelin hasten to Fernande, who, however, 
mu have been sulking with him, for she received him in the 
icy manner which she was wont to assume whenever he 
tried to escape one of her caprices. Looking somewhat 
anxious, he came back to Luc and Delaveau, who had made 
one another’s acquaintance during the previous spring, and 
were now shaking hands together. Nevertheless, the young 
man’s presence at Geauclair seemed somewhat to upset the 
manager of the Abyss. 

‘What! you arrived here yesterday? Of course then you 
did not find ordan at home, since he was so suddenly called 
to Cannes. Yes, yes, I was aware of that, but I did not know 
that he had sent for you. He has some trouble in hand with 
respect to his blast-furnace.’ 

Luc was surprised at the other’s keen emotion, and divined 
that he was about to ask him why Jordan had summoned 
him to La Crécherie. He did not understand the reason of 
such sudden disquietude, and so he answered chancewise: 
‘Trouble, do you think so? Everything seems to be going 
on all right.’ 

However, Delaveau prudently changed the subject, and 
gave Boisgelin some good news. China, said he, had just 
purchased a stock of defective shells which he had intended to 
recast. And a diversion came when Luc, who was extremely 
fond of children, made merry on seeing Paul give his flowers 
to Nise, who was his very particular friend. ‘ What a pretty 
little girl!’ exclaimed the young man, ‘she is so golden that 
she looks like a little sun. How is it possible when her papa 
and mamma are so dark ?’ 

Fernande, who had bowed to Luc, while giving him a keen 
glance to ascertain if he were likely to prove a friend or an 
enemy, was fond of having such questions put to her; for, 
putting on a glorious air, she invariably replied by some 
allusions to the child’s grandfather, the famous Russian 
prince. 
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‘Oh! a superbly built man, very fair and fresh-coloured. 
I am sure that Nise will be the very image of him.’ 

By this time Boisgelin had apparently come to the con- 
clusion that it was not the correct thing to await one’s guests 
under an oak tree—only commonplace bourgeots after retiring 
from business into the country could venture to do so—and 
accordingly he led the whole party towards the drawing-room. 
At that moment Monsieur Jéré6me made his appearance, in his 
little conveyance propelled by a servant. The old man had 
insisted on living quite apart from the other inmates of La 
Guerdache ; he had his own hours for rising, going to bed, 
and going out; and he invariably took his meals by himself. 
He would not let the others occupy themselves with him, and 
indeed it was an established rule in the house that he should 
not even be spoken to. Thus, when he suddenly appeared 
before them they contented themselves with bowing in silence, 
Suzanne alone smiling and giving him a long and affectionate 
glance. On his side Monsieur Jéréme, who was starting on 
one of those long promenades which at times kept him out of 
doors the whole afternoon, gazed at the others fixedly like 
some forgotten onlooker who has ceased to belong to the 
world and no longer responds to salutations. And beneath 
the cold keenness of the old man’s stare Luc felt his uneasi- 
ness, his torturing doubts return. 

The drawing-room was a rich and extremely large apart- 
ment, hung with red brocatelle and furnished sumptuously 
in the Louis-Quatorze style. The party had scarcely entered 
it when some other guests arrived, Sub-Prefect Chatelard, 
followed by Mayor Gourier, the latter’s wife Léonore, and 
their son Achille. Chatelard, who at forty could still claim 
to be a good-looking man, was bald, with an aquiline nose, a 
discreet mouth, and large eyes which shone keenly behind 
the glasses he wore. He was a piece of Parisian wreckage, 
who, after losing his hair and his digestion in the capital, had 
secured the sub-prefecture of Beauclair as an asylum, thanks 
to an intimate friend who had been pitchforked into office as 
a minister of state. Deficient in ambition, suffering from a 
liver complaint, and realising the necessity of rest, he bad 
fallen upon pleasant lines there through making the acquaint- 
ance of the beautiful Madame Gourier, with whom he carried 
on an unclouded liaison, which was favourably viewed by 
those he governed, and even accepted, it was said, by the 
lady’s husband, the latter’s thoughts being given elsewhere, 
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Léonore was still a fine-looking woman at eight-and-thirty, fair, 
with large regular features, and she outwardly displayed 
extreme piety, prudishness, and coldness; though accordin 
to some accounts an everlasting brazier of passions blazed 
within her. Gourier, a fat, common-looking man, ruddy, 
with a swollen neck and s moon-like face, spoke of his wife 
with an indulgent smile. He paid far more attention to the 
girls of his boot factory, which he had inherited from his 
father, and in which he had personally made a fortune. The 
only remaining tie between his wife and himself was their son 
Achille, a youth of eighteen, who, although he was very dark, 
had his mother’s regular features and fine eyes, and evinced 
an amount of intelligence and independence which confounded 
and annoyed both his parents. On whatever terms they 
themselves lived together, they at all events showed perfect 
agreement in the presence of strangers; and, indeea, since 
Chatelard had made their acquaintance the happiness of their 
household was cited as an example. Moreover, the adminis- 
tration of the town was greatly facilitated by the close inter- 
course that prevailed between the sub-prefect and the mayor. 

But other guests were now arriving; for instance, Judge 
Gaume, accompanied by his daughter Lucile, and followed by 
the latter’s betrothed, Jollivet, a captain on the retired list. 
Gaume, a man with a long head, a lofty brow, and a fleshy 
chin, was barely five-and-forty, but seemed desirous of remain- 
ing forgotten in that out-of-the-way nook Beauclair on account 
of the terrible tragedy which had wrecked his life. His wife, 
forsaken by a lover, had one evening killed herself before him, 
after confessing her fault. And however frigid and severe the 
judge might seem to be, he had really remained inconsolable, 
tortured by that terrible catastrophe, and at the present time 
full of fears for the future of hfs daughter, to whom he was 
extremely attached, and who, as she grew up, had become 
more and more like her mother. Short, and slight, and 
refined, and of an amorous disposition, with melting eyes set 
in a bright face crowned with hair of a golden-chestnut hue, 
Lucile ever reminded her father of her mother’s transgression, 
and for fear lest something similar should happen to her, he 
had betrothed her as soon as she was twenty to Captain 
Jollivet, though he realised in doing so that it would be pain- 
ful for him to part with her and that he would afterwards 
sink into bitter solitude. 

Captain Jollivet, though he looked rather worn for a mgn 
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only five-and-thirty years old, was none the less a handsome 
fellow with a stubborn brow and victorious moustaches. 
Fever contracted in Madagascar had compelled him to send in 
his papers; and having just then inherited an income of twelve 
thousand francs a year, he had decided to establish himself at 
Beauclair, his native place, and marry Lucile, whose cooing 
turtle-dove ways had quite upset him. Gaume, who had no 
fortune of his own, and lived poorly on his pay as a presiding 
judge, could not decline the proposals of such a suitor. Yet 
his secret despair seemed to increase, for never had he evinced 
more severity in applying the law, rigorously following the 
strict, stern wording of the Code. People said, however, 
that implacable as he might seem to be, he was really a dis- 
heartened man, a disconsolate pessimist who doubted every- 
thing, and particularly human justice. If that were true, 
what must have been his sufferings, the sufferings of a judge 
who, while asking himself if he has any right to do so, passes 
sentences on unhappy wretches who are really the victims of 
everybody’s crime ? 

Soon after the Gaumes came the Mazelles with their 
daughter Louise, a child three years of age, another guest for 
the little table. These Mazelles were a perfectly happy couple, 
two stout folks of the same age—that is, little more than 
forty—and they had grown so much alike in course of time 
that each now had the same rosy smiling face, the same 
gentle parental way as the other. They had spent a hundred 
thousand francs to install themselves in true bowrgeois 
fashion in a fine substantial house surrounded by a fairly 
large garden near the sub-prefecture; and they lived therein 
on an income of some fifteen thousand francs a year derived 
from investfnents in Rentes, which to their fancy alone seemed 
safe. Their happiness, the beatitude of their life, which was 
now spent in doing nothing, had become proverbial. Often were 
people heard to say: ‘Ah! if one could only be like Monsieur 
Mazelle who does nothing! He’s lucky and no mistake ! ' 

To this he answered that he had worked hard during ten 
years, and was fully entitled to his fortune. The fact was 
that, after beginning life as a petty commission agent in the 
coal trade, he had found a bride with a dowry of fifty thousand 
francs, and had been skilful or perhaps simply lucky enough 
to foresee the strikes, whose frequent recurrence over & period 
of nearly ten years were destined to bring about a consider- 
able rise in the prices of French coal. His great stroke had 
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consisted in making sure at the lowest possible prices of some 
very large stocks of coal abroad and in re-selling them at a 
huge profit to French manufacturers when a sudden failure 
in their own supplies was forcing them to close their works. 
At the same time Mazelle had shown himself a perfect sage, 
retiring from business when he was nearly forty —that is, as 
soon as he found himself in possession of the six hundred thou- 
sand francs which, according to his calculation, would ensure 
his wife and himself a life of perfect felicity. He had not 
even yielded to the temptation of trying to make a million, 
for he was far too much afraid that fortune might play him 
false. And never had egotism triumphed more serenely, 
never had optimism a greater right to say that everything 
was for the best in the best of worlds, than in the case of these 
perfectly worthy people, who were very fond of one another 
and of that tardy arrival, their little girl. Fully satisfied, 
free from all feverishness, having no further ambition to 
satisfy, they presented a perfect picture of happiness—the 
happiness which shuts itself up and does not even glance at 
the unhappiness of others. The only little flaw in this hap- 
piness lay in the circumstance that Madame Mazelle, a very 
plump and blooming dame, imagined that she was afflicted 
with some serious, nameless, undefinable complaint, on which 
account she was all the more coddled by her ever-smiling 
husband, who spoke with a kind of tender vanity about ‘ my 
wife’s illness" in the same way as he might have spoken of 
‘my wife’s wonderful golden hair.’ Withal, this supposed ill- 
ness gave rise to no sadness or fear. And it was simply with as- 
tonishment that the worthy couple contemplated their little girl, 
Louise, who was growing up so unlike either of them—that 
is, dark, thin, and quick, with an amusing little head, which, 
with its obliquely set eyes and- slender nose, suggested that 
of a young goat. This astonishment of theirs was rapturous, 
as if the child had fallen from heaven as a present, to bring 
a little life into their sunshiny house, which fell asleep so 
easily during their long hours of placid digestion. Beauclair 
society willingly made fun of the Mazelles, comparing them 
to pullets in a fattening pen, but it none the less respected 
them, bowed to them, and invited them to its entertainments ; 
for with their fortune, which was so safe and substantial, they 
reigned over the workers, the poorly, paid officials, and even 
the millionaire capitalists, since the latter were always liable 
to some catastrophe. 
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At last the only other guest expected at La Guerdache 
that day, Abbé Marle, the rector of St. Vincent, the rich 
parish of Beauclair, arrived, none too soon, however, for the 
others were about to enter the dining-room. He apologised 
for being late, saying that his duties had detained him. He 
was @ tall, strong man, with a square-shaped face, a beak-like 
nose, and a large firm mouth. Still young, only six-and- 
thirty, he would willingly have battled for the Faith had it 
not been for a slight impediment of speech which rendeted 
preaching difficult. This explained why he was resigned to 
burying himself alive at Beauclair. The expression of his 
dark stubborn eyes alone testified to his past dream of a 
militant career. He was not without intelligence, he per- 
fectly understood the crisis through which Catholicism was 
passing, and whilst preserving silence with respect to the 
fears which he sometimes experienced when he saw his 
church deserted by the masses, he clung strictly to the letter 
of the Church’s dogmas, feeling certain that the whole of the 
ancient edifice would be swept away should science and the 
spirit of free examination ever effect a breach in it. More- 
over, he accepted the invitations to La Guerdache without 
any illusions concerning the virtues of the bourgeoisie. 
Indeed, he lunched and dined there in some measure from a 
spirit of duty, in order to hide the sores whose existence he 
divined there under the cloak of religion. 

Luc was delighted with the gay brightness and pleasant 
luxuriousness of the spacious dining-room which occupied one 
end of the ground floor, and had a number of large windows 
overlooking the lawns and trees of the park. All that verdure 
seemed to belong to the room, which, with its pearl-grey wood- 
work and hangings of a soft sea-green, became like the ban- 
queting-hall of some idyllio féerte champéire. And the 
richness of the table, the whiteness of the napery, the blaze 
of the silver and crystal, the flowers, too, spread over the 
board, were a festival for the eyes amidst a wondrous setting 
of light and perfume. So keenly was Luc impressed by it all, 
that his experiences on the previous evening suddenly arose 
before his mind’s eyes, and he pictured the black and hungry 
toilers tramping through the mud of the Rue de Brias, the 
puddlers and drawers roasting themselves before the hellish 
flames of the furnaces, and particularly Bonnaire in his 
wretched home, and the woeful Josine seated on the stairs, 
saved from starving that night, thanks to the loaf which her 
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little brother had stolen. How much unjust misery there 
was! And on what accursed toil, what hateful suffering was 
based the luxury of the idle and the happy! 

At table, where covers were laid for fifteen, Luc found 
himself placed between Fernande and Delaveau. Contrary 
to preper usage, Boisgelin, who had Madame Mazelle on his 
right, had placed Fernande on his left. He ought to have 
assigned that seat to Madame Gourier, but in friendly houses 
it’was understood that Léonore ought always to be placed 
near her friend Sub-Prefect Chatelard. The latter naturally 
occupied the place of honour on Suzanne’s right hand, Judge 
Gaume being on her left. As for Abbé Marle, he had been 
placed next to Léonore, his most assiduous and preferred 

enitent. ‘Then the betrothed couple, Captain Jollivet and 

ucile, sat at one end of the table facing young Achille 
Gourier, who, at the other end, remained silent between 
Delaveau and the abbé. And Suzanne, full of foresight, had 
given orders for the little table to be set behind her, so that 
she might be near to watch it. Seven-year-old Paul presided 
over it between three-year-old Nise and three-year-old Louise, 
who both behaved in a somewhat disquieting fashion, for 
their little paws were continually straying over the plates and 
into the glasses. Luckily a maid remained beside them, 
while at the larger table the waiting was done by the two 
valets, whom the coachman assisted. 

As soon as the scrambled eggs, accompanied by sauterne, 
had been served, a general conversation was started. Refer- 
ence was made to the bread supplied by the Beauclair bakers. 

‘It was impossible for me to get used to it,’ said Boisgelin. 
‘Their fancy bread is uneatable, so I get mine from Paris.’ 

He said this in the simplest manner possible,*but they all 
glanced with vague respect at their rolls. However, the un- 
pleasant occurrences of the previous evening still haunted 
every mind, and Fernande exclaimed: ‘By the way, do you 
know that they pillaged a baker’s shop in the Rue de Brias 
last night ?’ 

Luc could not help laughing. ‘Oh, madame, pillaged!’ 
paid he, ‘I was there. It was simply a wretched child who 
stole a loaf.’ 

‘ We were there too,’ declared Captain Jollivet, ruffled by 
the compassionate, excusing tone of the young man’s voice. 
‘It is much to be regretted that the child was not arrested, 


at least for example’s sake. P 
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‘No doubt, no doubt,’ Boisgelin resumed. ‘ It seems that 
there has been a lot of thievery since that wretched strike. I 
have been told of a woman who broke open a butcher’s till. 
All the tradespeople complain that prowlers fill their pockets 
with things set out for sale... And-so our beautiful new 
prison is now receiving tenants—is that not so, Monsieur le 
Président ?’ 

Gaume was about to answer when the Captain violently 
resumed : ‘ Yes, theft unpunished begets pillage and murder. 
The spirit predominating among the working-class popula- 
tion is becoming something frightful. Some of you were out 
in the town yesterday evening like I was. Didn’t you notice 
that spirit of revolt, of passing menace—a kind of terror that 
made the town tremble? Besides, that Anarchist, Lange, 
did not hesitate to tell you what he intended doing. He 
shouted that he would blow up Beauclair and sweep away 
the ruins. As he, at any rate, is under lock and key, I hope 
that he will be sharply looked after.’ 

Jollivet’s outspokenness astonished everybody. What was 
the use of recalling that gust of terror of which he spoke, and 
which the others like himself had felt passing—why revive it, 
as it were, at that pleasant table laden with such nice and 
beautiful things? A chill spread round; the threat of what 
the morrow might bring forth resounded in the ears of all 
those nervous bourgeois amidst the deep silence, whilst the 
valets came and went, offering trout. 

Realising that the silence was embarrassing everybody, 
Delaveau at last exclaimed: ‘ Lange shows a detestable spirit. 
The Captain’s right ; as the rascal ig under lock and key he 
should be kept there.’ 

But Judge Gaume was wagging his head. At last, in his 
severe way, his countenance quite rigid, in such wise that one 
could not tell what might lurk behind his professional stiff- 
ness, he retorted, ‘I must inform you that this morning the 
investigating magistrate, acting on my advice, after subjecting 
the man to a simple interrogatory, made up his mind to 
release him.’ 

Protests arose, concealing real fear beneath humorous 
exaggeration: ‘Oh, do you want us all to be murdered then, 
Monsieur le Président ?' 

Gaume replied by slowly waving his hand, a gesture 
which might mean many things. After all, the wise course 
wes certainly to refrain from imparting, by some uproarious 
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trial at law, any excessive importance to the words which 
Lange had cast to the winds, for the more those words were 
spread, the more would they bear fruit. 

Jollivet, who had calmed down, sat gnawing his moustaches, 
for he did not wish to contradict his future father-in-law 
openly. But Sub-Prefect Chatelard, who had hitherto con- 
tented himself with smiling, in the affable way of a man who 
puts faith in nothing, exclaimed: ‘ Ah! I quite understand 
your views, Monsieur le Président. What you have done is, 
in my opinion, excellent policy. The spirit of the masses is 
not worse at Beauclair than it is elsewhere. That spirit is 
everywhere the same; one must strive to accustom oneself to 
it; and the proper course is to prolong the present state of 
things as much as possible, for it seems certain that when a 
change comes it will be for the worse.’ 

Luc fancied that he could detect some jeering irony in the 
wordsand manner of that ex-revellerof Paris, who was doubtless 
amused by the covert terror of the provincial bourgéois around 
him. Moreover, Chatelard’s practical policy was summed up 
entirely in what he had said; apart from that he evinced 
superb indifference, no matter what minister might be in 
office. The old Government machine continued working 
from force of acquired motion; there was grating and there 
were jolts, und things would fall to pieces and crumble into 
dust as soon as the new social system might appear. There 
would be a nasty tumble at the end of the journey, as 
Chatelard, laughing, was wont to say among his intimates. 
The machine rolled on because it was wound up, but at 
the first really serious jolt it would go to the deuce. Even 
the vain efforts that were attempted to strengthen the crazy old 
coach, the timid reforms which were essayed, the useless new 
laws which men voted without eten daring to put the old ones 
into force, the furious surging of ambitions and personalities, 
the wild, rageful battling of parties, were only calculated to 
aggravate and hasten the supreme agony. Such a régime 
must feel astonished every morning at finding itself still erect, 
and must say to itsolf that the downfall would surely occur 
on the morrow. He, Chitelard, being in no wise a fool, 
arranged matters so as to last as long as the régime did. A 
prudent Republican, as it was needful to be, he represented 
the Government just sufficiently to retain his post, doing only 
what was necessary, and desiring above all things to live in 
peace with those under his jurisdiction. And if everything 
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should topple over, he at all events would try not to be under 
the ruins! 

‘You see very well,’ he concluded, ‘that the unfortunate 
strike which rendered us all so anxious has ended in the best 
manner possible.’ 

Mayor Gourier was not endowed with the sub-prefect’s 
caustic philosophy, although as a rule they agreed together 
in such wise as to facilitate the administration of the town. He 
now protested: ‘Allow me, allow me, my dear friend, too 
many concessions might carry us a long way. I know the 
working classes, I am fond of them, I am an old Republican, 
a democrat of the early days. But if I grant the workers the 
right to improve their lot, I will never accept the subversive 
theories, those ideas of the Collectivists, which would bring 
all civilised society to an end.’ 

In his loud but trembling voice rang out the fears which 
he had lately experienced, the ferocity of a threatened 
bourgeots, the innate desire for repression which had at one 
moment displayed itself in a desire to summon the military, 
in order that the strikers might be forced to resume work 
under the penalty of being shot. 

‘Well, for my part, I’ve done everything for the work- 
people at my factory,’ he continued ; ‘ they’ve got relief funds, 
pension funds, cheap dwellings, every advantage imaginable. 
So what more can they want? It seems as if the world were 
coming to an end—is that not so, Monsieur Delaveau ?’ 

The manager of the Abyss had so far continued eating 
ravenously, and listening, scarcely taking part in the con- 
versation. 

‘Qh, coming to an end,’ said he, in his quiet energetic 
manner ; “I certainly hope that we sha'n’t allow the world to 
end without fighting a littlé to make it last. I am of the 
same opinion as Monsieur le Sous-Préfet, the strike has ended 
very well. And I have even had some good news. Bonnaire, 
the Collectivist, the leader whom I was compelled to take back, 
has done justice to himself—he quitted the works last night. 
He is an excellent workman, no doubt ; but he’s wrong-headed 
-—a dangerous dreamer. And it is dreaming that leads one to 
precipices.’ 

He went on talking, striving to appear very loyal and just. 
Hach had a right to defend his own interests. By going out 
on strike the workmen fancied that they were serving their 
igterests. He, as manager of the works, defended the capital, 
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the plant, the property entrusted to him. And he was willing 
to show some indulgence, since he felt himself to be the 
stronger. His one duty was simply to maintain what existed, 
the working of the wage-system such as it had been organised 
by the wisdom born of experience. All practical truth 
centred in that; apart from it there were but criminal dreams, 
such as that Collectivism, the enforcement of which would have 
bropght about the most frightful catastrophes. He also 
spoke of workmen’s unions and syndicates, which he resisted 
energetically, for he divined that they might prove a powerful 
engine of war. At the same time he triumphed like an active 
hard-working manager, who was well pleased that the strike 
had not caused greater ravages or become a positive disaster, 
in such wise as to prevent him from carrying out his engage- 
ments with his cousin that year. 

Just then the two valets were handing round some roast 
partridges, whilst the coachman, acting as butler, offered some 
St. Emilion. 

‘And so,’ said Boisgelin, in a bantering way, ‘you 
promise me that we sha’n’t be reduced to potatoes, and that 
we may eat those partridges without any twinges of remorse ?’ 

A loud burst of laughter greeted this jest, which was deemed 
extremely witty. 

‘I promise it,’ gaily said Delaveau, who laughed like the 
others. ‘ You may eat and sleep in peace—the revolution which 
is to carry away your income won’t take place to-morrow.’ 

Luc, who remained silent, could feel his heart beating. 
That was indeed the position, the wage system, the capitalist 
exploiting the labour of the others. He advanced five francs, 
made them produce seven francs, by making the workmen toil, 
and spent the two francs profit. At least, however, that man 
Delaveau worked, exerted his brdin and his muscles; but by 
what right did Boisgelin, who had never done anything, live 
and eat in such luxury ? Luc was struck, too, by the demeanour 
of Fernande, who sat beside him. She appeared to be greatly 
interested in that conversation, thougb it seemed little suited 
to women. She grew both excited aad delighted over the 
defeat of the toilers and the victory of that wealth which she 
devoured like the young wolf she was. Her red lips curved 
over, displaying her sharp teeth while she laughed the laugh 
of cruelty, as if indeed she were at last satisfying her rancour 
and her cravings, in front of the gentle woman whom she was 
deceiving, between her foppish lover, whom she dominated, 
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and her blind husband, who was gaining future millions 
for her. She seemed to be already intoxicated by the flowers, 
the wines, and the viands, intoxicated especially by perverse 
delight at employing her radiant beauty to bring disorder and 
destruction into that home. 

‘Isn't there some question of a charity bazaar at the sub- 
prefecture?’ asked Suzanne of Chatelard in a soft voice. 
‘Suppose we talk of something else besides politics?’ 

The gallant sub-prefect immediately adhered to. her 
views: ‘Yes, certainly, it is unpardonable on our part. I 
will give every féte you may desire, dear madame.’ 

From that moment the general conversation ceased; each 
reverted to his or her favourite subject. Abbé Marle had 
contented himself with nodding approvingly in response to 
certain declarations made by Delaveau. The priest behaved 
with great prudence in that circle, for he was distressed by 
the misconduct of Boisgelin, the scepticism of the sub- 
prefect, and the open hostility of the mayor, who made a 
parade of anti-clerical ideas. Ah! how the abbé’s gorge 
rose at the thought of that social system which he was 
called upon to support, and which ended in such a débdcle! 
His only consolation was the devout sympathy of Léonore, 
who sat beside him, muttering pretty phrases whilst the 
others argued. She likewise transgressed, but at least she 
confessed her faults, and he could already picture her at 
the tribunal of penitence, accusing herself of having derived 
too much pleasure at that lunch from the attentions of Sub- 
Prefect Chatelard, who sat on her other hand. 

Like the priest, worthy Monsieur Mazelle, who remained 
almost forgotten between Judge Gaume and Captain Jollivet, 
had only opened his mouth to take in quantities of food, which 
he chewed very slowly, owing to his fears of indigestion. 
Political matters no longer interested him, since, thanks to his 
income, he had placed himself beyond the reach of storms. 
Nevertheless he was compelled to lend ear to the theories of 
the captain, who was eager to pour forth his feelings on such 
a, quiet listener. The army, so the captain said, was the school 
of the country. France, in accordance with her immutable 
traditions, could only be a warlike nation, and would only 
recover equilibrium when she reconquered Europe and reigned 
by force of arms. It was stupid of people to accuse military 
service of disorganising labour. What labour, whose labour, 
indeed? Did anything of that exist? Socialism! why it 
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was a stupendous farce! There would always be soldiers, 
and down below there must be people to do the fatigue duties. 
A sabre could at any rate be seen, but who had ever seen the 
Idea, that famous Idea, the pretended Queen of the Karth. 
The captain laughed at his own wit; and worthy Mazelle, 
who felt profound respect for the army, complacently laughed 
with him; whilst Lucile, his betrothed, examined him in 
silence with the side-long glances of an enigmatical amorosa, 
smifing faintly and strangely the while, as if amused to think 
what a husband he would make. Meantime, at the other end 
of the table, young Achille Gourier immured himself in the 
silence of a witness and a judge, his eyes gleaming with all 
the contempt which he felt for his parents and the friends 
with whom they compelled him to take lunch. 

However, at the moment when a pdté of ducks’ liver, a 
perfoct marvel, was being served, another voice arose, and was 
heard by everybody—it was that of Madame Mazelle, hitherto 
silent, busy with her plate and her mysterious complaint 
which required ample nourishment. Finding herself neglected 
by Boisgelin, whose attention was given entirely to Fernande, 
she had ultimately fallen on Gourler, to whom she gave 
particulars about her home, her perfect agreement with her 
husband, and her ideas of the manner in which she meant to 
have her daughter Louise educated. 

‘I won't let them worry her brain, ah! no, indeed! why 
should she worry ? She’s an only child, she will inherit all 
our Rentes.’ 

All at once, without reflecting, Luc yielded to his desire 
to protest: ‘ But don’t you know, madame,’ said he, ‘ that 
they are going to suppress the right of inheritance? Oh yes, 
very soon, directly the new social system is organised.’ 

All round the table it was thought that he was jesting, 
and Madame Mazelle’s stupefaction was so comical to behold 
that everybody helped on the joke. The right of inheritance 
suppressed! How infamous! What! the money earned by 
the father would be taken from the children, and they in their 
turn would have to earn their own bread? Why, yes, of 
course. that was the logical outcome of Collectivism. Mazelle, 
quite scared by it all, came to his wife’s help, saying that he 
did not feel anxious, for his whole fortune was invested in 
State Rentes, and nobody would ever dare to touch the 
national ledgers. 

‘That's just where you make a mistake, monsieur,’ Lug 
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quietly resumed; ‘the national ledgers will be burnt and 
Rentes will be abolished. It is already resolved upon.’ 

At this the Mazelles nearly suffocated. Rentes abolished ! 
It seemed to them that this was as impossible as the fall of 
the sky upon their heads. And they were so distracted, so 
terrified by the threat of such an inversion of the laws of 
nature that Chatelard good-naturedly decided to reassure 
them. Turning slightly towards the little table, where, in 
spite of Paul’s fine example, the little girls Nise and Louise 
had not behaved particularly well, he said in a banter- 
ing fashion: ‘No, no, all that won’t happen to-morrow ; 
your little girl will have time to grow up and have children 
of her own—only it will be as well to clean her, for I 
fancy that she has been dipping her face in the whipped 
cream.’ 

They went on jesting and laughing. Yet one and all 
had felt the great breath of To morrow passing, the breeze of 
the Future blowing across the table, whence it swept awa 
iniquitous luxury and poisonous enjoyment. And they a 
rushed to the help of Rentes and capital, the bourgeois and 
capitalist society based upon the wage system. 

‘The Republic will kill itself on the day it touches 
property,’ said Mayor Gourier. 

‘ There are laws, and everything would crumble to pieces 
on the day they might cease to be enforced,’ said Judge 
Gaume. 

‘Dash it! the army’s there at all events, and the army 
won't allow the rogues to triumph,’ said Captain Jollivet. 

‘ ‘Let God act, He is all kindness and justice,’ said Abbé 
arle. 

Boisgelin and Delaveau contented themselves with ap- 
roving, for it was to their help that all the social forces 
astened. And Luc understood the position clearly: it was 

the Government, the administration, the magistracy, the 
army, the clergy which sustained the decaying social system, 
the monstrous structure of iniquity in which the murderous 
toil of the greater number fed the corrupting sloth of the few 

This was another phase of the terrible vision which he ha: 

beheld the previous day. After gazing upon the rear he now 
saw the front of that rotting social edifice which was collaps 

ing upon every side. And even here, amidst all that luxury 
and those triumphal surroundings, he had again heard it 
oracking. He could detect that those people were all anxinue 
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but strove to forget and to divert their minds whilst rushing 
on towards the precipice. 

The dessert was now being served, and the table was 
covered with pastry and magnificent fruit. The better to 
bring back the good spirits of the Mazelles, the others, as soon 
as the champagne was poured out, began to sing the praises 
of idleness, divine idleness, which belongs not to this world. 
And then Luc, as he continued reflecting, suddenly understood 
what it was that weighed upon his mind: it was the problem 
of how the future might be freed, in presence of those folks 
who represented the unjust and tyrannical authority of the 

ast. 

: After coffee, which was served in the drawing-room, 
Boisgelin suggested a stroll through the park as far as the 
farm. Throughout the repast he had been prodigal in his 
attentions to Fernande, but she still gave him the cold 
shoulder, refraining even from answering him, and reserving 
her bright smiles for the sub-prefect seated in front of her. 
Matters had been like this for a week past, and were always 
so when he did not immediately satisfy one of her caprices. 
The real cause of their present quarrel was that she had 
insisted on his giving a stag-hunt for the sole delight of 
showing herself at it in a new and appropriate costume. He 
had taken the liberty to refuse, as the expenses would be very 
great ; and, moreover, Suzanne, having been warned of the 
matter, had begged him to be a little reasonable. Thus a 
struggle had ended by breaking out between the two women, 
and it was a question which of them would win the victory, 
the wife or the other. 

During lunch Suzanne’s sad and gentle eyes had missed 
nothing of Fernande’s affected coldness and her husband's 
anxious attentions. And so wheh the latter proposed a stroll 
she understood that he was simply seeking an opportunity to 
be alone with her sulky rival, in order to defend himself and 
win her back. Greatly hurt by this, but incapable of battling, 
Suzanne sought refuve in her suffering dignity, saying that 
she should remain indoors in order to keep the Mazelles 
company. For they, from considerations of health, never 
bestirred themselves on leaving table. Judge Gaume, his 
daughter Lucile, and Captain Jollivet also declared that they 
should not go out; and this led to Abbé Marle proposing to 
play the judge a game of chess. Young Achille Gourier had 
already taken leave, under protext that he was preparing for 
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an examination, but in reality to indulge freely in his favourite 
reveries as he strolled about the country. And so only Bois- 
gelin, the sub-prefect, the Delaveaus, the Gouriers, and Luc 
repaired to the farm, walking slowly towards it under the 
lofty trees. 

On the way thither things passed off very correctly ; the 
five men walked on together, whilst Fernande and Léonore 
brought up the rear, deep apparently in some confidential 
chat. Among the men Boisgelin had now begun to bewWail 
the misfortunes of agriculture: the soil was becoming bank- 
rupt, said he, and all who tilled it were hastening to ruin. 
Chatelard and Gourier agreed that the terrible problem for 
which no solution had hitherto been found lay in the 
direction of agriculture: for in order that the industrial 
workman might produce, it was necessary that bread should 
be cheap, and if corn fetched only a low price, the peasant, 
reduced to beggary, could no longer purchase the products of 
industry. Delaveau, for his part, believed that a solution 
might be found in an intelligent system of protection. As 
for Luc, who took a passionate interest in the matter, he 
did his utmost to make the others talk, and Boisgelin ended 
by confessing that his own despair came largely from the 
continual difficulties that he had with his farmer Feuillat, 
whose demands increased year by year. He would doubtless 
have to part with the man when the renewal of the lease was 
discussed, for the farmer had asked for a reduction of terms 
amounting to no less than ten per cent. The worst was 
that, fearing his lease might not be renewed, he had ceased 
to take proper care of the land, which he no longer manured, 
since it was not for him, he said, to work for his successor’s 
benefit. This, of course, meant the sterilisation of the 
property, whose value would: thus be annihilated. 

‘And it’s everywhere the same,’ continued Boisgelin ; 
‘people don’t agree; the workers want to take the places of 
the owners, and agriculture suffers from the quarrel. At 
Les Combettes now, that village yonder, whose land is only 
separated from mine by the Formerie road, you can’t imagine 
what little agreement there is among the peasants, what 
efforts each of them makes to harm his neighbour, paralysing 
himself the while! Ah, there was something good in 
feudality after all! Those fine fellows would walk straight 
enough if they had nothing of their own, and were convinced 
that they would never have anything! 
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This abrupt conclusion made Luc smile. Nevertheless, 
he was struck by the unconscious confession that the pre- 
tended bankruptcy of the soil came from a lack of agreement 
among those who tilled it. The party was now quitting the 
park, and the young man’s glance ranged over the great plain 
of La Roumagne, formerly so famous for its fruitfulness, but 
now accused of growing cold and sterile, and of no longer yield- 
ing sustenance for its inhabitants. On the left spread the 
extensive lands of Boisgelin’s farm, whilst on the right Luc 
perceived the humble roofs of Les Combettes, around which 
were grouped many small fields, cut up into little morsels by 
repeated partition amongst numerous heirs, in such wise that 
the whole resembled a stretch of patchwork. And Luc asked 
himself what could possibly be done in order that cordial 
agreement might return, in order that from so many contra- 
dictory and barren efforts a great impulse of solidarity might 
spring, with universal happiness for its object. 

It so happened that as the promenaders were approaching 
the farmhouse, a large and fairly well-kept building, they 
heard some loud swearing and thumping of fists upon a table— 
in fact, all the uproar of a violent quarrel. Then they saw 
two peasants, one stout and heavy, and the other thin and 
nervous, come out of the house, and after threatening one 
another for a last time, go off, each by a different path, 
through the fields towards Les Combettes. 

‘What's the matter, Feuillat?’ Boisgelin inquired of the 
farmer who had come to his threshold. 

‘Ob! it’s nothing, monsieur; only two more fellows of 
Les Combettes who had a dispute about a boundary, and 
wantad me to umpire between them. The Lenfants and the 
Yvonnots have been disputing together from father to son for 
years and years past, and it maddens them nowadays merely 
to catch sight of one another. It’s of no use my talking reason 
to them. You heard them just now! They'd like to devour 
one another. And, mon Diew, what fools they are! they'd be 
s0 happy and well off if they would only reflect and agree 
together a little bit.’ 

Then, sorry, perhaps, that ho had allowed this remark to 
escape him, for it was not one which the master should 
have heard, Feuillat let his eyelids fall, and with an 
i ere impenetrable face, resumed in a husky voice: 
‘Would the ladies and gentlemen like to come in and rest a 
moment ?’ ° 
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Luc, however, had previously seen the man’s eyes glitter- 
ing. He was surprised to find him so wan and dry, as if his 
ball slim figure were already grilled by the sunlight, although 
he was but forty years of age. At the same time Feuillat 
was possessed of quick intelligence, as the young man soon 
discovered on listening to his conversation with Boisgelin. 
When the latter, in a laughing way, inquired if he had 
thought over the matter of the lease, the farmer wagged his 
head and answered briefly, like a careful diplomatist desitous 
of gaining his point. He evidently kept back his real 
thoughts—the thought that the land ought to belong to 
those who tilled it, to one and all of them, in order that they 
might once more love and fertilise it. ‘Love the soil!’ said he, 
with a shrug of the shoulders. His father and his grand- 
father had loved it passionately, but what good had that done 
to them? For his part, his love could wait until he was 
able to fertilise the soil for himself and his kindred, and not 
for a landlord, whose one thought would be to raise the rent 
as soon as the crops should increase. And there was 
something else beneath the man’s reticence, something that 
he pictured whenever he tried to peer into the future: a 
reasonable agreement among the peasantry, the reunion of 
all the subdivided fields so that they might be worked in 
common, so that tillage might be carried on upon a vast 
scale with the help of machimery. Such, indeed, were the 
few ideas which had gradually come to his mind, ideas which 
were best kept from the bowrgeoisie, but which, all the same, 
occasionally escaped him. 

The promenaders had ended by entering the farmhouse to 
sit down there and rest a moment; and Luc there again 
found the coldness and bareness, the odour of toil and poverty 
with which he had been rtruck so much on the previous 
evening at Bonnaire’s home in the Rue des Trois-Lunes. 
Dry and ashen, like her man, La Feuillat stood there in an 
attitude of silent resignation beside her one child, Léon, a big 
boy of twelve, who already helped his father in the fields. 
And it was evident to Luc that on all sides, among the 
peasants as among the industrial workmen, one found labour 
accursed, dishonoured, regarded as a stain, ® disgrace, since 
it did not even provide food for the slave, who was riveted 
to his toil as toa chain. In the neighbouring village of Les 
Combettes the sufferings were certainly greater than at that 
farm; the dwellings there were sordid dens, the life was that 
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of domestic animals fed upon sops; the Lenfante, with their 
son Arséne and their daughter Olympe, the Yvonnots, who 
also had two children, Eugénie and Nicolas, all found them- 
selves in filthy abject wretchedness, and added to their woes by 
their rageful passion to prey on one another. Luc, listening 
and glancing around him, pictured all the horrors of that 
social hell, telling himself the while, however, that the 
solution of the problem lay in that direction, foras soon as a new 
sqcial system should be perfected one would necessarily have 
to come back to the earth, the eternal nurse, the common 
mother who alone could provide men with daily bread. 

At last, on leaving the farm, Boisgelin said to Feuillat: 
‘Well you must think it over, my good fellow. The land has 
gained in value, and it’s only just that I should profit by it.’ 

‘Oh! it’s all thought over now, monsieur,’ the farmer 
answered. ‘It will suit me just as well to starve on the road 
as in your farm.’ That was his last word. 

On the way back to La Guerdache, by another more 
solitary and shady road of the park, the party of ladies and 
gentlemen broke up. The sub-prefect and Léonore lingered 
in the rear, and soon found themselves far behind the others, 
whilst Boisgelin and Fernande gradually drew upon one side, 
and disappeared as if mistaking their way, straying into 
lonely paths amidst their animated conversation. Meantime 
the two husbands, Gourier and Delaveau, placidly continued 
following the avenue, talking as they went about an article 
on the end of the strike that had appeared in the ‘ Journal de 
Beauclair,’ a little print with a circulation of five hundred 
copies which was published by a certain Lebleu, a petty 
clerical-minded bookseller, and which counted among its con- 
tributors both Abbé Marle and Captain Jollivet. The mayor 
deplored that the Deity should have been introduced into the 
affair, though, like the manager of the Abyss, he approved of 
the general tone of the article, which was a perfect chant of 
triumph celebrating the victory of capital over the wage- 
earners in the most lyric style. Luc, walking near the others, 
grew weary of hearing their comments on this article; and 
at last, after manceuvring so as to let them distance him, he 
plunged among the trees, confident that he would find La 
Guerdache again as soon aa was necessary. 

How charming was the solitude amidst those dense 
thickets through which the warm September sun sent a rain 
of golden sparka! For a time the young man wandered at 
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random, well pleased at finding himself alone, at being able 
to breathe freely in the midst of nature, relieved of the load 
that had oppressed him in the presence of all those folks who 
weighed upon his mind and heart. Yet he was thinking of 
joining them once more, when all at once near the Formerie 
road he came out into some extensive meadows through 
which a little branch of the Mionne coursed, feeding a large 
pond. And the scene which he there encountered greatly 
amused him, fraught as it was with charm and hope. ° 

Paul Boisgelin had obtained permission to take his two 
little guests, Nise Delaveau and Louise Mazelle, to this spot. 
The maids in charee of them were lying down under a willow 
and gossiping, paying no further attention to the children. 
Bnt the great feature of the adventure was that the heir of 
La Guerdache and the young ladies in bibs had found the 
pond in the possession of some working-class invaders, three 
yourgsters who had either climbed a wall or slipped through 
a hedge. To his surprise Luc found that the leader and soul 
of the trespassing expedition was Nanet, behind whom were 
Lucien and Antoinette Bonnaire. Evidently enough it was 
Nanet who, profiting by the freedom of Sunday, had led the 
others astray far from the Rue des Trois Lunes. And the 
explanation of it all was simple enough. Lucien had fitted 
a little boat with a mechanism that carried it over the water ; 
and Nanet having offered to take him to a fine pond he knew, 
one where nobody was ever met, the little boat was now 
sailing unaided over the clear unrippled pool. To the children 
it seemed quite a prodigy. 

Lucien’s stroke of genius had simply consisted in adapting 
the wheels and clockwork springs of a little toy cart to a boat 
which he had fashioned out of a piece of deal. This boat 
travelled quite thirty feet tkrough the water without the 
spring requiring to be wound afresh; but unfortunately, in 
order to bring the boat back again it was necessary to use a 
long pole, which on each occasion almost made the little 
vessel sink. 

Speechless with admiration, Paul and his young ladyfriends 
stood on the bank of the pond, watching the wonderful boat. 
But Louise, with her eyes glittering in her slender face, which 
suggested that of a playful little goat, was soon carried 
away by a boundless desire to possess the toy, and thrusting 
out her little fists she cried repeatedly: ‘Want it! Want it!’ 

» Then, as Lucien, with the aid of his pole, brought the 
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boat back to shore, in order to wind up the spring afresh, she 
eagerly ran towards him. Good nature and the pleasure of 
play brought them together. 

‘I made it, you know,’ said the lad. 

‘Oh! let me see! give it me!’ replied the damsel. 

But that was asking him too much, and he energetically 
defended the boat from the approach of her pillaging hands. 

« ‘No, no,’ said he, ‘it gave me too much trouble. Leave 
go or you'll break it.’ 

However, finding her very pretty and gay, he became more 
i and said to her: ‘I'll make you another one if you 

ike.’ 

Then he put the boat in the water again, and the wheels 
once more began to revolve, whilst Louise accepted his offer, 
clapping her hands and sitting down on the grass by his side, 
in her turn won over, and treating him as if he were an 
habitual playfellow. 

Meantime it vaguely occurred to Paul, who was the oldest 
of the whole party, quite a little man of seven, that he ought 
to find out who the others were. Noticing Antoinette, he felt 
emboldened by her amiable demeanour, her healthy, pretty 
face, so he inquired: ‘How old are you?’ 

‘I’m four years old, but papa says I look as if I was six.’ 

‘Who's your papa ?’ 

‘Who is papa ? why, papa, of course, silly!’ 

The little minx laughed in such a pretty way that Paul 
regarded her answer as decisive, and questioned her no further, 
but sat down by her side, in such wise that they at once 
became the best friends in the world. She looked so pleasant 
with her good health and pert expression that he doubtless 
failed to notice that she wora,a very simple woollen frock 
devoid of all pretensions to elegance. 

‘And your papa,’ said she. ‘Do all these trees belong to 
him? What a lot of room you have to play in! We got in 
through the hole in the hedge over there, you know.’ 

‘It isn't allowed,’ said Paul. ‘And I’m not often allowed 
to come here, since I might fall into the water. But it’s so 
amusing! You mustn’t say anything, because we should get 
punished if you did.’ 

But all at once a dramatic incident occurred. Master 
Nanet, who was so fair and wavy-haired, had been standing in 
admiration before Nise, who was yet fairer and more wavy- 
haired than himself. They looked like two toys, and tlfey 
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speedily ran towards one another, as if indeed it were needful 
that they should pair off, and had been awaiting that meeting. 
Catching hold of each other’s hands they laughed face to face, 
and played at pushing. Then Nanet, in a spirit of bravado, 
exclaimed : ‘ There’s no need of a pole to get his boat. I'd 
go and fetch it in the water, I would!’ 

Stirred to enthusiasm, Nise, who likewise favoured extra- 
ordinary diversions, seconded the proposal: ‘ Yes, yes, we 4ll 
ought to get into the water! Let's all take our shoes off!’ 

Then, however, as she leant over the pond she almost fell 
into it. At this, all her girlish boastfulness abandoned her, 
and she raised a piercing shriek when she saw the water 
wetting her boots. But the lad bravely rushed forward, 
caught hold of her with his little arms, which were already 
strong, and carried her like a trophy to the grass, where she 
again began to laugh and play with him, the pair of them 
rolling about hke a couple of romping kids. Unfortunately 
the shrill cry which Nise had raised in her fright had roused 
the maids from their forgetful gossiping under the willow. 
They rose, and were stupetied at the sight of the invaders, 
those youngsters who had sprung they knew not whence, and 
who had the impudence to romp with the children of well-to- 
do bourgeois. The servants hurried up with such angry mien 
that Lucien hastened to take possession of his boat, for fear 
lest it should be confiscated, and ran off as fast as his little 
legs would carry him, followed by Antoinette and even Nanet, 
who was likewise panic-stricken. They rushed to the hedge, 
fell flat upon their stomachs, slipped out and disappeared, 
whilst the servants returned to La Guerdache with their three 
charges, agreeing between themselves that they would say 
nothing of what had occurred; in order that nobody might be 
scolded. 

Luc remained alone, laughing, amused by the scene that 
he had thus come upon, under the paternal sun, in the midst 
of friendly nature. Ah! the dear little ones, how soon they 
agreed together, how easily they overcame all difficulties, 
ignorant as they were of all fratricidal struggles; and what 
hope of a triumphant future they brought with them ! 

In five minutes the young man reached La Guerdache 
again, and there he once more fell into the horrible present, 
reeking of egotism, the hateful battle-field un which all evil 
passions contended. It was now four o’clock, and the Bois- 
gelins’ guests were taking leave. 
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Luc was most struck, however, on perceiving Monsieur 
Jéréme reclining in his bath-chair on the left of the flight of 
steps. The old gentleman had just returned from his long 
Foor and had signed to his servant to leave him there a 
ittle while in the warmth of the sun, as if indeed he desired 
to witness the departure of the guests invited to the house 
that day. On the steps, amongst the ladies and gentlemen 
alleready to depart, stood Suzanne, waiting for her husband, 
who had lingered in the park with Fernande. Some minutes 
had elapsed after the return of the others when she at last 
saw Boisgelin appear with the young woman. They were 
walking quietly side by side, and chatting together as if their 
long stroll were the most natural thingin the world. Suzanne 
asked no explanations, but Luc plainly saw that her hands 
trembled, and that an expression of dolorous bitterness 
passed over her face between her smiles, for she had to play 
the part of a good hostess and affect amiability. And she 
felt keenly wounded, and could not help starting when Bois- 
gelin, addressing Captain Jollivet, declared that he should soon 
go to see him, in order that they might consult together and 
organise that stag-hunt which hitherto he had but vaguel 
thought of. Thus the die was cast, the wife was defeated 
the other had won the day, had imposed her foolish and 
wasteful whim upon her lover during that long stroll which 
for impudence was tantamount toa publicly given assignation. 
Suzanne’s heart rose rebelliously at the thought of it all. 
Why should she not take her son and go away with him? 
Then by a visible effort she calmed herself, becoming very 
dignified and lofty, bent on shielding the honour of her name 
and her house with all the abnegation of a virtuous woman, 
relapsing into the silence of heroic affection, that silence in 
which she had resolved to live, since it would protect her from 
all the mire around her. Luc, who could divine everything, 
now only detected her torment in the quiver of her feverish 
hand when he pressed it on bidding her good-bye. . 

Monsieur Jéré6me, meanwhile, had watched the scene with 
those eyes of his, clear like spring water, in which one 
wondered whether there yet lingered intelligence to under- 
stand and judge things. And he afterwards witnessed the 
departure of the guests—that departure which suggested a défilé 
of all the elements of human power, all the social authorities, 
the masters who served as examples to the masses. Chatelard 
went off in his carriage with Gourier and Léonore, the latttr 
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of whom offered a seat to Abbé Marle, in such wise that she and 
the priest sat face to face with the sub-prefect and the mayor. 
Then Captain Jollivet, who drove a hired tilbury, carried off 
Judge Gaume and his betrothed Lucile, the former anxiously 
watching his daughter’s languishing turtle-dove airs. Next 
the Mazelles, who had arrived in a huge landau, climbed into 
it again as into a soft bed, where they lay back, completing 
their digestion. And Monsieur Jéréme, to whom they all 
bowed in silence, according to the custom of the house, 
watched them all go, like a child may watch passing shadows, 
without the faintest expression of any fecling appearing on 
his cold face. 

Only the Delaveaus remained, and the manager of the 
Abyss insisted on giving Luc a lift in Boisgelin’s victoria, in 
order to spare him the necessity of walking. It would be 
easy enough to set the young man down at his door, since they 
would pass La Crécherie on their way. As there was only a 
folding bracket seat Fernande would take Nise on her lap, 
and the maid would sit beside the coachman. 

‘Come, Monsieur Froment, it will be a real pleasure for 
me to drive you home,’ Delaveau insisted in his most obliging 
way. 

Luc ended by accepting the offer. Then Boisgelin clumsily 
referred to the hunt again, inquiring if the young man would 
still be at Beauclair in order to attend it. Luc answered 
that he could not tell how long he might be in the district, 
but at all events they must not rely on him. Suzanne 
listened with a smile. Then, her eyes moistening at the 
thought of his brotherly sympathy, she again pressed his hand, 
saying: ‘Au revoir, my friend.’ 

When the victoria eventually started, Luc'’s eyes for the 
last time met those of Monsiéur Jéré6me, which, it seemed to 
him, were travelling from Fernande to Suzanne, slowly taking 
note of the supreme destruction with which his race was 
threatened. But was not that an illusion on Luc’s part, was 
there not in the depths of those eyes merely the emotion, the 
vague smile which always gleamed therein whenever the old 
man looked at his dear granddaughter, the only one whom 
he still loved, and whom he was still willing to recognise ? 

Whilst the victoria was rolling towards Beauclair Luo 
promptly learnt why Delaveau had been so anxious to drive 

im home, for the manager again began to question him 
about his sudden journey—what its purpose might be, and what 
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Jordan would do with reference to the management of his blast- 
furnace now that the old engineer Laroche wasdead. Oneof 
Delaveau’s secret projects had been to buy the blast-furnace as 
well as the extensive tract of land which separated it from the 
steel-works, in such wise as to double the value of the Abyss. 
But the whole constituted a big mouthful, and as he did not 
expect to have the necessary money for such a purchase fore 
long time to come, he had only thought of slow, progressive 
extension. On the other hand, the sudden death of Laroche 
had now quickened his desires, and he had fancied that he might 
aan be able to come to arrangements with Jordan, whom 

1e knew to be immersed in his favourite scientific studies, and 
desirous of ridding himself of a business which brought him a 
deal of worry. This was why the sudden arrival of Luc in 
response to & summons from Jordan had greatly disturbed 
Delaveau, who feared that the young man might upset the 
plans of which he had hitherto only spoken indirectly. At the 
first questions which the manager put to him in a good-natured 
way, Luc, although unable to understand everything, became 
suspicious, and he therefore replied evasively : 

‘I know nothing, I have not seen Jordan for more than 
six months,’saidhe. ‘As for his blast-furnace, why, I suppose 
that he will simply confide the management to some clever 
young engineer.’ 

Whilst he spoke, he noticed that Fernande’s eyes never 
left him. Nise had fallen asleep on the young woman's lap, and 
she kept silence, seemingly greatly interested in the conversa- 
tion of the others, as if she could divine that her future was 
at stake, for she had already detected that this young man 
was an enemy. Had he not sided with Suzanne in the matter 
of the hunt; had not she, Fernande, seen them in cordial 
agreement, with their hands clafped like brother and sister ? 
‘Then, feeling that war was virtually declared between them, 
she smiled a keen, cruel smile, like one determined on victory. 

‘Oh! I merely mention the matter,’ repeated Delaveau, 
beating a retreat, ‘ because I was told that Jordan thought of 
confining himself to his studies and discoveries. Some of the 
latter are admirable! ’ 

‘Yes, admirable!’ repeated Luc, with the conviction of an 
enthusiast. 

At last the carriage stopped before La Crécherie, and the 
young man alighted, thanked Delaveau, and found himself 
slone. He again felt the great quiver that had come upon 
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him during those two days which beneficent destiny had 
granted him since his arrival at Beauclair. He had there 
seen both sides of the hateful world whose framework was 
falling to pieces from sheer rottenness: the iniquitous misery 
of some, the pestilential wealth of others. Work, badly 
remunerated, held in contempt, unjustly apportioned, had 

me mere torture and shame when it should have been 
the very nobility, health, and happiness of mankind. Luc’s 
heart was bursting at the thought of it all, and his brain 
seemed to open as if to give birth to the ideas which he had 
felt within him for months past. And a cry for justice 
sprang from his whole being. Ay, there was no other 
possible mission nowadays than that of hastening to the suc- 
cour of the wretched, and setting a little justice once more 
upon the earth. 


IV 


Tue Jordans were to return to Beauclair on the Monday by 
a train arriving in the evening. And Luc spent the morning 
of that day in strolling through the park of La Crécherie, 
which was not more than fifty acres in extent, though its 
exceptional situation, its watercourses and superb greenery, 
made it quite a paradise, famous throughout the whole 
region. 

The house, & by no means large building of brick, of no 
particular style, had been erected by Jordan's grandfather in 
the time of Louis XVIII. on the site of an old chfteau de- 
stroyed during the Revolution. Close behind it rose the range 
of the Bleuse Mountains, that steep gigantic wall which 
Jutted out like a promontory at the point where the Brias 
gorge opened into the great plain of La Roumagne. Protected 
in this wise from the north winds, and looking towards the 
south, the park was like a natural hothouse where eternal 
springtide reigned. 

Thanks to a number of springs gushing forth in crystalline 
cascades the rocky wall was covered with vigorous vegetation, 
and goat-pathe, flights of steps cut in the stone, ascended to 
the summit amidst climbing plants and evergreen shrubs. 
Down below, the springs united, and flowing on in a slow 
river, watered the whole park, the great lawns, and the 
clumps of lofty trees, which were of the finest and most 
vigorous kinds. Jordan had virtually left that luxuriant corner 
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of nature to look after itself, for he only employed one gar- 
dener and two lads, who, apart from attending to the kitchen 
garden and a few flower-beds below the house-terrace, simply 
had to keep things somewhat tidy. 

Jordan’s grandfather, Aurélien Jordan de Beauvisage, 
was born in 1790 on the eve of the Reign of Terror. The 
Beauvisages, one of the most ancient and illustrious families 
of the district, had then already fallen from their high estate, 
and of their formerly vast territorial possessions they only 
retained two farms—now annexed to Les Combettes—and 
between two and three thousand acres of bare rock and barren 
moor, a broad strip indeed of the lofty plateau of the Bleuse 
Mountains. Aurélien was less than three years old when his 
parents were compelled to emigrate, abandoning their flaming 
chéteau one terrible winter’s night. And until 1816 Aurélien 
had his home in Austria, where his mother and then his father 
died in swift succession, leaving him in a fearful state of 
penury, reared in the hard school of manual toil, with no other 
bread to eat than that which he earned as a worker in an iron 
mine. He had just completed his twenty-sixth year when, 
under Louis X VIII., he returned to Beauclair and found the 
ancestral property still further diminished, for the two farms 
were lost, and there now only remained the little park and the 
two or three thousand acres of stones which nobody cared for. 
Misfortune had democratised Aurélien, who felt that he could 
no longer be a Beauvisage. Henceforth then he simply 
signed himself Jordan, and he married the daughter of a very 
rich farmer of Saint-Cron, his wife’s dowry enabling him to 
build on the site of the old chateau the bourgeoise brick 
residence in which his grandson now dwelt. But he had 
become a worker, his hands were still grimy, and he remem- 
bered the iron mine and blast-furnace where he had toiled in 
Austria. Already in 1818 he began to look around him, and, 
at last, among the desolate rocks of his domain, he discovered 
a similar mine, the existence of which he had been led to 
suspect by certain old stories told him by his parents. And 
then, half-way up the ridge on a kind of natural landing or 
platform, above La Crécherie, he installed his own blast- 
furnace, the first established in the region. From that 
moment he became absorbed in industrial toil, though without 
ever realising any very large profits, for he lacked capital, and 
his life proved one continual battle from that cause. His onl 
title to the gratitude of the district was that by the presence 
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his blast-furnace he brought thither the iron-workers who had 
ereated all the great establishments of the present time, 
among others being Blaise Qurigion, the drawer by whom 
the Abyss had been founded in 1823. 

Aurélien Jordan had but one son, Séverin, born to him 
when he was more than five-and-thirty, and it was only when 
this son replaced him after his death in 1852 that the blast- 
furnace of LaCrécherie became really important. Séverin had 
married a Demoiselle Francoise Michon, daughter of a doctor 
of Magnolles, and his wife proved a woman of exquisite kind- 
liness and very superior intelligence. In her were personified 
the activity, wisdom, and wealth of the household. Guided, 
loved, and sustained by her, her husband excavated fresh 
galleries in his mine, increased the output of ore tenfold, and 
almost rebuilt the furnace in order to endow it with the most 
perfect plant then known. And thus, amidst the great 
fortune which they acquired, the only grief of the Jordans 
was to remain for many years childless. They had been 
married ten years, and Séverin was already forty, when a son, 
Martial, was at last born to them; and ten years later they 
finally had a daughter, Sceurette. This belated fruitfulness 
crowned their lives; Francoise, who had been so good a wife, 
proved also a most admirable mother, one vho battled vic- 
toriously against death on behalf of her son, a weakling, and 
endowed him with her own intelligence and kindliness. Doctor 
Michon, her father, a humanitarian dreamer, full of divine 
charitableness, a Fourierist and Saint-Simonian of the first 
days, withdrew in his old age to La Crécherie, where his 
daughter built him a pavilion, the one indeed which Luc had 
lately occupied. There it was that the doctor died among his 
books, amidst all the gaiety of sunshine and flowers. And 
until the death of Francoise, the fondly loved mother, which 
occurred five years after that of the grandfather and father, 
La Crécherie lived on amidst all the joy of never-failing 
prosperity and felicity. 

Martial Jordan was thirty years of age, and Sceurette was 
twenty, when they first found themselves alone; and five 

ears had now elapsed since that time. He, in spite of his 
indifferent health, the frequent illnesses of which his mother 
had cured him by force of love, had passed through the 
Polytechnic School. But on his return to La Crécherie, 
finding himself master of his destiny, thanks to the large for- 
tune he inherited, be had relinquished all thoughts of official 
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appointments, and had taken passionately to the investiga- 
tions which the application of electricity offered to studious 
scientists. On one side of the house he built a very spacious 
laboratory, installed the necessary machinery for powerful 
motive force in an adjacent shed, and then gradually took to 
special studies, surrendering himself almost completely to the 
dream of smelting ore in electrical furnaces in a practical 
way adapted to the requirements of industry. And from that 
time he virtually cloistered himself, lived like a monk, 
absorbed in his experiments, his great work, which became 
#8 it were his very life. Beside him, his sister had now 
taken his dead mother’s place; and indeed, before long 
Sosurette was like his faithful guardian, his good angel, one 
who took every care of him, and set round him all the warm 
affection that he needed. Moreover she managed the house- 
hold, spared him many material worries, served him as a 
secretary and assistant-preparator, rendered all sorts of helpever 
gently and quietly with a placid smile upon her face. The blast- 
furnace luckily gave no trouble, for the old engineer Laroche, 
a bequest of Aurélien Jordan, the founder, had been thers 
more than thirty years, in such wise that the present owner, 
deeply immersed in his studies and experiments, was able to 
detach himself entirely from business matters. He left the 
worthy Laroche free to manage the blast-furnace in accord- 
ance with the routine of years; for he himself had ceased to 
bother about possible amcliorations, since he cared nothing 
for mere relative, transitory improvements now that be had 
begun to seek the radical change, the art of smelting by 
electrical means, which would revolutionise the wholo world 
of metallurgical industry. Indeed, it was often Sceurette who 
had to intervene and come to a decision on certain matters 
with Laroche, particularly when she know that her brother’s 
niind was busy with some important investigation, and she 
did not wish him to be disturbed by any outside matters. 
Now, however, Laroche’s sudden death had so thoroughly 
upset the usual well-regulated order of things, that Jordan, 
who deemed himself sufficiently rich, and had no ambition 
apart from his studies, would willingly have rid himself of 
the blast-furnace by at once opening negotiations with 
Delaveau, whose desires were known to him, had not 
Sceurette more prudently obtained from him a promise that 
he would in the first place consult Luc, in whom she placed 
great confidence. Thence had come the pressing call, 
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addressed to the young man which had brought him se 
suddenly to Beauclair. 

Luc had first met the Jordans, brother and sister, at the 
Boisgelins’ residence in Paris, in which city they had 
established themselves one winter in order to prosecute cer- 
tain studies successfully. Great sympathy had arisen 
between them, based, on Luc’s side, upon his great admira- 
tion for the brother, whose scientific talent transported him, 
and upon deep affection mingled with respect for the sister, 
who seemed to him like some divine personification of good- 
ness. He himself was then working with the celebrated 
chemist Bourdin, studying some iron ores overcharged with 
sulphur and phosphates which it was desired to turn to com- 
mercial use. And Sceurette recalled certain particulars that 
he had given her brother on this subject one evening which 
she well remembered. Now, for more than ten years the 
mine discovered by Aurélien Jordan on the plateau of the 
Bleuse Mountains had been abandoned, as in the veins 
reached by the workers sulphur and phosphorus prevailed to 
such a point that the ore no longer yielded enough metal to 
pay the cost of extraction. Thus the working of the galleries 

ad ceased, and the smeltery of La Crécherie was now fed by 
the Granval mines near Brias; a little railway line bringing 
the ore, which was of fairly good quality, as well as the coal 
of the neighbouring pits, to the charging platform of the 
furnace. But all this was very costly, and Scurette often 
thought of those chemica] methods, the employment of which, 
according to what Luc had said, might perhaps enable them 
to work their own mine afresh. And in her desire to consult 
the young man before her brother came to a positive decision, 
she felt too that she ought to know the real value of what 
would be ceded to Delaveau should a deed of sale indeed be 
arranged between La Crécherie and the Abyss. 

The Jordans were to arrive at six o'clock, after twelve 
hours’ travelling, and Luc went to wait for them at the 
railway station, driving thither in the carriage which was to 
bring them home. Jordan, short and puny, had a somewhat 
vague, long, and gentle face, with hair and beard of a faded 
brown. He alighted from the train wrapped in a long fur 
overcoat, although that fine September day was a warm one. 
With his keen, penetrating black eyes, in which all his vitality 
jane A have taken refuge, he was the first to perceive his 
riend Luc, 
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‘ Ah, my dear fellow!’ said he, ‘ how kind of you to have 
waited for us! You can’t have an idea of the catastrophe 
that took us away, that poor cousin of ours, dying lke that, 
all alone, yonder, and we having to go and bury him, when 
there’s nothing we hate so much as travelling. . . . Well, it’s 
all over now, and here we are.’ 

‘ ‘ And the health’s good and you are not over-tired ?’ asked 
uc. 

‘No, not too much. I was fortunately able to sleep.’ 

But Sceurette was in her turn coming up, after making sure 
that none of the travelling-rugs had been left inside the 
carriage. She was not pretty: like her brother she had a 
very slight figure, and was pale, complexionless, indeed insig- 
nificant after the fashion of a woman who is resigned to being 
a good housewife and nurse. And yet her tender smiles lent 
infinite charm to her face, whose only beauty dwelt in its 

assionate eyes, in the depths of which glowed all the craving 
or love which lurked within her, but of which she herself 
was as yet ignorant. Hitherto she had loved none except- 
ing her brother, and him she loved after the fashion of 
some cloistered maid, who for the sake of her Deity renounces 
the whole world. Before even speaking to Luc she called: 
‘Be careful, Martial—you ought to put on your scarf.’ 

Then, turning towards the young man, she showed herself 
charming, at once giving proof of the keen sympathy she felt 
for him: ‘How many apologies we owe you, Monsieur 
Froment! What can you have thought of us when you found 
us gone on your arrival! Have you been comfortable at all 
events, have you been properly cared for ?’ 

‘ Admirably—I’ve lived like a prince.’ 

‘Oh! you are jesting. Before I started I took good care 
to give all necessary orders so that you might lack nothing. 
But all the same I was absent and unable to watch; and you 
cannot imagine how vexed I felt at the idea of abandoning 
you like that in our poor empty house.’ 

They had got into the carriage, and the conversation con- 
tinued as they drove away. Luc fully reassured them at lasé 
by telling them that he had spent two very interesting days, 
of which he would give them full particulars lateron. When 
they reached La Orécherie, although the night was falling, 
Jordan looked eagerly around him, so delighted at returnin 
to his wonted life that he gave vent tocries of joy. It seemed 
to him as if he were coming back after an absence of several 
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weeks. How could one find any pleasure in roaming, said he, 
when all human happiness lay in the little nook where one 
thought, where one worked, freed by habit of the cares of life ? 
Whilst waiting for Surette to have the dinner served, Jordan 
washed himself in some warm water, and then insisted on 
taking Luc into his laboratory, for he himself was eager to 
return thither, saying with a light laugh that he should have 
no appetite for dinner if he did not first of all breathe the air 
of the room in which his life was spent. 

The laboratory was a very Jarge and lofty place, built of 
brick and iron, with broad bay-windows facing the greenery 
of the park. An immense table laden with apparatus was set 
in the centre, and all round the walls were appliances, machine 
tools, with models, rough drafts of plans, and electrical 
furnaces on a reduced scale in the corners. A system of 
cables and wires hanging overhead from end to end of the 
room brought the electrical motive force from the neighbouring 
shed and distributed it among the appliances, tools, and 
furnaces, in order that the necessary experiments might be 
made. And beside all this scientific severity was a warm and 
cosy retreat in front of one of the windows, a retreat with low 
bookcases and deep armchairs, the couch on which the brother 
dozed at appointed hours, and the little table at which the 
sister sat while watching over him or assisting him like a 
faithful secretary. 

Jordan touched a switch, and the whole room became 
radiant with a rush of electric light. 

‘So here I am!’ said he. ‘ Really now, I only feel all 
right when I’m at home. By the way, that misfortune which 
compelled me to absent myself happened just as 1 wasbecoming 

ssionately interested in a new experiment—I shall have to 
egin it again. But, mon Dicu! how well I feel!’ 

He continued laughing; colour had come to his cheeks, 
and he showed far more animation than usual. Leaning 
back on the couch in the attitude he usually assumed when 
yielding to thought, he compelled Luc also to sit down. 

‘I say, my good friend,’ he continued, ‘we have plenty of 
time—have we not ?—to talk of the matters which made me 
s0 desirous to see you that I ventured to summon you here. 
Besides, it is necessary that Sceurette should be present, for 
she is an excellent counsellor. So if you are agreeable we 
will wait till after dinner, we will have our chat at dessert. 
And meantime, how happy I feel at having you there in front 
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of me to tell you how Iam getting on with my studies! They 
don't progress very fast, but I work at them, and that’s the 
great thing, you know. It’s enough if one works two hours a 
ay.’ 

Then, this usually taciturn man went on chatting, recount- 
ing his experiments, which as s rule he confided to nobody, 
excepting the trees of his park, as he sometimes jestingly 
exclaimed. An electrical furnace being already devised, he 
had at first simply sought how it might be practically 
employed for the smelting of iron ore. In Switzerland, where 
the motive power derived from the torrents enabled one to 
perform certain work inexpensively, he had inspected furnaces 
which melted aluminium under excellent conditions. Why 
should it not be possible to treat iron in the same way? To 
solve the problem it was only necessary to apply the same 
principles to a given case. The blast-furnaces in use gave 
scarcely more than 1,600 degrees of heat,! whereas 2,000 were 
obtained with the electrical furnaces, a temperature which 
would produce immediate fusion of perfect regularity. And 
Jordan had without any difficulty planned such a furnace as 
he thought advisable, a simple cube of brickwork, some six 
feet long on each side, the bottom and crucible being of 
magnesia, the most refractory substance known. He had 
also calculated and determined the volume of the electrodes, 
two large cylinders of carbon, and his first real find consisted 
in discovering that he might borrow from them the carbon 
necessary to disoxygenate the ore, in such wise that the 
operation of smelting would be greatly simplified, for there 
would be but little slag. If the furnace were built, however, 
or at least roughed out, how was one to set it working and 
keep it working in a practical, constant manner, in accordance 
with industrial requirements ? 

‘There!’ said he, pointing to a model in a corner of the 
laboratory. ‘There is my electrical furnace. Doubtless it 
needs to be perfected ; it is defective in various respects, there 
are little difficulties which are not yet solved. Nevertheless, 
such as it is, it has given me some pigs of excellent cast iron, 
and I estimate that a battery of ten similar furnaces working 
for ten hours would do the work of three establishments like 
mine kept alight both by day and night. And what eas 
work it would be, without any cause for anxiety, work whic 


1 It may be presumed that M. Zola means centigrade degrees.— 
Trans, 
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children might direct by simply turning on switches. But I 
must confess that my pigs cost me as much money as if they 
were silver ingots. And so the problem is plain enough: 
my furnace, so far, is only a laboratory toy, and will only 
exist with respect to industrial enterprise when I am able to 
feed it with an abundance of electricity at a sufficiently low 
cost to render the smelting of iron ore remunerative.’ 

Then he explained that for the last six months he had left 
his furnace on one side to devote himself entirely to studying 
the transport of electrical force. Might not economy already 
be realised by burning coal at the mouth of the pit it came 
from, and by transmitting electrical force by cables to the 
distant factories requiring it? That again was a problem 
which many scientists had been endeavouring to solve for 
several years, and unfortunately they all found themselves 
confronted by a considerable loss of force during transit. 

‘Some more experiments have just been made,’ said Luc 
with an incredulous air. ‘I really think that there is no 
means of preventing loss.’ 

Jordan smiled with that gentle obstinacy, that invincible 
faith which he brought into his investigations during the 
months and months which he at times expended over them 
before arriving at the slightest grain of truth. 

‘One must think nothing before one is quite certain,’ said 
he. ‘I have already secured some good results; and some day 
electrical force will be stored up, canalised, and directed hither 
and thither without any loss at all. If twenty years’ search- 
ing is necessary, well I'll give twenty years. It’s all very 
simple: one sets to work anew every morning, one begins 
afresh until one finds—whatever should I myself do if I did 
not begin again and again ?’ 

He said this with such naive grandeur that Luc felt moved 
as by a deed of heroism. And he looked at Jordan, so slight, 
so puny of build, ever in poor health, coughing, pain-racked 
under his scarves and shawls, in that vast laboratory littered 
with gigantic appliances, traversed by wires charged with 
lightning, and filled more and more each day by colossal 
labour—the labour of a little insignificant being who went to 
and fro, striving, battling to desperation, like an insect lost 
amidst the dust of the ground. Where was it that he found 
not only intellectual energy but also sufficient physical vigour 
to undertake and carry through so many mighty tasks, for 
the accomplishment of which the lives of several strong, 
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healthy men seemed to be necessary? He could hardly trot 
about, he could scarcely breathe, and yet he raised a very world 
with his little hands, weak though they were, like those of a 
sickly child. 

However, Smurette now made her appearance, and gaily 
exclaimed: ‘What! aren’t you coming to dinner? I shall 
lock up the laboratory, my dear Martial, if you won’t be 
reasonable.’ 

The dining-room, like the salon—two rather small apart- 
ments as warm and as cosy as nests, in which one detected 
the watchful care of a woman’s heart—overlooked a vast 
stretch of greenery, ® panorama of meadows and ploughed 
fields spreading to the dim distant horizon of La Roumagne. 
But at that hour of night, although the weather was so mild, 
the curtains were drawn. Luc now again noticed what 
minute attentions the sister lavished on the brother. He, 
Martial, followed quite an intricate regimen, having his 
special dishes, his special bread, and even his special water, 
which was slightly warmed in order to ‘ take the chill off it.’ 
He ate like a bird, rose and went to bed early, like the 
chickens, who are sensible creatures; then during the day 
caine short walks and rests between the hours that he gave 
to work. To those who expressed astonishment at the 
prodigious amount of work that he accomplished, and who 
thought him a terrible labourer, toiling from morning till 
night and showing himself no mercy, he replied that he 
worked scarcely three hours a day, two in the morning and 
one in the afternoon. And even in the morning a spell of 
recreation came between the two hours that he gave to work; 
for he could not fix his attention upon a subject for more 
than one hour at a stretch without experiencing vertigo, 
without feeling as if his brain were emptying. Never had 
he been able to toil for a longer time, and his value rested 
solely in his will-power, his tenacity, the passion that he 
imported into the work which he undertook, and with which 
he persevered, on and on, in all intellectual bravery, even if 
years went by before he brought it to a head. 

Luc now at last discovered an answer to that question 
which he had so often asked himself: wherever did Jordan, 
who was so slight and weak, find the strength requisite for 
his mighty tasks? He found it solely in method, in the 
careful, well-reasoned employment of all his means, however 
slight they might be. He even made use of his weaknegs, 
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using it as a weapon which prevented him from being 
disturbed by outsiders. But above all else, he was ever 
intent on one and the same thing, the work he had in hand. 
To that work he gave every minute at his disposal, without 
ever yielding to discouragement or lassitude, but sustained by 
the unfailing desperate faith which raises mountains. Is it 
known what a mass of work one may pile up when one works 
only two hours a day on some useful and decisive task, which 
is never interrupted by idleness or fancy ? Such work is like 
the grain of wheat which, accumulating, fills the sack, or like 
the ever-falling drop of water which causes the river to over- 
flow. Stone by stone, the edifice rises, the monument grows, 
until it o’ertops the mountains. And it was thus, by a 
prodigy of method and personal adaptation, that this sickly 
little man, wrapped in rugs and drinking his water warm for 
fear lest he should catch cold, accomplished work of the 
mightiest kind, and this although he gave to it only the few 
hours of intellectual health that he succeeded in wresting 
from his physical weakness. 

The dinner proved a very fricndly and cheerful repast. 
The household service was entirely in the hands of women, 
for Sceurette found men too noisy and rough for her brother. 
The coachman and groom simply procured assistants on 
certain occasions when some very heavy work had to be done. 
And the servant-girls, all carefully selected, pleasant-looking, 
gentle and skilful, contributed to the happy quiescence of 
that cosy dwelling, where only a few intimates were received. 
That evening, for the return of the master and mistress, the 
dinner consisted of some clear soup, a barbel from the 
Mionne with melted butter, a roast fowl] and some salad—al] 
very simple dishes. 

‘So you have really not felt over-bored since Saturday ? ’ 
Sceurette inquired of Luc when they were all three seated at 
the table. 

‘No, I assure you,’ the young man answered, ‘And 
besides, you have no notion how fully my time has been 
occupied.’ 

hen he first of all recounted his Saturday evening, the 
covert state of rebellion in which he had found Beauclair, the 
theft of a loaf by Nanet, the arrest of Lange, and his visit to 
Bonnaire, the victim of the strike. But by a strange scruple, 
at which he afterwards felt astonished, he virtually skipped 
his meeting with Josine, and did not mention her by name. 
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* Poor folks!’ exclaimed Sceurette compassionately. ‘ That 
frightful strike reduced them to bread and water, and even 
those who had bread were lucky. What can one do? How 
can one help them? Alms give but the slightest relief, and 
you don’t know how distressed I have been during the last 
two months, at feeling that we, the rich and happy, are so 
utterly powerless.’ 

She was a humanitarian, a pupil of her grandfather 
Dr. Michon, the old Fourierist and Saint-Simonian, who when 
she was quite little had taken her on his knees to tell her 
some fine stories of his own invention, stories of phalansteries 
established on blissful islands, of cities where men had found 
the fulfilment of all their dreams of happiness amidst eternal 
springtide. 

‘What can be done? What can be done?’ she repeated 
dolorously, with her beautiful, soft, compassionate eyes fixed 
upon Luc. ‘Something ought to be done, surely.’ 

Then Luc, emotion gaining on him, raised a heartfelt cry. 
‘Ah! yes, it’s high time, one must act.’ 

But Jordan wagged his head; he, immersed in the 
cloistered life of a scientist, never occupied himself with 
politics. He held them in contempt, and unjustly—for after 
all it is necessary that men should watch over the manner in 
which they are governed. He, however, living amidst the 
absolute, regarded passing events, the accidents of the day, as 
mere jolts on the road, and consequently of no account. 
According to him it was science alone which led mankind to 
truth, justice, and final happiness, that perfect city of the 
future towards which the nations plod on so slowly, and with 
£0 much anguish. Of what use, therefore, was it to worry about 
allthe rest? Was it not sufficient that science should advance ? 
For it advanced in spite of everything—each of its conquests 
was definitive. And whatever might be the catastrophes of the 
journey, at the end there rose the victory of life, the accom- 
plishment of the destiny of mankind. Thus, though he was 
very gentle and tender-hearted like his sister, he closed his 
ears to the contemporary battle, and shut himself up in his 
laboratory, where, as he expressed it, he manufactured happi- 
ness for to-morrow. 

‘Act?’ he declared in his turn. ‘Thought is an act, and 
the most fruitful of all acts in influence upon the world. Do 
we even know what seeds are ees, now? The 
sufferings of all those poor wretches are very distressing, but 


118 WORK 


I do not allow myself to be disturbed by them, for the harvest 
will come in its due season.’ 

Luc, feverish and disturbed as he himself felt, did not 
insist on the point, but went on to relate how he had spent 
his Sunday, his invitation to La Guerdache, the lunch there, 
the people he had met at table, and what had been done and 
what had been said. But whilst he spoke he could see that 
the brother and sister were becoming cold, as if they took no 
interest in all those folks. 

‘We seldom see the Boisgelins now that they are living 
at Beauclair,’ Jordan exclaimed, with his quiet frankness. 
‘They showed themselves very amiable in Paris, but here we 
lead such a retired life that all intercourse has gradually 
ceased. Besides, it must be acknowledged that our ideas and 
our habits are very different from theirs. As for Delaveau, he 
is an intelligent and active fellow, absorbed in his business 
asIlam in mine. And I must add that the fine society of 
Beauclair terrifies me to such a point that I keep my door 
closed to it, delighted at its indignation and at remaining 
alone like some dangerous madman.’ 

Sceurette began to langh. ‘Martial exaggerates a little,’ 
maid she. ‘I receive Abbé Marle, who is a worthy man, as 
well as Doctor Novarre and Hermeline the schoolmaster, 
whose conversation interests me. And if it is true that we 
remain simply on a footing of courtesy with La Guerdache, I 
none the less retain sincere friendship for Madame Boisgelin, 
who is so good, so charming.’ 

Jordan, who liked to tease his sister at times, thereupon 
exclaimed: ‘Why don’t you say at once that it is I who 
compel you to flee the world, and that if I were not here you 
would throw the doors wide open!’ 

‘Why, of course!’ she answered gaily, ‘ the house is such 
48 you desire it to be. But if you wish it Iam quite willing 
to give a great ball, and invite Sub-Prefect Chatelard, Mayor 
Gourier, Judge Gaume, Captain Jollivet, and the Mazelles and 
the Boisgelins and the Delaveaus. You shall open the ball 
with Madame Mazelle! ’ 

They went on jesting, for they felt very happy that 
evening, both on account of their return to their nest and of 
Luc’s presence beside them. At last, when the dessert was 
served, they proceeded to deal with the great question. The 
two silent servant-girls had gone off in their light felt slippers, 
which rendered their footsteps inaudible; and the quiet 
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dining-room seemed full of the charm of affectionate intimacy, 
when hearts and minds can be opened in all freedom. 

‘So this, my friend,’ said Jordan, ‘is what I ask of your 
friendship. I wish you to study the question, and tell me 
what you yourself would do if you were in my place.’ 

He recapitulated the whole business, and explained how 
he himself regarded it. He would long since have rid himself 
of the blast-furnace if it had not, so to say, continued work- 
ing of its own accord in the jog-trot manner regulated by 
routine. The profits remained sutiicient, but holding himself 
to be rich enough he did not take them into account. And 
on the other hand, had he been minded to increase them, 
double or treble them as ambition might dictate, it would 
have been necessary to renew a part of the plant, improve 
the systems employed, and in a word devote oneself to them 
entirely. That was a thing which he could not and would 
not do, the more particularly as those ancient blast-furnaces, 
whose methods to him seemed so childish and barbarous, 
possessed no interest for him, and could be of no help in the 
experiments of electrical smelting in which he was now 
passionately absorbed. So he let the furnace go, occupied 
himself with it as little as possible, whilst awaiting an oppor- 
tunity to get rid of it altogether. 

‘You understand, my friend, don’t you?’ he said to Lue. 
‘And now, you see, all at once old Laroche dies, and the 
whole management and all its worries fall on my shoulders 
again. You can’t imagine what a lot of things ought to be 
done—a man’s lifetime would scarcely suffice if one wished to 
deal with the matter seriously. For my part nothing in the 
world would induce me to relinquish my studies, my investi- 
gations. The best course, therefore, is to sell, and I am 
virtually ready todo so; still, first of all, I should much like 
to have your opinion.’ 

- Luc understood Jordan’s views, and thought them reason- 
able. 

‘No doubt,’ he answered, ‘you cannot change your work 
and habits, your whole life. You yourself and the world 
would both lose too much by it. But at the same time I 
think you might give the matter a little more thought, for 
perbaps there are other solutions possible. Besides, in order 
to sell you must find a purchaser.’ 

‘Oh! I have a purchaser,’ Jordan resumed. ‘ Delaveau 
has long desired to annex the blast-furnace of La Crécherie 
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to the steel-works of the Abyss. He has sounded me already, 
and I have only to make a sign.’ 

Luc had started on hearing Delaveau’s name, for he now 
at last understood why the latter had shown himself so anxious 
and so pressing in his inquiries. And as his host, who had 
noticed his gesture, inquired if he had anything to say against 
the manager of the Abyss, he responded, ‘ No, no, I think as 
you yourself do, that he is an active and intelligent man.’ 

‘That is the very point,’ continued Jordan; ‘ the business 
would be in the hands of an expert. It would be necessary, 
I think, to come to certain arrangements, such as agreeing to 
payments at long intervals, for Boisgelin has no capital at 
liberty. But that doesn’t matter. I can wait, a guarantee 
on the Abyss would suffice me.’ Then looking Luc full in 
the face, he concluded: ‘Come, do you advise me to finish 
with the matter, and treat with Delaveau?’ 

The young man did not immediately reply. A feeling of 
uneasiness and repugnance was rising within him. What 
could it be? Why should he experience such indignation, 
such anger with himself, as if, by advising his friend to hand 
the blast-furnace over to that man Delaveau, he would be 
committing some bad action which would for ever leave him 
full of remorse? He could find no good reason for advising 
any other course. Thus he at last replied: ‘ All that you 
have said to me is certainly very reasonable, and I cannot 
do otherwise than approve of your views. And yet you 
might do well in giving the matter a little more thought.’ 

Sceurette had hitherto listened very attentively, without 
intervening. She seemed to share Luc’s covert uneasiness, 
and now and again glanced at him anxiously, whilst waiting 
for his decision. 

‘The smeltery is not alone in question,’ she at last ex- 
claimed; ‘there is also the mine, all that rocky land which 
cannot be separated from the furnace, so it seems to me.’ 

But her brother, eager to get rid of the whole affair, made 
an impatient gesture, saying: ‘Delaveau shall take the land 
as well, if he desires it. What can we do withit? A mass 
of peeling calcined rock, amongst which the very nettles refuse 
togrow! It has no value whatever nowadays, since the mine 
can no longer be worked.’ 

‘Isit quite certain that it can nolonger be worked ?’ insisted 
Seurette. ‘I remember, Monsieur Froment, that you told us 
one evening in Paris that the ironmasters in Eastern France 
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had managed to make use of most defective ore by subjeeting 
it to some chemical treatment. Why has that process never 
been tried here?’ 

Jordan raised his arms towards the ceiling in a fit of de- 
spair. ‘Why? why, mydear?’ hecried. ‘ Because Laroche 
was deficient in all initiative; because I myself have never 
had time to attend to the matter; because things worked in 
a certain way and could not be got to work otherwise. If 
I’m selling the property it’s precisely because I don't want to 
hear it mentioned again, for it is radically impossible for me to 
direct the business, and the mere thought of it makes me ill.’ 

He had risen, and his sister seeing him so agitated, re- 
mained silent for fear lest in provoking a dispute she micht 
throw him into a fever. 

‘There are moments,’ he continued, ‘ when I think of 
sending for Delaveau so that he may take everything whether 
he pays or not. Jam not hard up for money. It’s like those 
electrical furnaces which so greatly impassion me; I have 
never once thought of employing them myself and of coining 
money with them, for as soon as I solve all the difficulties 
in my way, I shall give my invention to everybody, so as to 
help on universal prosperity and happiness.... Well then, 
it ig understood. As our friend considers my planto be a 
reasonable one, we will study the conditions of sale together 
to-morrow, and then I'll finish everything.’ 

Luc made no response; a feeling of repugnance still 
ossessed him, and he did not wish to pledge himself too far. 
ut Jordan became yet more excited, and ended by suggesting 

that they should go up to see the furnace, the more especially 
as he wished to ascertain how things had gone there during 
his three days’ absence. 

‘Iam not without anxiety,’ said he. ‘ Although Laroche 
has been dead a week I have not replaced him—TI have let my 
master-smelter, Morfain, direct the work. He is a capital 
fellow! He was born up yonder, and grew up amidst the 
fires! Nevertheless the responsibility is heavy for a mere 
workman such as he is.’ 

Scurette, alarmed by her brother’s suggestion, intervened 
srockaran ie ‘Oh, Martial!’ she cried, ‘ you have only just 
come back from a long journey, and yet, tired as you must be, 
you want to go out again at ten o’clock at night.’ 

Jordan thereupon became very gentle again, and kissed 
her. ‘ Don’t worry, little one,’ said he ; ‘ you know that I never 
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attempt more than I feel Ican do. I assure you thatI shall 
sleep the better after making certain that things are all right. 
It is not a cold night, and, besides, I will put on my fur coat.’ 

Sceurette herself fastened a thickscarf about his neck, and 
accompanied him and Luc down the steps in order to make 
sure that the night was really mild. It was indeed a delight- 
ful one, the trees, the rivulets, and the fields all slumbered 
beneath the heavens, which spread out like a canopy of dark 
velvet spangled with stars. 

‘I am confiding him to your care, Monsieur Froment,’ 
said Sceurette, referring to her brother. ‘Do not let him 
remain out late.’ 

The two men at once began to climb a narrow stairway 
which was cut out in the rocks behind the house, and 
ascended to the stony landing whereon the furnace stood, 
halfway up the huge ridge of the Bleuse Mountains. It was 
a labyrinthine stairway of infinite charm, winding between 
pines and climbing plants. At each bend, on raising one’s 
head, one perceived the black pile of the smeltery standing 
forth more and more plainly against the blue night-sky, the 
strange silhouettes of various mechanical adjuncts showing 
forth fantastically around the central pile. 

Jordan went up the first with light short steps, and as he 
was at last reaching the landing he paused before a pile of 
rocks among which a little light gleamed like a star. 

‘Wait a minute,’ he said, ‘I want to make sure whether 
Morfain is at home or not.’ 

‘ Where, at home?’ asked Luc in astonishment. 

‘Why here, in these old grottoes, which he has turned 
into a kind of dwelling-place, to which he clings most 
obstinately with his son and daughter, in spite of all the 
offers that I have made of providing him with a little house.’ 

All along the gorge of Brias quite a number of poor 
people dwelt in similar cavities. Morfain for his part 
remained there from taste, for there forty years previously he 
had first seen the light; and, moreover, he was thus close 
beside his work, that furnace which was at once his life, his 
prison, and his empire. Moreover, if he had chosen a pre- 
historic dwelling, he had behaved like a civilised man of the 
caves, closing both sides of his grotto with a substantial wall 
and providing a stout door and some windows fitted with 
little panes of glass. Inside, there were three rooms, the 
bedroom shared by the father and the son, the daughter's 
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bedroom, and the common room, which served at once as 
kitchen, dining-room, and workshop. Andall three chambers 
were very clean, with their walls and their vaulted roof of 
stone, and their substantial, if roughly hewn, furniture. 

As Jordan had said, the Morfains from father to son had 
been master-smelters at La Crécherie. The grandfather had 
helped to found the establishment, and after an uninterrupted 
family reign of more than eighty years the grandson now kept 
watch over the tappings. Like some indisputable title of 
nobility the hereditary character of his calling filled Morfain 
with pride. His wife had now been dead four years, leaving 
him a son then sixteen, and a daughter then fourteen years 
of age. The lad had immediately begun to work at the fur- 
nace, and the girl had taken care of the two men, cooking 
their meals, sweeping and cleaning the dwelling-place like a 
good housewife. In this wise had the days gone by; the 
girl was now eighteen and the lad twenty, and the father 
quietly watched his race continuing pending the time when 
he might hand over the furnace to his son, even as his father 
had transmitted it to him. 

‘Ah! so you are here, Morfain,’ said Jordan, when he 
had pushed open the door, which was merely closed by a 
latch. ‘I have just returned home, and I wanted to know 
how things were getting on.’ 

Within the rocky cavity, lighted by a small and smoky 
lamp, the father and son sat at table eating some soup—a 
mess of broth and vegetables—-before starting on their night's 
work, whilst the daughter stood in the rear, serving them. 
And their huge shadows seemed to fill the place, which was 
very solemn and silent. At last in a gruff voice Morfain 
slowly answered, ‘ We’ve had a bad business, Monsieur Jor- 
dan, but I hope that things will be quiet now.’ 

He rose to his feet, as did his son, and stood there between 
the lad and the girl, all three of them strongly built and of 
such lofty stature that their heads almost touched the rough 
smoky stone vault, which served as a ceiling to the room. 
One might have taken them for three apparitions of the 
vanished ages, some family of mighty toilers whose long 
efforts throughout the centuries had subjugated nature. 

Luc gazed with amazement at Morfain, a veritable 
colossus, one of the Vulcans of old by whom fire was first 
conquered. He had an enormous head, with a broad face, 
ravined and scorched by the flames. His brow was a bossy 
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one, his eyes glowed like live coals, his nose showed like an 
eagle’s beak between his cheeks, which looked as if they had 
been ravaged by some flow of lava. And his swollen, twisted 
mouth was of a tawny redness like that of a burn; while his 
hands had the colour and the strength of pincers of old steel. 

Then Luc glanced at the son, Petit-Da,! as he was called, 
this nickname having been given him because in childhood 
he had been accustomed to pronounce certain words badly, 
and, further, had one day narrowly missed losing his little 
fingers in some ‘pig’ which was scarcely cold. He again 
was @ colossus, almost as huge as his father, whose square 
face, imperious nose, and flaming eyes he had inherited. But 
he had been less hardened, less marked by fire; and, besides, 
he could read, and his features were softened and brightened 
by dawning powers of thought. 

inally Luc gazed at the daughter, Ma-Bleue, as her 
father had ever lovingly called her, so blue indeed were her 
great eyes, the eyes of a fair-haired goddess, lightly and 
infinitely blue, and so large that in all her face one was 
conscious of nothing ejse save that celestial blueness. She 
was a goddess of lofty stature, of simple yet magnificent 
comeliness, the most beautiful, the most taciturn, the wildest 
creature of the region, yet one who in her wildness dreamt, 
read books, and saw from afar off the approach of things that 
her father had never seen, and the unconfessed expectation of 
which made her quiver. Luc marvelled at the sight of those 
three creatures of heroic build, that family in which he de- 
tected all the long overpowering labour of mankind on its 
onward march, all the pride begotten of painful effort incess- 
antly renewed, all the ancient nobility that springs from 
deadly toil. 

But Jordan had become anxious. ‘A bad business, 
Morfain !’ said he, ‘ how was that?’ 

‘Yes, Monsieur Jordan, one of the twyers got stopped up. 
For two days I fancied that we were going to have a mis- 
fortune, and I didn’t sleep for thought of it. It grieved me 
s0 much that a thing like that should happen to me just 
when you were away. It’s bost to go and see if you've the 
time. We shall be “running ” by-and-by.’ 

The two men finished their soup standing, hastily 
swallowing large spoonfuls of it whilst the girl already began 


* The meaning ig ‘Little Dolt,’ ‘Da’ being a contraction of 
‘ Dadais.’— Trans. 
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to wipe the table. They rarely spoke together, a gesture or a 
glance sufficed for them to understand each other. Neverthe- 
less the father, affectionately softening his gruff voice, said to 
Ma-Bleue: ‘You can put out the light, you need not wait 
for us, we shall have a rest up above.’ 

Then whilst Morfain and Petit-Da went off in front, 
accompanying Jordan, Luc, who was in the rear, glanced 
round, and on the threshold of that barbarian home he per- 
ceived Ma-Bleue, standing erect, tall and superb, like some 
amorosa of the ancient days, whilst her large azure eyes 
wandered dreamily far away into the clear night. 

The black pile of the furnace soon arose before the young 
man’s view. It was of a very ancient pattern, heavy and 
squat, not more than fifty feet in height. But by degrees 
various improvements had been added, new organs, as it were, 
which had ended by forming a little village around it. The 
running hall, floored with fine sand, looked light and elegant 
with its iron framework roofed with tiles. Then on the left, 
inside a large glazed shed, was the blast apparatus with its 
steam engine; whilst on the right rose the two groups of 
lofty cylinders, those in which the combustible gases became 
purified, and those in which they served to warm the blast 
from the engine, in order that it might reach the furnace 
burning hot, and in this wise hasten combustion. And there 
were also a number of water-tanks and a whole system of 
piping, which kept moisture ever trickling down the sides of 
the brick walls in order to cool them and diminish the wear 
and tear of the awful fire raging within. Thus the monster 
virtually disappeared beneath the intricate medley of its 
adjuncts, & conglomeration of buildings, a bristling of iron 
tanks, an entanglement of big metal pipes, the whole forming 
an extraordinary jumble which, at night-time especially, 
displayed the most barbarous, fantastic silhouettes. Above, 
beside the rock one perceived the bridge which brought the 
trucks laden with ore and fuel to the level of the mouth of 
the furnace. Below, the kieve reared its black cone, and then 
from the belly downward a powerful metal armature sustained 
the brickwork which supported the water conduits and the 
four twyers. Finally, at the bottom there was but the 
crucible, with its taphole closed with a bung of refractory 
clay. But what a gigantic beast the whole made, a beast of 
disquieting, bewildering shape, which devoured stones and 
gave out metal in fusion. 
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Moreover, was there scarcely a sound, scarcely a light. 
That mighty digestion apparently preferred silence and gloom. 
One could only hear the faint trickling of the water running 
down the sides of the bricks, and the ceaseless distant rumbling 
of the blast apparatus in the engine-shed. And the only 
lights were those of three or four lanterns gleaming amidst 
the darkness, which the shadows of the huge buildings 
rendered the more dense. Moreover, only a few pale figures 
were seen flitting about, the eight smelters of the night-shift, 
who wandered hither and thither whilst waiting for the next 
‘run.’ On the platform of the mouth of the furnace up above 
one could not even discern the men who, silently obeying the 
signals sent them from below, poured into the furnace the 
requisite charges of ore and fuel. And there was not a cry, 
not a flash of light; it was all dim, mute labour, something 
mighty and savage accomplished in the gloom. 

Jordan, however, moved by the bad news given him, had 
reverted to his dream ; and pointing to the pile of buildings, 
he said to Luc, who had now joined him: ‘ You see it, my 
friend ; now am I not right in wishing to do away with all 
that, in wishing to replace such a cumbersome monster, which 
entails such painful toil, by my battery of electrical furnaces, 
which would be so clean, so simple, so easily managed ? 
Since the day when the first men dug a hole in the ground 
to melt ore by mingling it with branches which they 
set alight, there has really been little change in the methods 
employed. They are still childish and primitive. Our blast- 
furnaces are mere adaptations of the prehistoric pits, changed 
into hollow columns and enlarged according to requirements. 
And one continues throwing in the ore and the combustible 
pell mell, and burning them together. One might take such 
a furnace to be some infernal animal, down whose throat one 
is for ever pouring food compounded of coal and oxide of iron, 
which the beast digests amidst a hurricane of fire, and which 
if gives out down below in the form of fused metal, whilst 
the gases, the dust, the slag of every kind goes off elsewhere. 
And observe that the whole operation rests in the slow 
descent of the digested substances, in total absolute digestion, 
for the object of all the improvements hitherto effected has 
been to facilitate it. Formerly there was no blast, no 
blowing apparatus, and fusion was therefore slower and 
more defective. Then cold air was employed, and next it 
was perceived that a better result was obtained by heating 
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the air. At last came the idea of heating that air by 
borrowing from the furnace itself the gases which had 
formerly burnt at its mouth in a plume of flames. And in 
this wise many external organs have been added to our blast- 
furnaces, but in spite of every improvement, in spite of their 
huge proportions, they have remained childish, and have even 
grown more and more delicate, liable to frequent accidents. 
Ah! you can’t imagine the illnesses which fall upon such a 
monster. There is no puny, sickly little child in the whole 
world whose daily digestion gives as much anxiety to his 
parents as a monster like this gives to those in charge of it. 
Day and night incessantly two shifts, each of six loaders up 
above and eight smelters down below, with foremen, an 
engineer, and so forth, are on the spot, busy with the food 
supplied to the beast, and the output it yields; and at the 
slightest disturbance, if the metal run out should not be 
satisfactory, everybody is in a state of alarm. For five 
years now this furnace has been alight; never for a single 
minute has the internal fire ceased to perform its work; and 
it may burn another five years in the same way before it is 
extinguished to allow of repairs being made. And if those 
in charge tremble and watch so carefully over the work, it 
is because there is the everlasting possibility that the fire 
may go out of itself, through some accident of unforeseen 
gravity in the monster’s bowels. And to go out, to become 
extinguished, means death. Ah! those little electrical 
furnaces of mine, which lads might work, they won't disturb 
anybody’s rest at nights, and they will be so healthy, and so 
active and so docile!’ 

Luce could not help laughing, amused by the loving passion 
which entered into Jordan’s scientific researches. However, 
they had now been joined by Morfain and Petit-Da, and the 
former, under the pale gleam of a lantern, pointed to one of 
the four pipes which, at a height of nine or ten feet, penetrated 
the monster’s flanks. 

‘There! it was that twyer which got stopped up, 
Monsieur Jordan,’ he said, ‘and unfortunately I had gone 
home to bed, so that I only noticed what was the matter the 
next day. Asthe blast did not penetrate a chill occurred, 
and a quantity of matter got together and hardened. Nothing 
more went down, but I only became aware of the trouble at 
the moment of tapping, on seeing the slag come out in a 
thick pulp which was already black. And you can under- 
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stand my fright ; for 1 remembered our misfortune ten years 
ago, when one had to demolish a part of the furnace after a 
similar occurrence.’ 

Never before had Morfain spoken so many words at @ 
stretch. His voice trembled as he recalled the former 
accident, forno more terrible illness can fall on the monster 
than one of those chills which solidify the ore and convert it 
into so much rock. The result is deadly when one is unable 
to relight the brasier. By degrees the whole mass becomes 
chilled and adheres to the furnace; and then there is nothing 
else to be done but to demolish the pile, raze it to the ground, 
like some old tower chokeful of stones. 

‘And what did you do?’ Jordan inquired. 

Morfain did not immediately answer. He had ended by 
loving that monster whose flow of glowing lava had scorched 
his face for more than thirty years. It was like a giant, a 
master, a god of fire which he adored, bending beneath the 
rade tyranny of the worship that had been forced upon him 
the moment he reached man’s estate as his sole means of 
procuring daiiy bread. We scarcely knew how to read, he 
had not been touched by the new spirit which was abroad, he 
experienced no feelings of rebellion, but cheerfully accepted 
his life of hard servitude, vain of his strong arms, his hourly 
battles with the flames, his fidelity to that crouching colossus 
over whose digestion he watched without ever a thought 
of going out on strike. And his barbarous and terrible 
god had become his passion; his faith in that divinity was 
instinet with secret tenderness, and he still quivered with 
anxiety at the thought of the dangerous attack from which 
he had saved his idol, thanks to extraordinary efforts of 
devotion. 

‘What I did!’ he at last responded. ‘ Well, I began by 
trebling the charges of coal, and then I tried to clear the 
twyer by working the blast apparatus as I had sometimes 
seen Monsieur Laroche do. But the attack was already too 
serious, and we had to disjoint the twyer and attack the 
stoppage with bars. Ah! it wasn’t an easy job, and 
we lost some of our strength in doing it. All the same, we 
at last got the air to pass, and I was better pleased when, 
among the slag this morning, I found some remnants of ore, 
for I realised that the matter which had set had got broken 
ap again and carried away. Everything is once more well 

ght now, and we shall be doing good work again. Besides 
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it be soon be easy to see how things are; the next run will 
tell us.’ 

Although he was well-nigh exhausted by such a long 
discourse, he added in a lower voice: ‘I really believe, 
Monsieur Jordan, that I should have gone up above and 
flung myself into the mouth if I had not had better news to 
give you this evening. I’m only a workman, a smelter, in 
whom you've had confidence, giving me a gentleman’s post, 
an engineer’s post. And just fancy me letting the furnace 
go out and telling you on your return home that it was dead! 
Ah! no, indeed, I’d have died too! I haven’t been to bed 
for two nights now; I’ve kept watch here, like I did beside 
my poor wife when I lost her. And at present, I may admit it, 
the soup which you found me eating was the first food I had 
tasted for forty-eight hours, for I couldn’t eat before, my own 
stomach seemed to be stopped up like the furnace’s. I don’t 
want to apologise, but simply to let you know how happy I feel 
at not having failed in the confidence you put in me.’ 

That big fellow, hardened by perpetual fire, whose limbs 
were like steel, almost wept as he spoke those words, and 
Jordan pressed his hands affectionately, saying: ‘I know how 
valiant you are, my good Morfain ; I know that if a disaster 
had happened you would have fought on to the very end.’ 

Meantime Petit-Da had stood listening in the gloom, inter- 
vening neither by word nor gesture. He only moved when 
his father gave him an order respecting the tapping. Jvery 
four-and-twenty hours the metal was run out five times, at 
intervals of nearly five hours. The charge, which might be 
eighty tons a day, was at that moment reduced to about fifty, 
which would give runs of ten tons each. By the faint light 
of the lanterns the needful arrangements were made in 
silence; channels and panels for casting were prepared in the 
fine sand of the large hall; and then before running out the 
metal the only thing remaining to be done was to get rid of 
the slag. Thus the shadowy forms of workmen were seen 
passing slowly, busily engaged in operations which could be 
only dimly distinguished, whilst amidst the heavy silence 
which prevailed within the squatting idol, one still heard 
nothing save the trickling of the drops of water which were 
coursing down its sides. 

‘Monsieur Jordan,’ Morfain inquired, ‘ would you like to 
see the slag run out ?’ 

Jordan and Luc followed him, and a few steps brought 
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them to a hillock formed of an accumulation of waste. The 
aperture was on the right-hand side of the furnace, and the 
slag was already pouring out in a flood of sparkling dross, as 
if the cauldron of fusing metal were being skimmed. The 
matter was like thick pulp, sun-hued lava, flowing slowly 
along and falling into waggonets of sheet iron, where it at 
once became dim. 

‘The colour’s good, you see, Monsieur Jordan,’ resumed 
Morfain gaily. ‘Oh! we are out of trouble, that’s sure. 
You'll see, you'll see.’ 

Then he brought them back to the running-hall in front 
of the furnace, whose vague dimness was so faintly illumined 
by the lanterns. Petit-Da, with one lunge of his strong young 
arms, had just thrust a bar into the bung of refractory clay 
which closed the tap-hole, and now the eight men of the 
night shift were rhythmically ramming the bar in further. 
Their black figures could scarcely be discerned, and one only 
heard the dull blows of the rammer. Then, all at once, a 
dazzling star, as it were, appeared, a small peep-hole through 
which showed the inner fire. But as yet there was only a faint 
trickling of the liquid metal, and Petit-Da had to take another 
bar, thrust it in, and turn it round and round with herculean 
efforts in order to enlarge the aperture. Then came the 
débdcle, the flood rushed out tumultuously, a river of fusing 
metal rolled along the channel in the sand, and then spread 
out, filling the moulds, and forming blazing pools, whose glow 
and heat quite scorched the eyes of the beholders. And from 
that channel and those sheets of fire rose a crop of sparks, blue 
sparks, of delicate ethereality, and fusees of gold, delightfully 
refined, a florescence of cornflowers, as it were, amidst a growth 
of wheat-ears. Whenever any obstacle of damp sand was 
encountered both the sparks and the fusees increased in 
number, and rose to a great height in a bouquet of splendour. 
And all at once, as if some miraculous sun had risen, an 
intense dawn burst over everything, casting a great glare 
upon the furnace, and throwing a glow as of sunshine upward 
to the roof of the hall, whose every girder and joist showed 
forth distinctly. The neighbouring buildings, the monster’s 
various organs, sprang out of the darkness, together with the 
men of the night-shift, hitherto so phantom-like and now so 
real, outlined with an energy and splendour never to be 
forgotten, as if, obscure heroes of toil that they were, they 
suddenly found themselves enveloped by a nimbus of glory. 
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And the great glow spread to all the surroundings, conjured 
the huge ridge of the Bleuse Mountains out of the darkness, 
threw reflections even upon the sleeping roofs of Beauclair, 
and died away at last in the distance far over the great plain 
of La Roumagne. 

‘It is superb,’ said Jordan, studying the quality of the 
metal by the colour and limpidity of the flow. 

Morfain took his triumph modestly. ‘ Yes, yes, Monsieur 
Jordan,’ said he, ‘it’s good work, such as we ought to turn 
out. All the same, I’m glad you came to have a look. You 
won’t feel anxious now.’ 

Luc also was taking an interest in the proceedings. So 
great was the heat that he felt his skin tingling through his 
clothes. Little by little all the moulds had been filled, and 
the sandy hall was now changed into an incandescent sea. 
And when the ten tons of liquid metal had all poured forth, a 
final tempest, a huge rush of flames and sparks, came from 
the cavity. The blowing-apparatus was emptying the 
crucible, the blast sweeping through it in all freedom like 
some hurricane of hell. But the pigs were now growing 
cold, their blinding white light became pink, next red, and 
then brown. Thesparks, too, ceased to rise, the field of azure 
cornflowers and golden wheat-ears was reaped. Then gloom 
swiftly fell once more, blotting out the hall and the furnace 
and all the adjoiing buildings, whilst it seemed as if the 
lanterns had been lighted up afresh. And of the workmen 
one could again only distinguish some vague figures actively 
bestirring themselves—they were those of Petit-Da and two 
of his mates, who were again plugging the tap-hole with 
refractory clay, amidst the silence which was now deeper than 
ever, for the blast machinery had been stopped to permit of 
this work being performed. 

‘I say, Morfain, my good fellow,’ Jordan suddenly resumed, 
‘you will go home to bed, won’t you ?’ 

‘Oh ! no, I must spend the night here,’ the man answered. 
: ‘What! you mean to stay, and pass a third sleepless night 

ere?’ 

‘Oh! there’s a camp bedstead in the watch-house, Monsieur 
Jordan, and one sleeps very well on it. We’ll relieve each other, 
my son and I; we'll each do two hours’ sentry duty in turn.’ 

‘ But that’s useless, since things are now all right again,’ 
Jordan retorted. ‘Come, be reasonable, Morfain, and go and 
gleep at home.’ 
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‘No, no, Monsieur Jordan, let me do asI wish. There’s 
no more danger, but I want to make sure how things go until 
to-morrow. It will please me to do so.’ 

Thus Jordan and Luc, after shaking hands with him, had 
to leave him there. And Luc felt extremely moved, for 
Morfain had left on him an impression of great loftiness in 
which met long years of painful and docile labour, all the 
nobility of the crushing toil which mankind had undertaken 
in the hope of attaining to rest and happiness. It had all 
begun with the ancient Vulcans, who had subjugated fire in 
those heroic times which Jordan had recalled, when the first 
smelters had reduced their ore in a pit dug in the earth, in 
which they lighted wood. It was on that day, the day when 
man first conquered iron and fashioned it, that he became 
the master of the world, and that the era of civilisation first 
began. Morfain, dwelling in his rocky cave, and for whom 
nothing existed apart from the difficulties and the glory 
of his calling, seemed to Luc like some direct descendant of 
those primitive toilers, whose far-off characteristics still lived 
by force of heredity in him, silent and resigned as he was, 
giving all the strength of his muscles without ever a murmur, 
even as his predecessors had done at the dawn of human 
society. Ah! how much perspiration had streamed forth and 
how many arms had toiled to the point of exhaustion during 
thousands and thousands of years! And yet nothing changed 
—fire, if conquered, still made its victims, still had its slaves, 
those who fed it, those who scorched their blood in subjugating 
it, whilst the privileged ones of the earth lived in idleness, 
in homes which were fresh and cool! Morfain, like some 
legendary hero, did not seem even to suspect the existence of 
all the monstrous iniquity around him; he was ignorant of 
rebellion, of the storm growling afar; he remained quite 
impassive at his deadly post, there where his sires had died 
and where he himself would die. And Luc also conjured up 
another figure, that of Bonnaire, another hero of labour, one 
who struggled against the oppressors, the exploiters, in order 
that justice might at last reign ; and who devoted himself to 
his comrades’ cause even to the point of giving up his daily 
bread. Had not all those suffering men groaned long enough 
beneath their burdens, and, however admirable might be their 
toil, had not the hour struck for the-deliverance of the slaves 
in order that they might at last become free citizens in a 
fraternal community, amidst which peace would spring from a 
just apportionment of labour and wealth ? 
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However, as Jordan, whilst descending the steps cut in the 
rock, stopped before a night-watchman’s hut to give an order, 
an unexpected sight met Luc’s eyes and brought his emotion 
to a climax. Behind some bushes, amidst some scattered 
rocks, he distinctly saw two shadowy forms passing. Their 
arms encircled each other’s waist and their lips were meeting 
ina kiss. Lue readily recognised the girl, so tall she was, 80 
fair and so superb. She was none other than Ma-Bleue, the 
maid whose great blue eyes seemed to fill her face. And the 
lad must assuredly be Achille Gourier, the mayor’s son, that 
proud and handsome youth whose demeanour he, Luc, had 
noticed at La Guerdache—that demeanour so expressive of 
contempt for the rotting bourgeoisie of which he was one of 
the revoliing sons. Ever shooting, fishing, and roaming, he 
spent his holidays among the steep paths of the Bleuse Moun- 
tains, beside the torrents or deep in the pine woods. And 
doubtless he had fallen in love with that beautiful, shy, wild 
girl, around whom so many admirers prowled in vain. She, 
on her side, must have been conquered by the advent of that 
Prince Charming, who brought her something that was beyond 
her sphere, who set all the delightful dreams of to-morrow 
amidst the sternness of that desert. To-morrow! to-morrow ! 
Was it not that which dawned in Ma-Bleue’s blue eyes, when, 
with her gaze wandering far away, she stood so thoughtful on 
the threshold of her mountain cave? Her father and her 
brother were watching over their work up yonder, and she 
had escaped down the precipitous paths. And for her to- 
morrow meant that tall, loving lad, that bowrgeovs stripling, 
who spoke to her so prettily as if she had been a lady, and 
vowed that he would love her for ever. 

At first, amidst his amazement, Luc felt a heart-pang at 
the thought of how grieved the father would be should he 
hear of that sweethearting. Then a tender feeling took pos- 
session of the young man’s heart, a caressing breath of hope 
came to him at the sight of that free and gentle love. Were 
not those children, who belonged to such different classes, 
preparing amidst their play, their kisses, the advent of the 
happier morrow, the great reconciliation which would at last 
lead to the reign of justice ? 

Down below, when Luc and Jordan reached the park, they 
exchanged a few more words. 

‘You haven’t caught cold, I hope ?’ said the young man to 
his friend. ‘ Your sister would never forgive moe, you know.’ 
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‘No, no, I feel quite well. And Iam going to bed in the 
best of spirits, for I’ve quite made up my mind. I intend to 
rid myself of that enterprise, since it does not interest me, and 
proves such a constant source of worry.’ 

For a moment Luc remained silent, for uneasiness had 
returned to him, as if, indeed, he were frightened by Jordan’s 
decision. However, as he left his friend he said, shaking his 
hand for the last time, ‘ No, wait, give me to-morrow to think 
the matter over. We will have another talk in the evening, 
and afterwards you shall come to a decision.’ 

Then they parted for the night. Luc did not go to bed 
immediately. He occupied—in the pavilion formerly erected 
for Dr. Michon, Jordan’s maternal grandfather—the spacious 
room where the doctor had spent his last years among his 
books; and during the three days that he had occupied this 
chamber the young man had grown fond of the pleasantness, 
peacefulness, and odour of work that filled it. That evening, 
however, the fever of doubt, by which he was possessed, op- 
pressed him, and throwing one of the windows wide open he 
leant out, hoping in this wise to calm himself a little before 
he went to bed. The window overlooked the road leading 
from La Crécherie to Beauclair. In front spread some un- 
cultivated fields strewn with rocks, and beyond them one 
could distinguish the jumbled roofs of the sleeping town. 

For a few minutes Luc remained inhaling the gusts of air 
which arose from the great plain of La Roumagne. The night 
was warm and moist, and athwart a slight haze a bluish light 
descended from the starry sky: Luce listened to the distant 
sounds with which the night quivered; and before long he 
recognised the dull, rhythmical blows of the hammers of the 
Abyss, that Cyclopean forge whence day and night alike there 
came a clang of steel. Then he raised his eyes and sought 
the black, silent smeltery of La Crécherie, but it was now 
mingled with the inky bar which the promontory of the Bleuse 
Mountains set against the sky. Lowering his eyes he at last 
directed them upon the close-set roofs of the town, whose 
heavy slumber seemed to be cradled by the rhythmic blows of 
ghey hasimnare= hoes blows which suggested the quick and 
difficult breathing of some giant worker, some pain-racked 
Prometheus, chained to eternal toil. And Luc’s feeling of 
uneasiness was increased by it all; he could not quiet his 
fever ; the people and the things that he had beheld during 
those last three days crowded upon his mind, passed before 
him in a tragic scramble, the sense of which he strove to 
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divine. And the problem which possessed his spirit now 
tortured him more than ever. Assuredly he would be unable 
to sleep until he found a means of solving it. 

But down below his window, across the road, amongst the 
bushes and the rocks, he suddenly heard a fresh sound, some- 
thing so light, so faint, that he could not tell what it might 
be. Was it the beating of a bird’s wings, the rustle of an 
insect among some leaves? Luc gazed down, and could see 
nothing save the swelling darkness that spread far, far away. 
No doubt he had been mistaken. But the sounds reached his 
ears again, and even seemed to come nearer. Interested by 
them, seized with a strange emotion which astonished him, 
he again strove to penetrate the darkness, and at last he dis- 
tinguished a vague, light, delicate form which seemed to float 
over the grass. And still he was unable to tell what that form 
might be, and was willing to believe himself the victim of 
some delusion, when, with a nimble spring like that of some 
wild goat, a woman crossed the road and lightly threw him a 
little nosegay, which brushed against his face like a caress. 
It was a little bunch of mountain pansies, just gathered among 
the rocks, and of such powerful aroma, that he was quite 
perfumed by it. 

Josine !—he divined that it was she, he recognised her by 
that fresh sign of hor heart’s thankfulness, by that adorable 
gesture of infinite gratitude! And it all seemed to him 
exquisite in that dimness, at that late hour, though he could 
not tell how she had happened to be there, whether she had 
been watching for his return, and how she could have con- 
trived to come, unless indeed Ragu were working at a night- 
shift. Without a word, having had no other desire than that 
of expressing her feelings by the gift of those flowers, which 
she had so lightly thrown him, she was already fleeing, dis- 
appearing into the darkness spread over the uncultivated 
moor; and only then did Lue distinguish another and a 
smaller form, that assuredly of Nanet, bounding along near 
her. They both vanished, and then he again heard nought 
save the hammers of the Abyss, ever rhythmically beating in 
the distance. His torment was not passed, but his heart had 
been warmed by a glow which seemed to bring him invincible 
strength. It was with rapture that he inhaled the little 
nosegay. Ah! the power of kindness, which is the bond of 
brotherhood, the power of tenderness, by which alone happiness 
is created, the power of love, which will save and make the 
world anew ! 
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V 


Luc went to bed and put out the hght, hoping that hia 
weariness of mind and body would bring him sound and 
refreshing sleep, in which his fever would at last be dispelled. 
But when the Iarge room sank into silence and obscurity 
around him he found himself quite unable to close his eyes— 
they stared into the darkness, and terrible insomnia kept him 
burning hot, still a prey to his one obstinate, all-consuming 
idea. 

Josine was ever rising before him, coming back again and 
again with her childish face and doleful charm. He once 
more saw her in tears, standing, full of terror, as she waited 
near the gate of the Abyss; he again saw her standing in the 
wine-shop, then thrown into the street by Ragu in so brutal a 
fashion that blood gushed from her maimed hand; and he saw 
her too on the bench near the Mionne, forsaken amidst the 
tragic night, satisfying her hunger like some poor wandering 
animal, and having no prospect befor her save a final tumble 
into the gutter. And now, after those three days of unexpected, 
almost unconscious inquiry, to which destiny had led him, 
all that he, Luc, had beheld of unjustly apportioned toil—toil 
derided as if it were shame, toil conducting to the most 
atrocious misery for the vast majority of mankind, became in 
his eyes synthetised in the distressing case of that sorry girl 
whose misfortunes wrung his heart. 

Visions arose, thronging around him, pressing forward, 
haunting hin to the point oftorture. He beheld terror careering 
through the black streets of Beauclair, along which tramped 
all the disinherited wretches, secretly dreaming of vengeance. 
He saw reasoned, organised, and fatal revolution dawning 
in such homes as the Bonnaires’ cold, bare, sorry rooms, where 
even the mere necessaries of life were wanting, where lack of 
work compelled the toiler to tighten his waistband, and left 
the family starving. And, on the other hand, he beheld at 
La Guerdache all the insolence of corrupting luxury, all the 
poisonous enjoyment which was finishing off the privileged 
plutocrats, that handful of bourgeois satiated with idleness, 
gorged to stifling point with all the iniquitous wealth which 
they stole from the labour and the tears of the immense 
majority of the workers. And even at Jia Crécherie, that 
wildly lofty blast-furnace, where not one worker complained, 
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the long efforts of mankind were stricken, so to say, by 
@ curse, immobilised in eternal dolour, without hope of any 
complete freeing of the race, of its final deliverance from 
slavery, and the entry of one and all into the city of justice 
and peace. And Luc had seen and heard Beauclair cracking 
upon all sides, for the fratricidal warfare was not waged only 
between classes, its destructive ferment was perverting 
families, a blast of folly and hatred was sweeping by, filling 
every heart with bitterness. Monstrous dramas soiled homes 
that should have been cleanly, fathers, mothers, and children 
alike rolled into the sewers. Folk lied unceasingly, they 
stole, they killed. And at the end of wretchedness and 
hunger came crime perforce: woman selling herself, man 
sinking to drink, all human kind becoming a rageful beast 
that rushed along intent solely upon satisfying its vices. 
Many were the frightful signs that announced the inevitable 
catastrophe ; the old social framework was about to topple 
down amidst blood and mire. 

Horror-stricken by those visions of shame and chastisement, 
weeping with all the human tenderness within him, Luce then 
again saw the pale phantom of Josine returning from the 
depths of the darkness and stretching out arms of entreaty. 
And then, in his fancy, none but her remained; it was upon 
her that the worm-eaten, leprous edifice would fall. She 
became, as it were, the one victim, she, the puny little work- 
girl with the maimed hand, who was starving and who would 
roll into the gutter, a pitiable yet charming creature, in whom 
seemed to be embodied all the misery that arose from the 
accursed wage-system. He now suffered as she must suffer, 
and, above allelse, in his wild dream of saving Beauclair there 
was @ craving to save her. If some superhuman power had 
made him almighty he would have transformed that town, 
now rotted by egotism, into a happy abode of solidarity, in 
order that she might be happy. He realised at present that 
this dream of his was an old one, that it had always possessed 
him since the days when he had lived in one of the poor 
quarters of Paris, among the obscure heroes and the dolorous 
victims of labour. It was a dream into which entered secret 
disquietude respecting the future, that future which he dared 
not predict, and an idea that some mysterious mission had 
been confided to him. And all at once, amidst thea 
confusion in which he still struggled, it seemed to him that the 
decisive hour had come. Josine was starving, Josine was 
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sobbing, and that could be allowed no longer. He must 
act, he must at once relieve all the misery and all the suffer- 
ing, in order that things so iniquitous might cease. 

Weary as he was, however, he at last fell into a doze, in 
the midst of which it seemed as if voices were calling him. 
Thus before long he awoke with a start, and then the voices 
seemed to gather strength, as if wildly summoning him to that 
urgent work for which the hour had struck, and the imperious 
need of which he fully recognised, though how to accomplish 
it he could not tell. And above all other appeals, he finally 
heard the call of a very gentle voice, which he recognised— 
the voice of Josine, lamenting and entreating. From that 
moment again she alone seemed to be present, he could feel 
the warm caress of the kiss which she had set upon his hand, 
and could smell the little bunch of pansies which she had 
thrown him as he stood at the window. Indeed, the wild 
fragrance of the flowers now seemed to fill the whole room. 
Then he struggled no longer. He ligkted his candle, rose, 
and for a few minutes walked about the room. In order to nd 
his brain of the fixed idea which oppressed it he strove to 
think of nothing. He looked at the few old engravings 
hanging from the walls, he looked at the old-fashioned 
articles of furniture which spoke of Doctor Michon’s simple 
and studious habits, he gazed around the whole room, in which 
a deal of kindliness, good sense, and wisdom seemed to have 
lingered. At last his attention became riveted on the book- 
case. It was a rather large one, with glass doors, and therein 
the former Saint-Simonian and Fourierist had gathered 
together the humanitarian writings which had fired his mind 
in youth. All the social philosophers, all the precursors, all 
the apostles of the new Gospel figured there: Saint-Simon, 
Fourier, Auguste Comte, Proudhon, Cabet, Pierre Leroux, 
with others and others—indeed, a complete collection, down to 
the most obscure disciples. And Luc, candle in hand, read 
the names and titles on the backs of the volumes, counted 
them, and grew astonished at their number, at the fact that 
so much good seed should have been cast to the winds, that 
SO many good words should be slumbering there, waiting for 
the harvest. 

He himself had read widely, he was well acquainted with 
the chief passages of most of those books. The philosophical, 
economical, and social systems of their authors were familiar 
to him. But never as now, on finding these authors all united 
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there in a serried phalanx, had he been so clearly conscious of 
their force, their value, the human evoluticn which they 
typified. They formed, so to say, the advance guard of the 
future century, an advance guard soon to be followed by the 
huge army of the nations. And on seeing them thus, side by 
side, peaceably mingling together, endowed by union with 
sovereign strength, Luc was particularly struck by their 
intense brotherliness. He was not ignorant of the contra- 
dictory views which had formerly parted them, of the desperate 
battles even which they had waged together, but they now 
seemed to have become all brothers, reconciled in a common 
Gospel, in the unique and final truths which all of them had 
brought. And that which arose from their words like a 
dawning promise was that religion of humanity in which they 
had all believed, their love for the disinherited ones of the 
world, their hatred of all social injustice, their faith in Work 
as the true saviour of mankind. 

Opening the bookcase, Luc wished to select one of the 
volumes. Since he was unable to sleep, he would read a few 
pages, and thus take patience until slumber should come to 
him. He hesitated for a moment, and at last selected a very 
little volume, in which one of Fourier’s disciples had summed 
up the whole of his master’s work. The title ‘ Solidarité ’ had 
moved the young man. Would he not find in that book a 
few pages brimful of strength and hope such as he needed ? 
Thus, he slipped into bed again, and began to read. And 
soon he became as passionately interested in his reading as if 
he had before him some poignant drama in which the fate of 
the whole human race was decided. The author’s doctrines 
thus condensed, reduced to the very essence of the truths they 
contained, acquired extraordinary power. Fourier’s genius 
had in the first place asserted itself in turning the passions of 
man into the very forces of life. The long and disastrous 
error of Catholicism had lain in ever seeking to muzzle the 
passions, in striving to kill the man within man, to fling him 
like a slave at the foot of a deity of tyranny and nothingness, 
In the free future society conceived by Fourier the passions 
were to produce as much good as they had produced evil in 
the chained and terrorised society of the dead centuries. 
They constituted immortal desire, the energy which raises 
worlds, the internal furnace of will and strength which 
imparts to each being the power to act. Man deprived of a 
single passion would be mutilated, as if he were deprived of 
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one of his senses. Instincts, hitherto thrust back and crushed, 
as if they were evil beasts, would when once they were freed 
become only the various needs of universal attraction, all 
tending towards unity, striving amidst obstacles to meet and 
mingle in final harmony, that ultimate expression of universal 
happiness. And there were really no egotists, no idlers; 
there were only men hungering for unity and harmony, who 
would march on in all brotherliness as soon as they should 
see that the road was wide enough for all to pass along it at 
ease and happily. As for the victims of the heavy servitude 
that oppressed the manual toilers who were angered by unjust, 
excessive, and often inappropriate tasks, they would all be 
ready to workright joyfully assoon as simply their logical chosen 
share of the great common labour should be allotted to them. 

Then another stroke of genius on Fourier’s part was the 
restoration of work to a position of honour, by making it 
the public function, the pride, health, gaiety, and very law 
of life. It would suffice to reorganise work in order to re- 
organise the whole of society, of which work would be the 
one civic obligation, the vital rule. There would be no 
further question of brutally imposing work on vanquished 
men, mercenaries crushed down and treated like famished 
beasts of burden; on the contrary, work would be freely 
accepted by all, allotted according to tastes and natures, 
performed during the few hours that might be indispensable, 
and constantly varied according to the choice of the 
voluntary toilers. A town would become an immense hive 
in which there would not be one idler, and in which each 
citizen would contribute his share towards the general sum of 
labour which might be necessary for the town to live. The 
tendency towards unity and final harmony would draw the 
inhabitants together and compel them to group themselves 
among the various series of workers. And the whole 
mechanism would rest in that: the workman choosing the 
task which he could perform most joyously, not riveted for 
ever to one and the same calling, but passing from one form 
of work to another. Moreover, the world would not be 
revolutionised all of a sudden, the beginnings would be small, 
the system being tried first of all in some township of a few 
thousand souls. Thedream would then approach fulfilment, 
the phalange, the unit at the base of the great human army 
would be created ; the phalanstery, the common house, would 
be built. At first, too, one would simply appeal to willing 
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ica, and link them together in such wise as to form an 
association of capital, work, and talent. Those who now 
possessed money, those whose arms were strong, and those 
who had brains would be asked to come to an understanding 
and combine, putting their various means together. They 
would produce with an energy and an abundance far greater 
than now, and they would divide the profits they reaped as 
equitably as possible, until the day came when capital, work, 
and talent might be blended together and form the common 
penny of a free brotherhood, in which everything would 
elong to everybody amidst general harmony. 

At each page of the little book which Luc was reading 
the loving splendour of its title ‘Solidarité’ became more 
and more apparent. Certuin phrases shone forth like beacon- 
fires. Man’s reason was infallible; truth was absolute; a 
truth demonstrated by science became irrevocable, eternal. 
Work was to be a festival. Icach man’s happiness would some 
day rest in the happiness of others. Neither envy nor hatred 
would be left when room was at last found in the world for the 
happiness of one and all. In the social machine, all inter- 
mediaries that were useless and led to a waste of strength 
would be suppressed; thus commerce, as it is now under- 
stood, would be condemned, and the consumer would deal 
with the producer. All parasitic growths, the innumerable 
vegetations living upon social corruption, upon the permanent 
state of war in which men now languish, would be mown down. 
There would be no more armies, no more courts of law, no 
more prisons! And, above all, amidst the great Dawn which 
would thus have risen, there would appear Justice flaming like 
the sun, driving away misery, giving to each being that was 
born the right to live and partake of daily bread, and allotting 
to one and all his or her due share of happiness. 

Luc had ceased reading: he was reflecting now. The 
whole great, heroic Nineteenth Century spread out before 
his mind’s eye, with its continuous battling, its dolorous, 
valiant efforts to attain to truth and justice. The irresistible 
democratic advance, the rise of the masses filled that century 
from end toend. The Revolution at the end of the previous 
one had brought only the middle classes to power; another 
century was needed for the evolution to become complete, for 
the people to obtain its share of influence. Seeds germinated, 
however, in the old and often ploughed monarchical soil ; and 
already during the days of 48 the question of the wage- 
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system was plainly brought forward, the claims of the workers 
becoming more and more ovrecise, and shaking the new régime 
of the bourgeois, whom egotistical and tyrannical possession 
was in their turn rotting. And now, on the threshold of tha 
new century, as soon as the spreading onrush of the masses 
should have carried the old social framework away, the 
reoganisation of labour would prove the very foundation-stone 
of future society, which would only be able to exist by a just 
apportionment of wealth. The violent crisis which had over- 
thrown empires when the old world passed from servitude to 
the wage-system was as nothing compared with the terrible 
crisis which for the last hundred years had shaken and 
ravaged nations, that crisis of the wage-system passing 
through successive evolutions and transformations, and tending 
to become something else. And from that something else 
would be born the happy and brotherly social system of to- 
morrow. 

Luc gently put down the little book and blew out his light. 
He had grown calmer now, and could feel that peaceful, 
restoring sleep was approaching. True, no precise answers 
had come to the urgent appeals which had previously upset 
him; but he heard those appeals no more. It was as if the 
disinherited beings who had raised them were now conscious 
that they had been heard, and were taking patience. Seed 
was sown and the harvest would rise. Luc himself was 
troubled with no more feverishness, he felt that his mind 
was pregnant with ideas, to which indeed it might give birth 
on the very morrow if his night’s slumber should be good. 
And he ended by yielding to his great need of repose, and fell 
with delight into a deep sleep, visited by genius, faith, and 
will 


When he awoke at seven o’clock on the following morning 
his first thought on seeing the sun rise in the broad clear 
sky was to go out without warning the Jordans and climb 
the rocky stairway leading to the smeltery. He wished to 
see Morfain again, and obtain certain information from him. 
In this respect he was yielding to a sudden inspiration. With 
reference to the advice which Jordan had asked of him, he 
desired above all to arrive at seme precise opinion respecting 
the old abandoned mine. The master-smelter, a son of the 
mountains, must know, he thought, every stone of it. And 
indeed Morfain, whom he found up and about, after his night 
Bpent beside the furnace, which decidedly had now recovered 


WORK 143 


from its ailment, became quite impassioned directly the mine 
was mentioned to him. He had always had an idea of his 
own, which nobody would heed, although he had often given 
expression to it. To his thinking, old Laroche, the engineer, 
had done wrong in despairing and forsaking the mine 
directly the working of it had failed to prove remunerative. 
The vein which had been followed had certainly become an 
abominable one, charged with sulphur and phosphates to such 
a degree that nothing good came out in the smelting. But 
Morfain was convinced that they were simply crossing a bad 
vein, and that it would be sufficient to carry the galleries 
further, or to open fresh ones at a point of the gorge which 
he designated, in order to find once more the same excellent 
ore as formerly. And he based his opinion upon observation, 
upon knowledgo of all the rocks of the region, which he had 
scaled and explored for forty years. As he put it, he was not 
a man of science, he was only a poor toiler, and did not 
presume to compete with those gentlemen the engineers. 
Nevertheless he was astonished that no confidence was shown 
in his keen scent, and that his superiors should have simply 
shrugged their shoulders without consenting to test his pre 

dictions by a few borings. 

The man’s quiet confidence impressed Luc the more 
especially since he was inclined to pass a severe judgment on 
the inertia of old Laroche, who had left the mine in an 
abandoned state even after the discovery of the chemical 
process which would have allowed the defective ore to be 
profitably utilised. That alone showed into what slumberous 
routine the working of the furnace had fallen. The mine 
ought to be worked again immediately, even if they had to 
rest content with treating the ore chemically. But what 
would it be if Morfain’s convictions should be realised, and 
they should again come upon rich and pure lodes! Thus 
Luc immediately accepted the master-smelter’s proposal to 
take a stroll in the direction of the abandoned galleries, 
in order that the other might explain his ideas on the spot. 
That clear and fresh September morning, the walk among 
the rocks, through the lonely wilds fragrant with lavender, 
was delightful. During three hours the two men climbed up 
and down the sides of the gorges, visiting the grottoes, 
following the pine-covered ridges where the rocks jutted up 
through the soil like portions of the skeleton of some huge 
buried monster. And by degrees Morfain’s conviction gained 
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upon Lue, bringing him at least a hope that there in that 
spot lay a treasure which man in his sloth had passed by, and 
which earth, the inexhaustible mother, was prepared to yield 
to those who might seek it. 

As it was more than noon when the explorations ter- 
minated Luc accepted s proposal to lunch off eggs and milk 
up in the Bleuse Mountains. When about two o’clock he 
came down again, delighted, his lungs inflated by the free 
mountain air, the Jordans received him with exclamations, 
for not knowing what had become of him they had begun to 
grow anxious. He apologised for not having warned them, 
and related that he had lost his way among the tablelands, 
and had lunched with some peasants there. He ventured to 
tell this fib because the Jordans, whem he found still at table, 
were not alone. As was their custom every second Tuesday 
of the month, they had with them three guests, Abbé Marle, 
Doctor Novarre, and Hermeline, the schoolmaster, whom 
Seeurette delighted to gather together, laughingly calling 
them her privy councillors, because they all three helped 
her in her charitable works. The doors of La Crécherie 
which were usually kept closed, Jordan living there in 
solitude like some cloistered scientist, were thrown open for 
those three visitors, who were treated as intimates. It could 
not be said, however, that they owed this favour to their cordial 
agreement, for they were perpetually disputing together. 
But, on the other hand, their discussions amused Sceurette, 
and indeed rendered her yet more partial to them, since 
they proved a distraction for Jordan, who listened to them 
smiling. 

‘So you have lunched ?’ said Sceurette, addressing Luc. 
‘ Still, that won’t prevent you from taking a cup of coffee with 
us, will it?’ 

‘Oh! I'll accept the cup of coffee,’ he answered gaily. 
‘ You are too amiable—I deserve the bitterest reproaches.,’ 

They then passed into the drawing-room. Its windows 
were open, the lawns of the park spread out, and all the 
exquisite aroma of the great trees came into the house. Ina 
horn-shaped porcelain vase bloomed a splendid bouquet of 
roses—roses which Doctor Novarre lovingly cultivated, and a 
bunch of which he brought for Sceurette each time that he 
lunched at La Crécherie. 

Whilst the coffee was being served a discussion on educa- 
tional matters began afresh between the priest and the school- 
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master, who had not ceased battling on this subject since the 
beginning of the lunch. 

‘If you can do nothing with your pupils,’ declared Abbé 
Marle, ‘it is because you have driven religion out of your 
schools. God is the master of human intelligence ; one knows 
nothing excepting through Him.’ 

Tall and sturdy, with his eagle beak set in a broad, full, 
regular face, the priest spoke with all the authoritative stub- 
bornness born of his narrow doctrines, placing the only 
chance of the world’s salvation in Catholicism, and the rigid 
observance of its dogmas. And, in front of him, Hermeline, 
the schoolmaster, slim of build and angular of face, with a 
bony forehead and pointed chin, evinced similar stubbornness, 
being quite as formalist and authoritative as the other in the 
practice of his own mechanical religion of progress, which 
last was to be arrived at by dint of laws and military 
discipline. 

‘Don’t bother me,’ said he, ‘ with your religion, which has 
never led men to aught but error and ruin. If I get nothing 
out of my pupils it is because, in the first place, they are 
taken from me too early, to be placed in the factories. And 
secondly, and more particularly, it is because there is less and 
less discipline, because the master is left without any authority. 
If a child is whipped nowadays the parents shriek like a pack 
of fools. But if I were only allowed to give those youngsters 
a few good canings I think I should open their minds a little.’ 

Then, as Sceurette, quite affected by this theory, began to 
protest, he explained his views. For him, given the general 
corruption, there was only one means of saving society, which 
was to subject the children to the discipline of liberty, insert 
belief in republican principles in them by force, if necessary, 
and in such a manner that they should never lose it. His 
dream was to make each pupil a servant of the State, a slave 
of the State, one who sacrificed to the State his entire per- 
sonality. And he could picture nothing beyond one and the 
same lesson, learnt by all in one and the same manner, with 
the one object of serving the community. Such was his harsh 
and doleful religion, a religion in which the democracy was 
delivered from the past by dint of punishments, and then 
again condemned to forced labour, happiness being decreed 
under penalty of being caned. 

But Abbé Marle obstinately repeated : ‘ Outside the pale of 
Catholicism there is only darkness.’ 
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‘Why, Catholicism is toppling over ! ’ exclaimed Hermeline. 
‘It's for that very reason that we have to raise another social 
framework.’ 

The priest, no doubt, was conscious of the supreme battle 
which Catholicism was waging against the spirit of science, 
whose victory spread day by day. But he would not acknow- 
ledge it ; he did not even admit that his church was gradually 
emptying. ‘Catholicism!’ he resumed, ‘its framework is 
still so solid, so eternal, so divine, that you copy it when you 
talk of raising I know not what atheistical State in which 
you would replace the Deity by some mechanical contrivance 
appointed to instruct and govern men!’ 

‘Some mechanical contrivance, why not!’ retorted 
Hermeline, exasperated by the touch of truth contained in 
the priest’s attack. ‘Rome has never been aught but a wine- 
press, pressing out the blood of the world !’ 

When their discussions reached this violent stage Doctor 
Novarre usually intervened in his smiling and conciliatory 
way. ‘Come, come, don’t get heated!’ said he. ‘You are 
on the point of agreeing, since you have got so far as to 
anes one another of copying your religions one from the 
other.’ 

Short and spare, with a slender nose and keen eyes, the 
doctor was a man of a tolerant, gentle, but slightly sarcastic 
turn of mind, one who, haviug given himself to science, refused 
to let himself be excited by political and social questions. 
Like Jordan, whose great friend he was, he often said that he 
only adopted truths when they had been scientifically demon- 
strated. Modest, timid, too, as he was, without any ambition, 
he contented himself with healing his patients to the best of 
his ability, and his only passion was for the rosebushes which 
he cultivated between the four walls of the garden of the little 
dwelling where he lived in happy peacefulness. 

Luc had hitherto contented himself with listening. But 
at last he recalled what he had read the previous night, and 
he then spoke out: ‘ The terrible part of it,’ said he, ‘ is that 
in our schools the starting-point is invariably the idea that 
man is an evil being, who brings into the world with him a 
spirit of rebellion and sloth, and that a perfect system of 
punishments and rewards is necessary if one is to get any- 
thing out of him. Thus education has been turned into 
torture, and study has become as repulsive to our brains as 
manual labour is to our limbs. Our professors have been 
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turned into so many gaolers ruling a scholastic penitentiary, 
and the mission given to them is that of kneading the minds 
of children in accordance with certain fixed programmes, 
and running them all through one and the same mould, with- 
out taking any account of varying individualities. Thus the 
masters are no longer aught but the slayers of initiative ; they 
crush all critical spirit, all free examination, all personal awaken- 
ing of talent beneath a pile of ready-made ideas and official- 
truths, and the worst is that the characters of the children are 
affected quite as badly as their minds, and that the system of 
teaching employed produces in the long run little else but 
dolts and hypocrites.’ 

Hermeline must have fancied that he was being personally 
attacked, for he now broke in rather sharply: ‘But how 
would you have one proceed then, monsieur? Come and 
take my place, and you will soon see how little you will get 
out of the pupils if you don’t subject them one and all to the 
same discipline, like a master who for them is the embodi- 
ment of authority.’ 

‘The master,’ continued Luc with his dreamy air, ‘ should 
have noother duty than that of awakening energy and encourag- 
ing the child’s aptitude in one or another respect by provoking 
questions from him and enabling him to develop his 

ersonality. Deep in the human race there is an immense 
insatiable craving to learn and know, and this should be the 
one incentive to study without need of any rewards or 
punishments. It would evidently be sufficient if one 
contented oneself with giving each pupil facilities for prose- 
cuting the particular studies that pleased him, and with 
rendering those studies attractive to him, allowing him to 
engage in them by himself, then progress in them by the 
force of his own understanding, with the continually recur- 
ring delight of making fresh discoveries. For men to make 
their offspring men by treating them as such, is not that the 
whole educational problem which has to be solved ? ’ 

Abbé Marle, who was finishing his coffee, shrugged his 
broad shoulders; and, like a priest whom dogma endowed 
with infallibility, he remarked: ‘Sin is in man, and he can 
only be saved by penitence. Idleness, which is one of the 
capital sins, can only be redeemed by labour, the punishment 
which God imposed on the first man after the fall.’ 

‘But that’s an error, Abbé,’ quietly said Doctor Novarre. 
‘Tdleness is simply a malady when it really exists, that is, 

ua 
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when the body refuses to work, shrinks from all fatigue. You 
may be certain then that this invincible languor is a sign of 
grave internal disorder. And apart from that, where have 
you ever seen idle people? Take those who are so-called idle 
people by race, habit, and taste. Does not a society lady, who 
dances all night at a ball, do greater harm to her eyesight 
and expend far more muscular energy than a workwoman who 
sits at her little table embroidering till daylight ? Do not the 
men of pleasure, who are for ever figuring in public, taking 
part in exhausting festivities, work in their own way quite as 
hard as the men who toil at their benches and anvils? And 
remember how lightly and joyfully, on emerging from some 
repulsive task, we all rush into some violent amusement or 
exercise which tires out our limbs. The meaning of it all is 
that work is only oppressive when it does not please us. And 
if one could succeed in imposing on people only such work as 
would be agreeable to them, as they might freely choose, there 
would certainly be no idlers left.’ 

But Hermeline in his turn shrugged his shoulders, saying : 
‘ Ask a child which he prefers, his grammar or his arithmetic. 
He will tell you that he prefers neither. The whole question 
has been threshed out ; a child is a sapling which needs to be 
trained straight and corrected.’ 

‘And one can only correct,’ said the priest, this time in 
full agreement with the schoolmaster, ‘ by crushing everything 
in any way shameful or diabolic that original sin has left in 
man.’ 

Silence fell. Surette had been listening intently, whilst 
Jordan, looking out through one of the windows, let his glance 
stray thoughtfully under the big trees. In the words of the 
priest and the schoolmaster Luc recognised the pessimist con- 
ceptions of Catholicism adopted by the sectarian followers of 
progress, which the State was to decree by exercise of 
authority. Man was regarded as a child ever in fault. His 
passions were hunted down: for centuries efforts had been 
made to crush them, to kill the man which was within man. 
And then again, Luc recalled Fourier, who had preached 
quite another doctrine: the passions, utilised and ennobled, 
becoming necessary creative energies, whilst man was at last 
delivered from the deadly weight of the religions of nothing- 
ness, which are merely so many hateful social police systems 
devised to maintain the usurpation of the powerful and the 
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And Luc, as though reflecting aloud, thereupon resumed, 
‘It would be sufficient to convince people of this truth, that 
the greater the happiness realised for all, the greater will be 
the happiness of the individual.’ 

But Hermeline and Abbé Marle began to laugh. 

‘That’s no use!’ said the schoolmaster. ‘To awaken 
energy, you begin by destroying personal interest. Pray 
s©xplain to me what motive will prompt man to action when 
he no longer works for himself? Personal interest is like the 
fire under the boiler, it will be found at the outset of all 
work, But you would crush it, and although you desire man 
to retain all his instincts you begin by depriving him of his 
egotism. Perhaps you rely on conscience, on the idea of 
honour and duty ?’ 

‘I don’t need to rely on that,’ Luc answered in the same 
quiet way. ‘Truth to tell, egotism, such as we have hitherto 
understood it, has given us such a frightful social system, 
instinct with so much hatred and suffering, that it would really 
be allowable to try some other factor. But I repeat that I 
accept egotism if by such you mean the very legitimate desire, 
the invincible craving, which each man has for happiness. 
Far from destroying personal interest, I would strengthen it 
by making it what if ought to be in order to bring about the 
happy community in which the happiness of each will be the 
outcome of the happiness of all. Besides, it is sufficient that 
we should be convinced that in working for others we are 
working for ourselves. Social injustice sows eternal hatred, 
and universal suffering is the crop. For those reasons an 
agreement must be arrived at for the reorganisation of work 
based upon the certainty that our own highest felicity will 
some day be the result of felicity in the homes of our 
neighbours.’ 

Hermeline sneered, and Abbé Marle again broke in: 
** Tove one another,” that is the teaching of our Divine 
Master. Only He also said that happiness was not of this 
world, and it is assuredly guilty madness to attempt to set 
the Kingdom of God upon this earth when it is in heaven.’ 

‘Yet that will some day be done,’ Luc retorted. ‘The 
whole effort of mankind upon its march, all progress and all 
science, tend to that future city of happiness.’ 

But the schoolmaster, who was no longer listening, 
eagerly assailed the priest: ‘Ah! no, Abbé, don’t begin again 
with your promises of a celestial paradise; they are only fit 


159 WORK 


to dupe the poor. And besides, Jesus of Nazareth really 
belongs to us; you stole Him from us, and arranged His 
sayings and everything else in order to suit the purposes of 
your domination. As a matter of fact, He was simply a 
revolutionary and a free-thinker!’ 

Thus the battle began anew, and Doctor Novarre had to 
calm them once more by showing that one was right in certai 
respects and the other in others. As usual, however, t 
varlous questions which had been debated remained in 
suspense, for no final solution was ever arrived at. The 
coffee had been drunk long since, and it was Jordan who, in 
his thoughtful manner, put in the last word. 

‘The one sole truth,’ said he, ‘lies in Work; the world 
will some day become such as Work will make it.’ 

Then Sceuretie, who, without intervening, had listened 
to Luc with passionate interest, spoke of a refuge which she 
thought of establishing for the infant childrer of factory 
women. From that moment the doctor, schoolmaster, and 
priest engaged in quiet and friendly conversation as to how 
this asylum might best be organised, and the abuses of similar 
establishments avoided. And, meantime, the shadows of the 
great trees lengthened over the lawns of the park, and the 
wood-pigeons flew down to the grass in the golden September 
sunshine. 

It was already four o’clocx when the three guests quitted 
La Crécherie. Jordan and Luc, for the sake of a little 
exercise, accompanied them as far as the first houses of the 
town. Then, on their way back across some stony fields 
which Jordan left uncultivated, the latter suggested that they 
should extend their stroll a little in order to call upon Lange 
the potter. Jordan had allowed him to instal himself in a 
wild nook of his estate below the smeltery, asking no rent 
or other payment from him. And Lange, like Morfain, had 
made himself a dwelling in a rocky cavity which some of the 
old torrenis' rushing past the lower part of the Bleuse 
Mountains had excavated in the gigantic wall formed by the 
promontory. Moreover, he had ended by constructing three 
kilns near the slope whence he took his clay; and he lived 
there without God or master amidst all the free independence 
of his work. 

‘No doubt he’s a man of extreme views,’ added Jordan, in 
answer to a question from Luc, who felt greatly interested in 
Lange. ‘What you told me about his violent outburst in 
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the Rue de Brias the other evening did not surprise me. He 
was lucky in getting released, for the affair might have 
turned out very badly for him. But you have no notion how 
intelligent he is, and what art he puts into his simple 
earthen pots, although he has virtually had no education. 
He was born hereabouts, and his parents were poor work- 
people. Left an orphan at ten years of age, he worked as a 
mason’s help, then as an apprentice potter, and now, since 
I’ve allowed him to settle on my land, he is his own 
employer, as he laughingly puts it....tI am the more 
particularly interested in some attempts he is making with 
refractory clay, for, as you know, I want to find the clay best 
suited to resist the terrible temperature of my electrical 
furnaces.’ 

At last, on looking up, Luc perceived Lange’s dwelling- 
place among the bushes. Faced by a little parapet of dry 
stones, it suggested a barbarian camp. And as the young 
man saw a tall, shapely, dark-complexioned girl erect upon 
the threshold he inquired : ‘Is Lange married, then ?’ 

‘No,’ replied Jordan, ‘ but he lives with that girl, who is 
both his slave and his wife. It is quite a romance. Five 
years ago, when she was barely fifteen, he found her lying ina 
ditch, very ill, half dead in fact, abandoned there by some band 
of gypsies. Nobody has ever known exactly where she came 
from; she herself won’t answer when she’s questioned. Well, 
Lange carried her home upon his shoulders, nursed her and 
cured her, and you can’t imagine the ardent gratitude that 
she has always shown him since. She lacked even shoes 
for her feet when hefound her. Even to-day she seldom puts 
any on, unless indeed she is going down into the town; in 
such wise that the whole district and even Lange himself call 
her ‘ Barefeet.’ She is the only person that he employs, she 
helps him with his work and even in dragging his barrow 
when he goes about the fairs to sell his pottery, for that is 
his way of disposing of his goods, which are well known 
throughout the region.’ 

Erect on the threshold of the little enclosure, which had a 
gate of open fencing, Barefeet watched the gentlemen ap- 
proach, and thus Luc on his side was well able to examine 
her with her dark regular-featured face, her hair black as ink, 
and her large wild eyes, which became full of ineffable tender- 
ness whenever they turned upon Lange. The young man also 
remarked her bare feet, childish feet, of a light bronze hue, 
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resting inthe clayey soil, which was alwaysdamp. And she 
stood there in working costume, that is, barely clad in garments 
of grey linen, and showing her shapely legs and muscular arms. 
When she had come to the conclusion that the gentleman 
accompanying the owner of the estate was a friend, she 
quitted her post of observation, and, after warning Lange, 
returned to the kiln which she had previously been watching. 

‘Ah! it’s you, Monsieur Jordan,’ exclaimed Lange, in his 
turn presenting himself. ‘Do you know that since that 
affair the other evening Barefeet is for ever imagining that 
people are coming to arrest me. I fancy that if any policeman 
should present himself here he would not escape whole from her 
clutches . . . You have come to see my last refractory bricks, 
eh? Well, here they are—I’ll tell you the composition.’ 

Luc readily recognised the knotty little man, of whom he 
had caught a glimpse amidst the gloom of the Rue de Brias 
whilst he was announcing the inevitable catastrophe, and 
cursing that corrupt town of Beauclair, whose crimes had 
condemned it. Only, as he now scrutinised him in detail, he 
was surprised by the loftiness of his brow, over which fell a 
dark tangle of hair, and the keenness of his eyes, which 
glittered with intelligence, and at times flared up with 
anger. Most of all, however, the young fellow was surprised 
at divining beneath a rugged exterior and apparent violence a 
man of contemplative nature, a gentle dreamer, a simple 
rustic poet, who, urged on by his absolute ideas of justice, had 
finally come to the point of desiring to annihilate the old and 
guilty world. 

After introducing Luc as an engineer, a friend of his, 
Jordan asked Lange with a laugh to show the young man 
what he called his museum. 

‘Qh! if it can interest the gentleman, willingly,’ said 
Lange; ‘they are merely thingswhich I fire for amusement’s 
sake—there, all that pottery under the shed. You may give 
it all a glance, monsieur, while I explain my bricks to Mon- 
sieur Jordan.’ 

Luc’s astonishment increased. Under the shed he found 
a number of faience figures, vases, pots, and dishes of the 
strangest shapes and colours, which, whilst denoting great 
ignorance on the maker’s part, were yet delightful in their 
original naiveté. The firings had at times yielded some 
superb results ; much of the enamel displayed a wondrous 
richness of tone. But what particularly struck the young 
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man among the current pottery which Lange propared for 
his usual customers at the markets and fairs, the crockery, the 
stock-pots, the pitchers and basins, was the elegance of shape 
and charm of colour which showed forth like some florescence 
of the popular genius. It seemed indeed as if the potter had 
derived his talent from his race, that those creations of his, 
instinct with the soul of the masses, sprang naturally from 
his big fingers, as though in fact he had intuitively re- 
discovered the primitive models, so full of practical beauty. 

When Lange came back with Jordan, who had ordered of 
him a few hundred bricks with which it was intended to try 
a new electrical furnace, he received with a smile the con- 
gratulations tendered him by Luc, who marvelled at the gaiety 
of the faiences, which looked so bright, so flowery with purple 
and azure, in the broad sunlight. 

‘Yes, yes,’ said the potter, ‘they set a few poppies and 
cornflowers, as it were, in people’s houses. I’ve always 
thought that roofs and house-fronts ought to be decorated in 
that style. It would not cost very much, if the tradesmen 
would only leave off thieving ; and you’d see, too, how pleasant 
a town would look—quite like a nosegay set in greenery. 
But there’s nothing to be done with the dirty bourgeois of 
nowadays! ’ 

Then he at once lapsed into his sectarian passion, plunged 
into the ideas of Anarchy which he had derived from a few 
pamphlets that by some chance had fallen into his hands. 
First of all one had to destroy everything, seize everything in 
revolutionary style. Salvation would only be obtained by the 
annihilation of all authority, forif any, even the most insignifi- 
cant, remained standing, it would suffice for the reconstruction 
of the whole edifice of iniquity and tyranny. Next the free 
commune, without any government whatever, might be 
established by means of agreement between different groups, 
which would incessantly be varied and modified, according to 
the desires and needs of each. Luc was struck at finding in 
this theory much that had been devised by Fourier, and indeed 
the ultimate dream was the same, even if the roads to be 
followed were different. Thus the Anarchist was but a 
Fourierist, a disabused and exasperated Collectivist, who no 
longer believed in political means, but was resolved to use 
force and extermination as his instrument to reach social 
happiness, since centuries of slow evolution seemed unlikely 
to achieve it. And thus, when Luc mentioned Bonnaire, 
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Lange became quite ferocious in his irony, showing more 
bitter disdain for the master-puddler than he would have shown 
for a bourgeois. Ah, yes, indeed! Bonnaire’s barracks, that 
famous Collectivism in which one would be numbered, 
disciplined, imprisoned as in a penitentiary! And stretching 
out his fist towards Beauclair, whose roofs he overlooked, 
the potter once more poured his lamentation, his prophetic 
curse, upon that corrupt town which fire would destroy, and 
which would be razed to the very ground in order that the 
city of truth and justice might at last rise from its ashes. 

Astonished by this violence, Jordan looked at him curiously, 
saying : ‘But, Lange, my good fellow, you are not so badly 
off.’ 

‘I, Monsieur Jordan, ’'m very happy, as happy as one 
can be. I live in freedom here, and it’s almost the realisation 
of anarchy. You have let me take this little bit of earth, the 
earth which belongs to us all, and I’m my own master ; I pay 
rent to nobody. Then, too, I work as I fancy; I’ve no 
employer to crush me, and no workman for me to crush; I 
myself sell my pots and pitchers to good folk who need them, 
without being robbed by tradesmen or allowing them to rob 
customers. And when I’m soinclined I’ve still time to amuse 
myself by firing those faience figures and ornamental pots and 
plates, whose bright colours please my eyes. Ah! no, indeed, 
we don’t complain, we feel happy in living when the sun 
comes to cheer us. Isn’t that so, Barefeet ?’ 

The girl had drawn near, with her hands quite pink from 
removing a pot from the wheel. And she smiled divinely as 
she looked at the man, the god whose servant she had made 
herself, and to whom she wholly belonged. 

‘But all the same,’ resumed Lange, ‘ there are too many 
poor devils suffering, and so we shall have to blow up 
Beauclair one of these fine mornings in order that it may be 
built again properly. Propaganda by deeds is the only thing 
that is of any good; only bombs can rouse the people. And 
do you know that I’ve everything here that’s necessary to 
prepare two or three dozen bombs which would prove 
wonderfully powerful. Some fine day, perhaps, I shall start 
off with the barrow, which I pull in front, you know, while 
Barefeet pushes it behind. It’s fairly heavy when it is laden 
with pottery, and one has to drag it along the bad village 
roads from market to market. So we take a rest now and 
again under the trees, at spots where there are springs handy. 
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Only, that day, we sha’n’t quit Beauclair, we shall go along 
all the streets, and there’ll be a bomb hidden in each stock- 
pot. We shall deposit one at the sub-prefecture, another 
at the town-hall, another at the law courts, then another 
at the church, at all the places in fact where there’s anything 
in the shape of authority to be destroyed. The matches 
will burn, each will last the necessary time. Then all at once 
Beauclair will go up! A frightful eruption will burn it and 
carry it away. Eh? What do you think of that, of my little 
promenade, with my barrow, and my little distribution of the 
ee eg I’m making to bring about the happiness of man- 
ind ?’ 

He laughed a laugh of ecstasy, his face all aglow with 
excitement, and as the beautiful dark girl began to laugh 
with him he turned and said to her: ‘Isn’t that so, Barefeet ? 
T’ll pull and you shall push, and it will be even a finer walk 
than the one we take under the willows alongside the Mionne 
when we go to the fair at Magnolles!’ 

Jordan did not argue the point, but made a gesture as 
much as to say that he, as a scientist, regarded such a con- 
ception as imbecility. But when they had taken leave and 
were returning to La Crécherie Luc quivered at the thought 
of that black poem, that dream of ensuring happiness by 
destruction, which thus haunted the minds of a few primitive 
poets among the disinherited classes. And thus, each deep in 
his own meditations, the two men went homeward in silence. 

On repairing direct to the laboratory they there found 
Scurette quietly seated at a little table, where she was making 
a clean copy of one of her brother’s manuscripts. She just 
raised her head and smiled at him and his companion, then 
turned to her task once more. 

‘Ah!’ said Jordan, throwing himself back in an arm-chair, 
‘it is quite certain that my only good time is that which I 
spend here among my appliances and papers. As soon as 
I come back to this laboratory, hope and peace seem to rise to 
my heart once more.’ 

He glanced affectionately around the spacious room, whose 
large windows were open, the glow of the setting sun entering 
warmly and caressingly, whilst between the trees one saw the 
roofs and casements of Beauclair shining in the distance. 

‘How wretched and futile all those disputes are!’ Jordan 
resumed, whilst Luc softly paced up and down. ‘ AsI listened 
to the priest and the schoolmaster after lunch I felt astonished 
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that people could lose their time in striving to convince one 
another when they viewed questions from opposite standpoints, 
and could not even speak the same language. Please observe, 
that they never come here without beginning precisely the 
same discussions afresh, and reaching absolutely the same 
point as on the previous occasion. And besides, how silly it 
is to confine oneself to the absolute, to take no account of 
experience, and to fight on simply with contradictory argu- 
ments! I am entirely of the opinion of the doctor, who 
amuses himself with annihilating both priest and school- 
master by merely opposing one to the other! And then, as 
regards that fellow Lange, can one imagine & man dreaming 
of more ridiculous things—losing himself in more manifest, 
dangerous errors, all through bestirring himself chancewise, 
and disdaining certainties? No, decidedly, political passions 
do not suit me; the things which those people say to one 
another seem to me devoid of sense, and the biggest questions 
which they broach are in my eyes mere pastimes for amuse- 
ment on the road. I cannot understand why such vain battles 
should be fought over petty incidents, when the discovery of 
the smallest scientific truth does more for progress than fifty 
years of social struggling!’ 

Luc began tolaugh. ‘You are falling into the absolute 
yourself,’ said he. ‘Man ought to struggle, politics simply 
represent the necessity in which he finds himself to defend 
his needs and ensure himself the greatest sum of happiness 
possible.’ 

‘You are right,’ acknowledged Jordan, with his simple 
good faith. ‘Perhaps my disdain for politics merely comes 
from some covert remorse, some desire to live 1n ignorance of 
the country’s political affairs in order to avoid being disturbed 
by them. But, sincerely now, I think that I am still a good 
citizen in shutting myself up in my laboratory, for each serves 
the nation according to his lights. And assuredly the real 
revolutionaries, the real men of action, those who do the most 
to ensure the advent of truth and justice in the future, are the 
scientists. A government passes and falls; a people grows, 
triumphs, and then declines; but the truths of science are 
transmitted from generation to generation, ever spreading, ever 
giving increase of light and certainty. A pause of a century 
does not count, the forward march is always resumed at last, 
and in spite of every obstacle mankind goes on towards 
knowledge. The objection that one will never know every- 
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thing is ridiculous; the question is to learn as much as we 
can in order that we may attain to the greatest happiness 
possible. And so, I repeat it, how unimportant are those 
political jolis on the road in which nations take such 
passionate interest. Whilst people set the salvation of pro- 
gress in the maintenance or fall of a ministry, it is really the 
scientist who determines what the morrow shall be by illumin- 
ing the darkness of the multitude with a fresh spark of truth. 
All injustice will cease when all truth has been acquired.’ 

Silence fell. Surette, who had put down her pen, was 
now listening. After pondering for a few moments, Jordan, 
without transition, resumed: ‘ Work, ah! work, I owe my 
life to it. You see what a poor, puny little bengIam. I[ 
remember that my mother used to wrap me in thick rugs 
whenever the wind was at all violent; yet it was she who set 
me to work, as to a régi2ie which was certain to bring good 
health. She did not condemn me to crushing studies, forms 
of punishment with which growing minds are so often 
tortured. But she instilled into me a habit of regular, varied, 
and attractive work. And it was thus that I learnt to work 
as one learns to breathe and to walk. Work has become like 
the function of my being, the necessary natural play of my 
limbs and organs, the object of my life, and the very means 
that enables me to live. I have lived because I have worked ; 
some sort of equilibrium has been arrived at between the 
world and me; I have given it back in work what it has 
brought me in the form of sensations, and I believe that all 
health lies therein, that is in well-regulated exchanges, a 
perfect adaptation of the organism to its surroundings. And, 
however slight of build I may be, I shall live to a good old 
age, that’s certain, since like a little machine I have been 
carefully put together and wound up, and work logically.’ 

Luc had paused in his slow perambulation. Like Seurette 
he was now listening with passionate interest. 

‘But that is only a question of the life of beings, of 
the necessity of good hygiene, if one is to havo good life,’ 
continued Jordan. ‘ Work is life itself; life is the continual 
work of chemical and mechanical forces. Since the first 
atom stirred to join the atoms near it, the great creative work 
has never ceased; and this creative work, which continues 
and will always continue, is like the very tesk of eternity, the 
universal task to which we all contribute our store. Is not 
the universe an immense workshop, where there is never an 
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‘off day,’ where matter from the simplest ferments to the 
most perfect creatures acts, makes, brings forth unceasingly. 
The fields which become covered with crops work ; the slowly 
growing forests work; the rivers streaming through the 
valleys work; the seas rolling their waves from one to another 
continent work; the worlds, carried by the rhythm of gravita- 
tion through the infinite, work. There is not a being, not a 
thing that can remain still, in idleness; all find themselves 
carried along, set to work, forced to contribute to the common 
task. Who or whatever does not work, disappears from that 
very cause, is thrust aside as something useless and cumber- 
some, and has to yield place to the necessary, indispensable 
worker. Such is the one law of life, which, upon the whole, 
is simply matter working, a force in perpetual activity tending 
towards that final work of happiness, an imperious craving for 
which we all have within us.’ 

For another moment Jordan reflected, his eyes wandering 
far away. Then he resumed: ‘And what an admirable 
regulator is work, wltat orderiiness it brings with 1t where- 
ever it reigns! It is peace, it is joy, even as it is health. I 
am confounded when I see it disdained, vilified, regarded as 
chastisement and shame. Whilst saving me from certain 
death, it also gave me all that is good in me. And what an 
admirable organiser it is, how well it regulates the faculties 
of the mind, the play of the muscles, the réle of each group 
in a collectivity of workers. It would of itself suffice as a 
political constitution, a human police, a social raison d’étre. 
We are born solely for the sake of the hive: we none of us 
bring into the world more than our individual, momentary 
effort. All other explanations would be vain and false. Our 
Individual lives appear to be sacrificed to the universal life of 
future worlds. No happiness is possibie unless we set it in 
the solidary happiness of eternal and general toil. And this 
is why I should like to see the foundation of the Religion of 
Work—a hosannah to work which saves, work in which is to 
be found the one truth, and sovereign health, joy, and peace!’ 

He ceased speaking and Sccurette raised a cry of loving 
enthusiasm: ‘How right you are, brother, and how true! 
how beautiful it is!’ 

But Luc seemed more moved even than she. He had 
remained standing there, motionless, his eyes gradually filling 
with light, as if he were some apostle illumined by a suddenly 
descending ray. And all at once he spoke: ‘ Listen, Jordan, 
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you must not sell your property to Delaveau, you must keep 
everything, both the blast-furnace and the mine. That’s my 
answer, I give it you now because I have quite made up my 
mind upon the subject.’ 

Surprised by those words, the connection of which with 
what he had just said escaped him, the master of La 
Crécherie started slightly and blinked. ‘Why so, my dear 
Luc ?’ he asked. ‘ Why do you say that ? Explain yourself.’ 

The young man, however, remained silent for a moment, 
overcome as he was by emotion. That hymn, that glorifica- 
tion of pacifying and reorganising work had suddenly raised 
him, carried him away in spirit, at last showing him the great 
horizon, which hitherto had been clouded in mist. To his 
eyes everything now acquired precision, grew animated, 
assumed absolute certainty. Faith also glowed within him, 
and his words came from his lips with extraordinary power 
of persuasion. 

‘You must not sell the property to Delaveau,’ he repeated. 
‘TI visited the abandoned mine to-day. Such as the ore is in 
the present veins, one can still derive good profit from it by 
subjecting it to the new chemical processes. And Morfain 
has convinced me that one will find excellent lodes on the 
other side of the gorge. There is incalculable wealth there. 
The blast-furnace will yield cast iron cheaply, and if it be 
completed by a forge, some puddling furnaces, rolling mills, 
steam hammers and so forth, one may again begin making 
rails and girders in such a way as to compete victoriously 
with the most prosperous steel-works of the north and the 
east.’ 

Jordan’s surprise was increasing, becoming sheer con- 
sternation. ‘But I don’t want to get any richer,’ he pro- 
tested ; ‘I’ve too much money already; and if I desire to 
sell the place it is precisely in order to escape from all the 
cares of gain. 

With a fine, passionate gesture Luc broke in: ‘Let me 
finish, my friend. It isn’t you that I desire to enrich, it is 
the disinherited ones, the workers whom we were speaking of 
just now, the victims of iniquitous and vilified labour! As 
you have said, work ought of itself alone to be a social 
raison d’étre. At the moment I heard you, the path to sal- 
vation became manifest to me. The happy community of 
to-morrow can only be brought about by such a reorganisation 
of work as will lead to an equitable apportionment of wealth, 
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the only solution by which our misery and sufferings may be 
dispelled lies in that. If the old social fabric, now cracking 
and rotting, is to be replaced by another it must be upon the 
basis of work, shared by all and benefiting all, accepted, indeed, 
as the universallaw. Well, that is what I should like to attempt 
here, a reorganisation of work on a small scale, a brotherly 
enterprise, a rough draft, as it were, of the social system of 
to-morrow, which I should contrast with the other enter- 
prises, those based upon the wage system, the ancient prisons 
where workmen are regarded as slaves and tortured and 
dishonoured.’ 

He went on speaking in quivering accents, outlining his 
dream, all that had germinated in his mind since his recent 
perusal of Fourier’s theories. There ought to be an associa- 
tion between capital, work, and talent. Jordan would provide 
the money required, Bonnaire and his mates would give their 
arms, and his, Luc’s, would be the brain that plans and 
directs. Whilst speaking, the young man again began to 
walk up and down, pointing vehemently the while towards 
the neighbouring roofs of Beauclair. It was Beauclair that 
he would save, extricate from the shame and crime in which 
he had seen it sinking for three days past. As he gradually 
unfolded his plan of action he marvelled at himself, for he 
had not thought that he had all thisin him. But he at last 
saw things clearly, he had found his road. And he now 
replied to all the distressing questions which he had put to 
himself during his insomnia without then finding any answer 
to them. In particular he now responded to those appeals 
from the wretched which had come to him from out of the 
darkness. At present he distinctly heard those cries, and he 
went forward to succour the poor beings who raised them ; 
he would save them by regenerated work, by work which 
would no longer divide men into inimical, all-devouring castes, 
but would unite them in one sole brotherly family, wherein 
=a of each would be directed to obtaining the happiness 
of all. 

‘But the application of Fourier’s formula,’ said Jordan, 
‘does not destroy the wage-system. Even among the Col- 
lectivists little of that system is changed excepting the name. 
To annihilate it, one would have to go as far as anarchy.’ 

Lue was obliged to admit the truth of this objection; and 
in doing so he passed his feelings and opinions in review. 
The theories of Bonnaire, the Collectivist, and the dreams of 
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Lange, the Anarchist, still lingered in his ears. The discussions 
between Abbé Marle, schoolmaster Hermeline, and Doctor 
Novarre, also seemed to begin afresh and continue endlessly. 
The whole made up a chaos of contrary opinions, particularly 
as Luo likewise recalled the objections exchanged by the 

recursors of Socialism, Saint-Simon, Auguste Comte, and 

roudhon. Why was it then that amongst so many formulas 
he himself should choose those of Fourier? No doubt he was 
acquainted with a few fortunate applications of them, but he 
also knew how slowly attempts progressed, and what difficulties 
stood in the way of any decisive result. Perhaps his choice 
was due to the fact that revolutionary violence was quite re- 
pugnant to him personally, since he had set his scientific faith 
in ceaseless evolution, which has all eternity before it to 
achieve its ends. Moreover, a complete and sudden expropria- 
tion of present-day possessors could not be effected without 
terrible catastrophes which would increase the present sum 
of misery and sorrow. Would it not be best therefore to 
ah by the opportunity of such a practical experiment as lay 

efore him, an attempt in which he would find contentment 
for his whole being: his own native goodness of heart and 
his faith in man’s goodness also? He was upbuoyed by some 
exalted heroic feeling, a faith, a kind of prescience, which 
seemed to make success a certainty. And, besides, even if the 
application of Fourier’s formulas should not bring about the 
immediate end of the wage-system, it would at least be a 
forward step, it would tend towards the final victory, the 
destruction of capital, the disappearance of mere traders, 
commercial middle-men, and the annihilation of the power of 
money, that source of all evils whose uselessness would be 
proved. The great quarrel of the socialist schools is one as to 
the means which should be employed. The schools are all 
a: a as to the object in view, and they will all be reconciled 
when some day the happy community is at last established. 
It was the first foundations of that community which Luc 
desired to lay, by collecting scattered forces, associating men 
of good will together, and he was convinced that, given the 
frightful massacre now going on, there could be no better 
point of departure. 

Jordan remained sceptical, however. ‘ Fourier had flashes 
of genius,’ said he, ‘thatis certain. Only he has now been 
dead more than sixty years, and if he still retains a few 
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stubborn disciplee I see no gign of hie religion conquering the 
world.’ 

‘Catholicism took four centuries to conquer a small part 
of it,’ Luc quickly retorted. ‘Besides, I don’t adopt the 
whole of Fourier’s views; I regard him simply as a wise man, 
to whom one day a vision of the truth appeared. Moreover, 
he is not the only one; others helped to prepare the formula 
and others will perfect it. One thing which you cannot deny 
is that the evolution now proceeding so rapidly dates from far 
back. The whole of our century has been given to the 
laborious engendering of the new social system which will 
arise to-morrow. Each day for a hundred years past the 
workers have been born a little more to social life, and to- 
morrow they will be masters cf their destinies by virtue 
of that scientific law which ensures life to the strongest, 
healthiest, and worthiest. It ic all that which we nowadays 
behold, the final struggle between the privileged few by 
whom wealth has been stolen, and the great toiling masses 
who wish to recover the possession of wealth of which they 
have been despoiled for long centuries. History teaches us 
how a few seized on the greatest happiness possible—to the 
detriment of all the cthers; and how since then all the 
wretched despoiled ones have never ceased to struggle furi- 
ously, eager to reconquer aS much happiness as they could. 
For the last fifty years the contest has become merciless, and 
one now sees the privileged folk seized with fear, and slowly 
relinquishing of their own accord certain of their privileges. 
The times are approaching, one can feel it by all the con- 
cessions which the holders of land and wealth make to the 
people. In the political sphere much has been given it already, 
and it will also be necessary to give it much in the economic 
sphere. One sees nothing but new laws favouring the workers, 
humanitarian measures of all kinds, the triumphs too of 
associations and unions, and all announce the coming era. 
The battle between labour and capital has reached such an 
acute crisis that one can already predict the defeat of the 
latter. In time, the disappearance of the wage-system is 
certain. And this is why I feel convinced that I shall conquer 
by helping on the advent of that something else which will 
replace the wage-system, that reorganisation of work, which 
will give us more justice and a loftier civilisation.’ 

He was radiant with benevolence, faith, and hope. And 
continuing he went back to history, to the robberies perpe. 
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trated by the stronger in the earliest days of the world, the 
wretched multitude being reduced to slavery and the possessors 
piling crime upon crime in order that they might not be 
obliged to restore anything to those who were despoiled, and 
who perished by starvation or violence. And he showed the 
accumulation of wealth increased by time, and still now 
in the hands of a few, who held the country estates, the 
houses in the towns, the factories of the industrial centres, 
the mines where coal and metal slumber, the means of trans- 
port by road, canal, and rail, and then the Rentes, the gold 
and the silver, the millions which circulate through the banks, 
briefly the whole wealth of earth, all that constitutes tha 
incalculable fortune of mankind. And was it not abominable 
that so much wealth should only lead to the frightful indigenes 
of the greater number? Did not such a state of things 
demand justice? Could one not see the inevitable necessity 
of proceeding to a fresh apportionment of wealth? Such 
iniquity, in which on the one hand one beheld idleness 
gorged with possession, and on the other pain-racked labour, 
agonising in misery, had made man wolfish towards man. 

Instead of uniting to conquer and domesticate the forees 
of nature, men wolfishly devoured one another. Their 
barbarous social system cast them to hatred and error and 
madness; infants and aged beings were abandoned, and 
woman was crushed down, to become a beast of burden for 
some, and a mere instrument of pleasure for others. The 
workers themselves, corrupted by example, accepted their 
servitude, bending their heads amidst the universal cowardice. 
And how frightful, too, was the waste of human fortune, the 
colossal sums spent on warfare, and all the money given to 
useless functionaries, to Judges and to gandarmes! And then 
there was all the money which without necessity remained in 
the hands of the traders, those parasite intermediaries, whose 
gains were levied on the consumers! But, after all, this was 
only the daily loss of an illogical, badly constructed social 
system. Apart from it there was downright crime, famine 
deliberately organised by those who detained the instruments 
of labour, in order to protect their profits. They reduced the 
output of a factory, they imposed off-days upon miners, they 
created misery for purposes of economic warfare, in order to 
keep up high prices. And yet people were astonished that 
the machine should be cracking and collapsing beneath such 
a, pile of suffering, injustice, and shame! 
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“No, no!’ cried Lue, ‘ that cannot last, unless mankind 
is to disappear in a final attack of madness. The social 
compact must be changed, each man that is born has a right 
to life, and the earth is the common fortune of us all. The 
instruments of work must be restored to all, each must do his 
own share of the general labour. If history, with its hatreds, 
its wars, its crimes, has hitherto been nothing but the abomi- 
nable outcome of original theft, of the tyranny of a few 
thieves who had to urge men on to murder one another, and 
institute law courts and prisons to defend their deeds of rapine, 
it is time to begin history afresh, and to set, at the dawn of 
the new eru, a great act of equity, the restoration of the 
wealth of the earth to all men, work once again becoming 
the universal law of human society, even as it is that of the 
universe, in order that peace may be made among us and 
happy brotherliness at last prevail. And that shall be! I 
will work for it, and I will succeed! ’ 

He seemed so passionate, so lofty, so victorious in his 
prophetic exaltation, that Jordan, marvelling, turned towards 
Sceuretie to say, ‘ Just look at him, is he not handsome? ’ 

Scurette herself, quivering, pale with admiration, had 
not taken her eyes from Luc. It seemed as if a kind of 
religious fervour possessed her. ‘Oh! he is handsome,’ she 
murmured faintly, ‘and he is good as well.’ 

‘Only, my dear friend,’ resumed Jordan, smiling, ‘ you are 
really an Anarchist, however much you may deem yourself 
to be an evolutionist. But you are right in holding that one 
begins by Fourier’s formula, and ends by the free man in the 
free commune.’ 

Lue himself had begun to laugh. ‘ At all events,’ said he, 
‘let’s make a start; weshall see whither logic will lead us.’ 

Jordan had become thoughtful, however, and uo longer 
seemed tohearhim. He, the cloistered scientist, had been pro- 
foundly stirred, and if he still doubted the possibility of 
hastening mankind's advance, he no longer denied the utility 
of experiment. 

‘Individual initiative is no doubt in some respects all- 
powerful,’ he said. ‘To determine facts, one simply needs a 
man of will and action, some rebel of genius and free mind who 
brings the new truth with him. In cases of accident, when 
Balvation depends on cutting a cable or splitting a beam, 
only a man and a hatchet are necessary. Will is everything, 
the saviour is he who wields the hatchet. Nothing resists, 
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mountains collapse and seas retire before an individuality 
that acts.’ 

_ "Twas that indeed ; in those words Luc found an expres- 
sion of the will and conviction glowing within him. He 
knew not yet what genius he brought with him, but he was per- 
vaded by a strength that seemed to have been long accumu-. 
lating, a strength compounded of revolt against all the in- 
justice of centuries, and an ardent craving to bring justice 
into the world at last. His also was the freed mind, he only 
accepted such facts as were scientifically proved. He was 
alone too, he wished to act alone, he set all his faith in action. 
He was the man who dares, and that would be sufficient, his 
mission would be fulfilled. 

Silence reigned for a moment, and then Jordan, with a 
friendly gesture of surrender, said: ‘As I have already told 
you, there are hours of lassitude when I would give Delaveau 
the whole property, both the smeltery and the mine and the 
land, so as to rid myself of them and to be able to devote 
myself in peace to my studies and experiments. So take 
them, you—I prefer to give them to you, since you think you 
can turn them to good use. All that I ask of you is to deliver 
me completely from the burden, to leave me in my corner 
to work and finish my task, without ever speaking to me of 
these affairs again.’ 

Luc gazed at him with sparkling eyes, in which all his 
gratitude, all his affection, glittered. Then, without any 
hesitation, like one certain of the reply he would receive, he 
said : ‘That is not all, my friend. Your great heart must do 
something more. I can undertake nothing without money, 
I need five hundred thousand francs! to establish the works I 
dream of, which will be like the foundation of the future city 
. » . Tamconvinced that I offer you a good investment, since 

our capital will enter into the association, and ensure you a 
arge part of the profits.’ 

And as Jordan wished to interpose, he went on: ‘ Yes, I 
know that you do not desire to become any richer. Never- 
theless you must live ; and if you give me your money I shall 
strive to provide for all your material wants in such a manner 
that your peace as a, worker shall never be disturbed.’ 

Once more did silence, grave, full of emotion, fall in that 
spacious room, where so much work was already germinating 
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for the harvests of the days to come. The decision that had 
to be taken was fraught with such great importance for the 
future that if set something like a religious quiver there 
during that august interval of suspense. 

‘Yours is a soul of renunciation and benevolence,’ said 
Luc again. ‘Did you not apprise me of it yesterday when 
you told me that you would not trade upon the discoveries 
you pursue, those electrical furnaces which will some day 
reduce human labour and enrich mankind with new wealth ? 
For my part it is not a gift that I ask of you, it is brotherly 
help, help to enable me to lessen the injustice of the times and 
create some happiness in the world.’ 

Then, in very simple fashion, Jordan consented. ‘I’m 
willing, my friend,’ he said. ‘You shall have the money to 
realise your dream. Only, as one never ought to tell a false- 
hood, I will add that, in my eyes, that dream is still only so 
much generous utopia, for you have not fully convinced me. 
Excuse the doubts of a scientist . . . But no matter, you are 
a good fellow; make your attempt—I will be with you !’ 

Luc, whom enthusiasm seemed to raise from the ground, 
gave a cry of triumph: ‘ Thanks! I tell you that the work is 
as good as done, and that we shall know the divine Joy of 
having accomplished it!’ 

Sceurette hitherto had not intervened—she had not even 
stirred. But all the kindliness of her heart had made itself 
manifest in her face, big tears of tender emotion filled her eyes. 
All at once, under some irresistible impulse, she rose, drew near 
to Luc, silent, distracted, and kissed him on the face, her tears 
gushing forth as she did so. Then, in her wondrous emotion, 
she flung herself into her brother’s arms, and long remained 
sobbing there. 

Slightly surprised by the kiss she had given the young 
man, Jordan anxiously inquired: ‘ What is the matter, little 
sister? At least you don’t disapprove of what is proposed, 
do you? It is true that we ought to have consulted you. 
But thero is still time—are you with us?’ 

‘Oh, yes! oh, yes!’ she stammered, smiling, suddenly 
radiant amidst her tears; ‘you are two heroes, and I will 
serve you—dispose of me.’ 

Late on the evening of that same day, towards eleven 
o’clock, Luc leant out of the window of the little pavilion, as 
on the previous night, in order to inhale for a moment the 
calm fresh air. In front of him, beyond the uncultivated 
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fields strewn with rocks, Beauclair was falling asleep, 
extinguishing its lights one by one; whilst on the left the 
Abyss resounded with all the noise of its hammers. Never 
had the breathing of the pain-racked giant seemed to Luc 
more hoarse, more oppressed. But again, as on the previous 
night, a sound arose from across the road, so light a sound 
that he fancied it was caused by the beating wings of some 
night-bird. His heart suddenly palpitated, however, when he 
heard the sound afresh, for he recognised a gentle quiver of 
approach. And again he saw a vague, delicate, and slender 
form which seemed to float over the grass. Then, with the 
spring of a wild goat, 2 woman crossed the road, and threw 
him a little bouquet so skilfully that he once more received it 
on his lips like a caress. As on the previous night, too, it was 
@ little bunch of mountain pansies, gathered just then among 
the rocks, and of such powerful aroma that he was quite 
perfumed by it. 

‘Oh, Josine, Josine!’ he exclaimed, penetrated by infinite 
tenderness. 

She it was who had returned, and who, naive, simple like 
those very flowers, once again gave him her whole soul, ever 
with the same gesture of passionate gratitude. And he felt 
refreshed, revived, amidst all the physical and mental fatigue 
following upon so decisive aday. Werenotthose flowers already 
a reward for his first efforts, for his resolution to proceed to 
action ? And it was in her, Josine, that he loved the suffer- 
ing toilers, it was she whom he wished to save from monstrous 
fate. He had found her the most wretched, the most insulted 
and derided, so near to debasement that she was on the point 
of falling into the gutter. With her poor hand mutilated by 
work, she typified the whole race of the victims, the slaves, 
who gave their flesh for work or for pleasure. When he 
should have redeemed her, he would have redeemed the entire 
race. And she, too, was love, love that is needful for harmony, 
for the happiness of the city of the future. 

He gently called her: ‘ Josine! Josine! Itis you, Josine!’ 
But without a word she was already fleeing, disappearing into 
the darkness of the uncultivated moor. Then he again called 
her: ‘Josine! Josine! It is you, I know it, Josine; I want 
to speak to you!’ 

hereupon, trembling but happy, she came back with the 
same light step, and paused on the road below the window. 
‘ Yes, it is I, Monsieur Luc,’ she murmured. 
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He did not hasten to speak, however—he was trying to see 
her better, so slim, so vague she was, like some vision which 
a, wave of darkness would soon carryaway. At last he spoke: 
‘ Will you do me a service? Tell Bonnaire to come to speak 
with me to-morrow morning. I have some good news for 
him—I have found him some work.’ 

She showed her pleasure by a laugh, tinged with emotion, 
and so faint and musical that it recalled the warbling of a 
bird. ‘Ah! you are kind! you are kind!’ she murmured. 

‘ And,’ continued he in a lower voice, for he, likewise, was 
feeling moved, ‘I shall have work for all who wish to work. 
Yes, I am going to try to provide a little justice and happiness 
for everybody.’ 

She must have understood him, for her laugh became yet 
more gentle, more expressive of passionate gratitude. ‘Thank 
you, thank you, Monsieur Luc!’ Then the vision began to 
fade, and Luc again saw the light shadow fleeing through the 
bushes, accompanied by another and smaller one, Nanet, 
whom he had not previously seen, but who was now bounding 
along beside his big sister. 

‘Josine! Josine! Aw evoir, Josine!’ 

‘Thank you, Monsieur Luc!’ 

He could no longer distinguish her, she had disappeared, 
but he still heard her expressions of gratitude and joy, that 
bird-like warble which the night breeze wafted to him; and 
it was instinct with an infinite charm which penetrated and 
enchanted his heart. 

For a long time did he linger at the window, full of 
rapture and boundless hope. Between the Abyss, where 
accursed toil was panting, and La Guerdache, whose park 
formed a great black patch upon the low plain of La Roumagne, 
he perceived Old Beauclair, the workers’ dwelling-place, with 
its shaky rotting hovels slumbering beneath the crushing 
weight of misery and suffering. There lay the cloaca which 
he wished to purify, the antique gaol of the wage-system, 
which must be razed to the ground with allits hateful iniquity 
and cruelty, in order that mankind might be cured of the 
effects of the long efforts to poison it. Andon the same spot 
he was, in imagination, already raising the future city, the 
abode of truth, justice, and happiness, whose white houses he 
could already picture smiling freely and fraternally amongst 
delicate verdure, under a mighty sun of joy. 

But, all at once, the whole horizon was illumined, a 
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great pink glow lighted up the roofs of Beauclair, the pro- 
montory of the Bleuse Mountains, the entire stretch of 
country. It was the glow of liquid metal running from the 
furnace of La Crécherie, and Luc had, at first, taken it 
for the dawn. But it was not dawn, it symbolised rather 
the setting of a planet—old Vulcan, tortured at his anvil, 
throwing forth his final flames. Work, hereafter, would no 
oe be aught than health and joy, to-morrow was coming 
ast. 
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BOOK II 


I 


THREE years went by, and Luc established his new factory, 
which gave birth to a whole town of workers. The land 
which lay below the ridge of the Bleuse Mountains extended 
over a space of some twelve hundred square yards, a great 
moor, which, sloping slightly, stretched from the park of La 
Crécherie to the jumbled buildings of the Abyss. And the 
beginnings were necessarily modest, only a part of the moor 
was at first utilised, the rest being reserved for the extensions 
which it was hoped the future would justify. 

The works stood against the rocky promontory, just below 
the blast-furnace, with which they communicated by two lifts. 
Pending the revolution which Jordan’s electrical furnaces 
would effect, Luc had done little to the smeltery; he had 
improved it in a few matters of detail, and then left it in 
Morfain’s hands to continue working according to old-time 
routine. But in the new works, both as regards the buildings 
and the plant, he had availed himself of all possible 
improvements in order to increase the output and diminish 
the labour of the workers. In a like spirit he desired that the 
houses of the workers, each of which stood in a garden, should 
be homes of comfort where family life might flourish. Some 
fifty were already built on the land near La Crécherie, forming 
quite a little town advancing towards Beauclair. The building 
of each new house, indeed, was like a fresh step taken by the 
future city towards the conquest of the old, guilty and con- 
demned one. Then, in the centre of the land, Luc had erected 
the common-house, a large building containing schools, a 
library, a hall for meetings and festivities, baths and so forth. 
This was all that he had retained of Fourier’s phalanstery, 
leaving everybody free to build as he pleased, and only deem- 
ing collective action to be necessary for certain public services, 
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Finally, in the rear of the property some general stores had 
been established, and grew daily in importance. There was a 
bakery, a butcher’s, a grocery department, not to mention 
others for clothes, utensils, all sorts of small indispensable 
articles, the whole being conducted on the principles of a co- 
operative society of consumers corresponding with the co- 
operative society of producers which controlled the works. 
All this, no doubt, was simply a beginning, but there was no 
dearth of life, and one could already see and judge the work. 
Luc would not have succeeded in making such rapid progress 
had not the happy thought occurred to him of interesting 
workmen of the building trades in the enterprise. One thing, 
too, which particularly delighted him was that he had managed 
to capture all the springs scattered among the higher rocks, 
for they yielded an abundance of fresh and pure water, which 
cleansed the works and the common-house, gave moisture to 
the gardens, where thick greenery arose, and brought health 
and delight to every home. 

Now, one morning, Fauchard, the drawer at the Abyss, 
came strolling up to La Crécherie to see some of his old mates. 
He, ever undecided and doleful, had remained under Delaveau, 
whereas Bonnaire had repaired to the new works, taking with 
him his brother-in-law Ragu, who in his turn had induced 
Bourron to follow. Those three then worked with Luc, and 
Fauchard wished to question them. In the state of hebetude 
to which fifteen years of labour, ever the same, ever a repetition 
of similar gestures amidst a similar glare, had reduced him, 
he felt incapable of arriving at any decision by himself. 
Such, indeed, had become his indolence of mind, that for long 
months he had been thinking of this visit without finding 
sufficient strength of will to make it. From the moment of 
entering the works of La Crécherie he felt astonished. 

Coming as he did from the grimy, dusty Abyss, into whose 
heavy, tumbledown halls the light scarcely entered, he 
marvelled, in the first instance, at the sight of the light airy 
halls of La Crécherie, all brick and iron, through whose broad 
windows the sunshine streamed. All the workshops were 
ere with slabs of cement, in such wise that there was little 

ust; and the abundance of water facilitated frequent wash- 
ings. Moreover, the place remained clean and was easily 
kept in such a condition, by reason of the new smoke-con- 
suming apparatus with which all the fires were provided. 
Thus, in lieu of an infernal, cyclopean den there were bright, 
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shiny, spacious workshops in which toil seemed to lose much 
of its harshness. No doubt the employment of electricity 
was still very limited; there was still a deafening roar of 
machinery, and but little relief had been found for human 
efforts. Only among some of the furnaces had there been 
trials of mechanical appliances, which, although hitherto 
defective, encouraged the hope that man would some day be 
freed from excessive labour. At La Crécherie they were 
feeling their way, so to say; and yet how great was the 
improvement which already resulted from cleanliness, air, and 
sunlight ! 

Fauchard had expected to find Bonnaire, the master-pud- 
dler, at his furnace, and was surprised to come upon him 
watching over a large rolling-machine for the making of rails. 

‘Hallo!’ exclaimed the visitor, ‘have you given up 
puddling then ? ' 

‘No,’ Bonnaire replied, ‘but we do a little bit of every- 
thing here. That’s the rule of the place: two hours on one 
thing, two hours on another ; and really, it’s quite true that 
it rests one.’ 

As a matter of fact Luc did not easily induce the men 
whom he took on to quit whatever might be their specialty. 
Later, however, reforms would be realised, for the children 
were already passing through several apprenticeships, since 
work could only be made attractive by varying it, and giving 
but a few hours to any one particular form. 

‘Ah!’ sighed Fauchard, ‘wouldn’t it just amuse me to 
do something else than draw crucibles out of my furnace! 
But then I can’t, I don’t know how!’ 

The noise made by the rolling machinery was so violent 
that he had to raise his voice to its highest pitch. At last he 
profited by a brief interval to shake hands with Ragu and 
Bourron, who were busily engaged in receiving the rails. All 
this again was quite a sight for Fauchard. The rails were 
not made in the same way as at the Abyss. He looked at 
them with confused thoughts, which he could not have put 
into words. That which more particularly made him suffer 
amidst his downfall, reduced as he was to the status of a mere 
tool, was the dim consciousness that he might have been a 
man of intelligence and will. It was indeed so sad to think 
what a free, healthy, joyful man he might have become if 
slavery had not cast him into that brutifying gaol, the Abyss! 
The rails, which ever grew longer before his eyes, seemed to 
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him like an endless railroad over which his thoughts glided 
away into the future, of which he had neither hope nor clear 
conception. 

Under the hall adjacent to the great foundry the steel 
was melted in a special furnace, and the fusing metal was 
received in a large cast-iron pocket lined with refractory clay, 
which afterwards discharged it into moulds. Electrical rolling 
bridges, powerful cranes, raised and transported the heavy 
masses, brought them to the rolling-machines, and conveyed 
them to the riveting and bolting workshops. There were 
various sorts of rolling-presses, some of them gigantic, one 
for large pieces of steel required for bridges, for the frame- 
works of buildings and so forth; and others for such simple 
things as girders and rails whose dimensions did not vary. 
These were made with extraordinary speed and regularity. 
The steel billet, as dazzling as the sun, but short, and as thick 
as @ man’s trunk, was caught in the first cage between two 
rollers revolving inversely, and when it came forth from the 
throat it was already more slender. But it entered a second 
cage and came forth more slender still, and thus from cage to 
cage it was gradually shaped, till it at last assumed the correct 
outline and the regulation length of ten métres. All this, 
however, was not accomplished without a deafening uproar, a 
terrible noise of jaws between the cages, something akin to the 
mastication of a colossus, whom one could imagine munching 
all that steel. And rails succeeded rails with extraordinary 
rapidity ; you could scarcely follow the billet asit grew thinner 
and longer, and sprang out at last as a rail, to be added to 
others and others, as if indeed railways were extending endlessly, 
penetrating into the depths of the least known lands, and 
girdling the whole earth. 

‘Who's all that for?’ asked Fauchard in his bewilderment. 

‘For the Chinese!’ answered Ragu by way of a joke. 

But Luc was now passing the rolling-mills. He generally 
spent his mornings in the works, glancing into each hall and 
chatting like a mate with the men. He had been compelled 
to retain part of the old hierarchy, master workmen, foremen, 
engineers, and an office staff for account-keeping and 
commercial management. Nevertheless, he already effected 
considerable economy by constant care in reducing the 
number of managers and clerks. On the other hand, his 
immediate hopes had been realised. Although high-class 
lodes like those of former times had not yet been found in the 
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mine, the ore now extracted yielded by chemical treatment 
cheap iron of fair quality; in such wise that the manufacture 
of girders and rails, being sufficiently remunerative, ensured 
the prosperity of the works. They paid their way, the amount 
of business increased each year, and this was the important 
point for Luc, whose efforts were directed towards the future 
of the enterprise, convinced as he was that he should conquer 
if, at each division of profits, the workmen saw their comfort 
and happiness increase. None the less his daily life was full 
of alarms amidst that complicated creation of his ; there were 
considerable advances to make, an entire little army to lead, 
and worries assailed him both as a reformer, as an engineer, 
and as a financier. Success seemed certain, yet he fully 
understood that the enterprise was still in a precarious stage, 
at the mercy of events. 

Amidst the uproar, he only paused for a moment to smile 
at Bonnaire, Ragu, and Bourron, and he did not even notice 
Fauchard. He liked that hall where the rolling-machinery 
was installed, he was cheered by the sight of all the girders 
and rails made there; it was the good forge of peace, he 
sometimes exclaimed gaily. And he contrasted it with the 
evil forge of war—that neighbouring forge, the Abyss, where 
guns and projectiles were made at such great cost, and with 
so much care. To think of it! Such perfect appliances, 
metal worked with so much delicacy and skill, and all that 
simply to produce monstrous engines of warfare which cost 
nations raillions upon millions, and ruined them whilst they 
waited for war, when indeed war did not arise to exterminate 
them. Ah! might the steel girders and frameworks be 
multiplied, might they build up useful edifices and happy 
cities, bridges to cross rivers and valleys, might rails for 
ever gush from the presses and form endless lines to abolish 
frontiers, bring nations together, and win the whole world 
over to the brotherly civilisation of to-morrow ! 

However, just as Luc passed into the large foundry where 
the great steam-hammer began to pound away, forging the 
armature of a gigantic bridge, the rolling machinery was 
suddenly stopped, and an interval ensued pending the starting 
of another section. Fauchard then drew nearer to his old 
mates, and some conversation ensued between them. 

‘So things are going all right here; youare satisfied, eh ?’ 
he inquired. 

‘Satisfied, no doubt,’ Bonnaire replied. ‘The working 
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day is only one of eight hours, and as what one does is 
diversified, one doesn’t get so tired as formerly, and the work 
seems pleasanter.’ 

He, so tall and strong, with his broad, good-natured, 
healthy face, was one of the chief mainstays of the new 
works. He belonged to the council of management, and felt 
very grateful to Luc for having taken him on at the moment 
when he had been obliged to quit the Abyss, and could not 
think of the morrow without apprehension. With his un- 
compromising Collectivist principles, however, he suffered at 
seeing La Crécherie governed by a régime of mere association, 
in which capital retained its great influence. The revolu- 
tionary within him, the dreamer of the absolute, protested 
against such a thing. But at the same time he was sensible, 
he worked, and urged his mates to work with all devotion, 
until they should be able to judge the result of the ex- 
periment. 

‘And so,’ resumed Fauchard, ‘ you earn a lot of money, 
double what you used to, eh ?’ 

Ragu, with that evil laugh of his, began to jest: ‘Oh! the 
double, indeed! Say a hundred francs a day, without counting 
the champagne and the cigars !’ 

He had simply followed Bonnaire’s example in taking 
work at La Crécherie. And though he did not find himself 
badly off, thanks to the relative comfort he enjoyed there, on 
the other hand the orderliness and preciseness of everything 
could scarcely be to his taste, for he was again becoming a 
railer, turning his happiness into derision. 

‘A hundred francs!’ cried Fauchard in stupefaction. 
‘You earn a hundred francs, you do ?’ 

Bourron, who still remained Ragu’s shadow, then tried to 
improve on what his mate had said: ‘Oh! a hundred francs 
just to begin with!’ said he. ‘And one is treated to the 
roundabouts on Sundays.’ 

But whilst the others sneered, Bonnaire shrugged his 
shoulders with disdainful gravity. ‘Can’t you see,’ he ex- 
claimed, ‘that they are talking folly and making fun of you ? 
Everything considered, after the division of the profits our 
daily earnings do not amount to much more than they did 
formerly. Only at each settlement they increase a little, and 
it’s certain that they will some day become superb. Then, 
too, we have all sorts of advantages, our future is assured, and 
living costs us much less than formerly, thanks to our 
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co-operative stores and the gay little houses which are let to us 
almost for nothing. Certainly this isn’t yet real justice, but 
all the same we are on the road to it.’ 

Ragu continued sneering, and a desire came to him to 
satisfy another hatred, for if he jested about La Crécherie, 
he never spoke of the Abyss otherwise than with ferocious 
rancour. 

‘And what kind of face does that animal Delaveau pull 
nowadays ?’ he inquired. ‘It amuses me to think that he 
must be quite wild at having another show erected close to 
his own, and one too that seems likely to do good business. 
He’s in a rage, isn't he?’ 

Fauchard waved his arm vaguely and replied: ‘Of course 
he must be in a rage, only he doesn’t show it over much. 
And yet I really don’t know, because I’ve enough worries 
of my own without troubling about those of other people. 
I’ve heard say that he doesn’t care a fig about your works 
and the competition. He says, it seems, that cannons and 
shells will always be wanted, because men are fools and will 
always go on murdering one another.’ 

Luc, who was just then returning from the foundry, heard 
those last words. For three years past, since the day when 
he had prevailed on Jordan to keep the blast-furnace and 
establish forges and steel-works, he had known that he had 
an enemy in Delaveau. The blow had been a severe one for 
the latter, who had hoped to acquire La Crécherie for a com- 
paratively small sum payable over a term of years, and who 
in lieu thereof saw it pases into the hands of an audacious 
young man, full of intelligence and activity, possessed of 
such creative vigour that at the very outset of his operations 
he raised the nucleus of a town. Nevertheless after the 
a born of his first shock of surprise, Delaveau had felt 
full of confidence. He would confine himself to the manu- 
facture of ordnance and projectiles, in which line the profits 
were large ones, and in which he feared no competition. The 
announcement that the neighbouring works would resume 
the making of rails and girders had at first filled him with 
merriment, ignorant as he was that the mine would be worked 
afresh. Then, on understanding the situation, realising that 
large profits might be made by treating the defective ore 
chemically, he did not lose his temper, but declared to every- 
body that there was room for all enterprises, and that he 
would willingly leave the making of rails and girders to his 
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fortunate neighbour if the latter left him that of guns and 
shells. In appearance, then, peace was not disturbed, cold 
but polite intercourse was kept up. But in the depths of 
Delaveau’s mind lurked covert anxiety, a fear of that centre 
of just and free work, so near to him, for in time its spirit 
might gain upon his own workshops and men. And there 
was yet other uneasiness on his part, an unacknowledged 
feeling that old scaffoldings were gradually cracking under 
him, that there were causes of rottenness which he could not 
control, and that on the day when the power of capital might 
fail him, his arms, however stubborn and vigorous they might 
be, would prove powerless to keep up the edifice, which would 
fall in its entirety to the ground. 

In the inevitable and ever fiercer warfare which had begun 
between La Crécherie and the Abyss, and which could only 
end by the downfall of one or the other of the works, Luc 
felt no pity for the Delaveaus. If he had some esteem for 
the man on seeing how energetically he worked, and how 
bravely he defended his opinions, he despised the woman, 
Fernande, though with his contempt there was mingled a kind 
of terror on divining in her a terrible force of corruption and 
destruction. That evil intrigue which he had detected at La 
Guerdache, the imperious subjugation of Boisgelin, that dull- 
witted coxcomb whose fortune was melting away in the hands 
of a devouring creature, filled him with growing anxiety, as if 
he foresaw in it some future tragedy. All his affection went 
out towards the good-hearted and gentle Suzanne, for she was 
the real victim, the only one worthy of his pity. He had been 
compelled to break off all intercourse with La Guerdache, and 
his only knowledge of what went on there was derived from 
chance reports. These indicated, however, that things were 
going from bad to worse, Fernande’s wild demands increasing, 
whilst Suzanne only found energy to remain silent, closing 
her eyes for fear of some scandal. One day when Luc met 
her, holding her little boy Paul by the hand, in one of the 
streets of Beauclair, she gave him a long look in which he could 
read all her distress, and the friendship that she still retained 
i him in spite of the deadly struggle which now parted their 

ives. 

As soon as Luc recognised Fauchard, he put himself on 
the defensive, for it was part of his plan to avoid all unneces- 
sary conflicts with the Abyss. He was willing that men 
Bhould come from the neighbouring works to offer their 
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services, but he did not wish it to be said that he tfied to 
attract them. As a matter of fact, it was the workers of La 
Crécherie who decided whether a new hand should be admitted 
or not. Accordingly, as Bonnaire had on various previous 
occasions spoken to him of Fauchard, Luc feigned a belief 
that the latter was trying to gain admittance from his former 
comrades. ‘Ah! it’s you, my friend,’ said he; ‘ you’ve come 
to see if your old mates will make room for you, eh?’ 

The other, once more full of doubt, incapable of prompt 
resolution, began to stammer disjointed words. All novelty 
frightened him, accustomed as he was to blindroutine. Those 
new works, those large, light, clean halls, filled him with 
emotion as if they formed part of some awesome place where 
it would be impossible for him to live. He was already eager 
to return to his black and pain-fraught inferno. Ragu had 
derided him. What was the good of changing, when nothing 
was certain? Besides, he dimly realised, perhaps, that it was 
too late for him to make a change. 

‘No, no, monsieur, not yet,’ he stuttered ; ‘I should like to, 
but I don’t know. I'll see a little later—I’ll consult my wife.’ 

Luc smiled. ‘Quite so, quite so—one has to please the 
women. Au revoir, my friend.’ 

Then Fauchard went off in an awkward way, astonished 
at the turn that his visit had taken, for he had certainly made 
it with the intention of asking for work, if he found the place 
to his liking, and one could earn more money there than at 
the Abyss. 

¥or a moment Luc remained speaking to Bonnaire about 
some improvements which he wished to introduce into the 
rolling-machinery. But Ragu had a complaint to make. 
‘Monsieur Luc,’ said he, ‘a gust of wind has broken three 
more panes in the window of our bed-room. And I must 
warn you that this time we really won’t pay. It all comes 
from our house being the first in the line of the wind that 
comes from the plain. One freezes in it.’ 

He was always complaining, always finding reasons for 
discontent. ‘Besides, it’s very simple, Monsieur Luc,’ he 
added, ‘you've only got to call at our house to see how it 
happens. Josine will show you.’ 

Since Ragu had been working at La Crécherie Scourette 
had prevailed on him to marry Josine; and thus they lived 
together in one of the little houses of the new town of workers, 
® house which stood between those of Bonnaire and Bourron, 
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As Ragu had considerably amended his ways, thanks to his 
new surroundings, there did not as yet seem to be any serious 
disagreement in his home. Only a few quarrels had broken 
out, caused chiefly by the presence of Nanet, who also lived in 
the house. Moreover, whenever Josine was sorrowful and 
inclined to shed tears, she carefully closed the window in 
order that her neighbours might not hear her weeping. 

But a shadow had passed over Luc’s brow. ‘Very well, 
Ragu,’ he simply said, ‘I will call at your house.’ 

Then the conversation ceased, the machinery bad begun 
to work once more, drowning the voices of one and all 
with a tremendous noise, which suggested the mastication 
of a giant. For another moment Luc watched the work, 
smiling at Bonnaire, encouraging Bourron and Ragu, striving 
to promote brotherly love among each gang of workers, for 
he was convinced that nothing can prove substantial and 
effective if love be lacking. At last he quitted the workshops, 
and repaired to the common-house, as he did each morning, 
in order to visit the schools. If it pleased him to linger in 
the halls of work, dreaming of future peace, he tasted the 
delight of a yet keener hope among the little world of 
children, by whom the future was personified. 

The common-house, naturally enough, was as yet only a 
large, clean, gay building, in erecting which Luc had aimed 
at little beyond making the place as commodious as possible 
at a small cost. The schools occupied one wing of it, the 
library, recreation-hall, and baths being installed in the other 
one, whilst the meeting and festival-hall, together with 
various offices, occupied the central pile. The schools were 
divided into three distinct sections, first a kind of infant 
asylum, where mothers following various avocations could 
place their little ones, even when these were mere babes in 
swaddling clothes; secondly a school proper, comprising five 
divisions, in which a complete system of education was in 
force; and thirdly a series of workshops for apprentices. 
The pupils frequented the latter even whilst following their 
studies, acquiring familiarity with manual callings as their 
general knowledge developed. And the sexes were not 
separated, boys and girls grew up side by side, from the 
cradle to the workshop of apprenticeship, which they quitted 
in order to marry, passing meantime through the five classes 
of the school, where they sat side by side on the forms, 
qaingling there as they were bound to mingle in after life. 
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To separate the sexes from infancy, to bring up boys and 
girls and educate them differently, one in ignorance of the 
other, does not this render them inimical, and does it not 
tend to pervert them by heightening the mystery of the laws 
of natural attraction? Peace will only be complete between 
the sexes on the common interest which ought to unite them 
becoming apparent to both, reared as comrades, knowing one 
another, deriving their knowledge of life from the same 
source, and setting forth on its road in order to live it logically 
and healthily even as it ought to be lived. 

Seeurette had greatly aided Luc in organising the schools. 
Whilst Jordan, after giving the money he had promised, had 
shut himself up in his laboratory, refusing to examine accounts, 
or to discuss what measures should be adopted, his sister had 
begun to take a passionate interest in that new town which 
she saw germinating, rising before her eyes. The feelings of 
a teacher and a nurse had always been latent within her, and 
her benevolence, which hitherto had been unable to go beyond 
a few poor folk pointed out to her by Abbé Marle, Doctor 
Novarre, or Hermeline the schoolmaster, suddenly expanded 
in presence of Luc’s large family of workers, who needed to 
be taught and guided and loved. She had at the outset chosen 
her special task ; she did not refuse to help in organising the 
classes and the workshops for the apprentices, but she more 
particularly devoted herself to the infant-asylum, where she 
spent her mornings, satisfying her love for the little ones. 
One day, when it was suggested that she ought to marry she 
replied with some slight confusion and a pretty laugh: ‘ But 
haven’t I all the children of others to look after?’ 

She had ended by finding an assistant in Josine, who, 
although now married to Ragu, remained childless, Hach 
morning Sceurette employed her among the infants; and 
drawn together as they were by solicitude for the little ones, 
they had become good friends, however different in other 
respects might be the bent of their natures. 

That morning, when Luc entered the white cool ward, he 
found Sceurette alone there. ‘Josine hasn't been,’ she ex- 
plained ; ‘she sent word that she was not feeling well. Oh! 
it’s merely a trifling indisposition, I believe.’ 

To Luc, however, there came a vague suspicion, and a 
Bhadow again darkened his glance. ‘I have to call at her 
house—I will see if she needs anything,’ he simply replied. 

Then came the delightful visit to the cradles. They stood 
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all white alongside the white walls. Little pink faces lay 
smiling or sleeping in them. And there were some willing 
women with large dazzling aprons, soft eyes, and motherly 
hands, who, speahiid gentle words, watched over all those little 
ones, those germs of humanity in whom the future was rising. 
Some of the children, however, were growing fast—there were 
little men and little women of three and four years of age, and 
these were at liberty, toddling or running about on their little 
legs without encountering too many falls. The ward opened 
on to a flowery verandah, whence a garden extended, and the 
whole troop disported itself in sunshine and warm air. Toys, 
such as jumping jacks, hung down from strings to amuse the 
smallest, whilst the others had dolls, or horses, or carts, which 
they dragged about noisily like future heroes in whom the 
need of action was awaking. And it warmed the heart to see 
those young folk growing thus gaily, and in comfort, for all 
the tasks of to-morrow. 

‘Nobody ill?’ asked Luc, who lingered with delight 
amidst all the dawn-like whiteness. 

‘Ohno! they areall lively this morning,’ Seurette replied. 
‘We had two children taken with the measles the day before 
aaa But I did not receive them afterwards—they have 

een isolated.’ 

She and Luc had now gone out to the verandah, along 
which they went to visit the adjoining school. The glazed doors 
of the five class-rooms followed one after the other, allowing a 
view over the greenery of the garden, and the weather being 
warm these doors were at that moment wide open, in such 
wise that Luc and Scurette were able to glance into each 
room without entering. 

Since the establishment of the school the masters had 
arranged quite & new programme of education. From the 
first class, in which they took the child before he could even 
read, to the fifth, in which they parted from him, after teach- 
ing him the elements of general knowledge necessary to life, 
they particularly strove to place him in presence of things 
and facts, in order that he might derive his learning from the 
realities of the world. They also sought to awaken a spirit 
of orderliness and method in each child; for without method 
there can be no useful work. Ii is method which classifies 
and enables one to go on learning without losing aught of the 
knowledge one has already acquired. The science of books 
was not condemned in the school at a Crécherie, but it was 
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put back to its rightful secondary place, for a child only learns 
well such things as he sees, touches, or understands by 
himself. He was no longer bent like aslave over indis- 
putable dogmas; his masters appealed to his initiative to 
discover, penetrate, and make the truth his own. By this 
system the individual energy of each pupil was awakened 
and stimulated. In like manner punishments and rewards 
had been abolished, no further recourse was had to threats or 
caresses to force idle lads to work. Asa matter of fact there 
are no idlers, there are only ailing children, children who 
understand badly what is badly explained to them, children 
into whose brains obstinate attempts are made to force 
knowledge for which they are not prepared. This being so, 
in order to have good pupils at La Crécherie it was found 
sufficient to utilise the immense craving for knowledge which 
glows within each human being, that inextinguishable 
curiosity of the child for all that surrounds him, a curiosity 
so great that he never ceases to weary people with questions. 
Thus learning ceased to be torture; it became a constant 
pee by being rendered attractive, the master contenting 

imself with arousing the child’s intelligence, and then 
simply guiding it in its discoveries. Each has the right 
and the duty to develop himself. And self-development is 
necessary if one wishes a child to become a real man of 
active energy, with will-power to decide and direct. 

Thus the five classes spread out, offering from the very 
first notions to the acquirement of all the scientific truths, a 
means for the logical, graduated emancipation of the intelli- 
gence. In the garden gymnastic appliances were installed, 
there were games, exercises of all kinds, in order that the 
body might be fortified, provided with health and strength 
whilst the brain developed and enriched itself with learning. 
In the first classes especially, a great deal of time was allowed 
for play and recreation. At the outset only short and varied 
studies, proportionate to the child’s powers of endurance, were 
required. The rule was to confine the children within doors 
as little as possible: lessons were frequently given in the 
open air; walks were arranged and the pupils were taught 
amidst the things on which their lessons turned, now in work- 
shops, now in presence of the phenomena of nature, among 
animals and plants, or beside watercourses and mountains. 
Then, too, efforts were made to give the children a notion of 
what mankind really was, and of the necessity for solidarity. 
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They were growing up side by side, they would always live 
side by side. Love alone was the bond of union, justice and 
happiness. In love was found the indispensable and all-suffi- 
cient social compact, for it was sufficient for men to love one 
another to ensure the reign of peace. That universal love 
which will spread in time from the family to the nation, and 
from the nation to all mankind, will be the sole law of the 
happy community of the future. It was developed among 
the children at La Crécherie by interesting them in one 
another, the strong being taught to watch over the weak, and 
all giving rein to their studies, diversions, and budding passions 
incommon. From all this would arise the awaited harvest— 
men fortified by bodily exercise, instructed in experience 
amidst nature, drawn together by brain and heart, and in this 
wise becoming true brothers. 

However, some laughter and some shouts suddenly arose, 
and Luc felt a little anxious, for at times things did not pass 
off without disorder. In the middle of one of the class-rooms 
he perceived Nanet standing up. It was he, no doubt, who 
had caused the tumult. 

‘Does Nanet still give you trouble?’ he asked Scourette. 
‘He’s a little demon, I fear.’ 

She smiled and made a gesture of indulgent excuse. ‘ Yes, 
he is not always easily managed,’ she said. ‘And we have 
others too who are very turbulent. They push and fight one 
another, and show little obedience. But all the same they 
are dear little fellows. Nanet is very brave and good-natured. 
Besides, when they keep over-quiet we feel anxious, we 
imagine that they must be ill.’ 

After the class-rooms, beyond the garden, came the work- 
shops for the apprentices. Instruction was given there in the 
principal manual callings, which the children practised less in 
order to acquire them perfectly, than to form an acquaintance 
with their ensemble and determine their own vocations. This 
teaching went on concurrently with the other studies. 
Whilst a child was acquiring the first notions of reading and 
writing, a tool was already placed in his hand; and if during 
the morning he studied grammar, arithmetic, and history, 
thereby ripening his intelligence, in the afternoon he worked 
with his little arms in order to impart vigour and skill to his 
muscles. This was like useful recreation, rest for the brain, a 
joyous competition in activity. The principle was adopted 
that every man ought to know a manual calling, in such wise 
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that each pupil on leaving the school simply had to clioose 
the calling he himself preferred, and perfect himself in it 
in a real workshop. In like manner beauty flourished ; the 
children passed through courses of music, drawing, painting, 
and sculpture, and in souls that were well awakened the joys 
of existence were then born. Even for those who had to con- 
fine themselves to the first elements such studies tended to 
an enlargement of the world, the whole earth taking a voice, 
and splendour in one or another form embellishing the 
humblest lives. And in the garden, at the close of fine days, 
amidst radiant sunsets, the children were gathered together to 
sing songs of peace and glory, or to be braced by spectacles of 
truth and immortal beauty. 

Luo was finishing his daily visit when he was informed 
that two peasants of Les Combettes, Lenfant and Yvonnot, 
Were waiting to speak to him in the little office opening into 
the large meeting-hall. 

* Have they come about the stream ?’ asked Sceurette. 

‘Yes,’ he replied, ‘ they asked me to fix an appointment. 
And for my part I greatly desired to see them, for I was talk- 
ing again to Feuillat only the other day, and I am convinced 
that an understanding is necessary between La Crécherie 
and Les Combettes if we desire to win the day.’ 

She listened to him smiling, like one who knew all his 
plans; and after pressing his hand she returned with her 
discreet, quiet step to her white cradles, whence would arise 
ae future people that he needed for the fulfilment of his 

eam. 

Feuillat, the farmer of La Guerdache, had ended by 
renewing his lease with Boisgelin under disastrous conditions 
for both parties. But it was necessary to live, as Feuillat said ; 
and the farming system had become so defective that it could 
no longer yield any good results. It was leading, indeed, to 
the very bankruptcy of the soil. And so Feuillat, like the 
stubborn man he was, haunted by an idea which he imparted 
to nobody, covertly continued urging on certain experimental 
work which he desired to see tried near his farm. That is, 
the reconciliation of the peasants of Les Combettes, whom 
ancient hatreds parted, the gathering together in a commonalty 
of all their patches of land, now cut up into little strips, and 
the creation of one great estate, whence they would derive 
real wealth by applying the principles of high cultivation on a 
large scale. And the idea which Feuillat kept back in the 
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depths of his mind must have been that of persuading 
Boisgelin to let the farm enter the new association, when the 
first experiments should have succeeded. If Boisgelin should 
refuse, facts would end by compelling him to consent. In 
Feuillat moreover, silent man that he was, bending beneath 
such servitude as appeared inevitable, there was something of 
the nature of a patient, crafty apostle, who was resolved to 
gain ground by degrees, undeterred therefrom by any feeling 
of weariness. 

He had just achieved a first success by reconciling Lenfant 
and Yvonnot, whose families had been quarrelling for centuries. 
The former having been chosen mayor of the village and the 
latter ‘ adjoint,’ or deputy mayor, he had given them to under- 
stand that they would be the real masters if they could only 
agree together. Then he had slowly won them to his idea of 
a general agreement, by which alone the village could emerge 
from the wretchedness born of routine in which it vegetated, 
and once more find in the earth an inexhaustible source of 
fortune. As the works of La Crécherie were at that time 
being established, he cited them as an example, spoke of their 
growing prosperity, and profiting by some water question 
which had to be settled between La Crécherie and Les 
Combettes, he even ended by putting Lenfant and Yvonnot in 
communication with Luc. Thus it was that the village 
ae and his deputy happened, that morning, to be at the 
works. 

Luc immediately consented to what they came to ask him, 
and the good nature he evinced in doing so in some degree 
dispelled their habitual distrust. 

‘It’s understood, messieurs,’ said lie, ‘La Crécherie will 
henceforth canalise all the springs captured among the rocks, 
and turn those which it does not employ into the Grand-Jean 
rivulet, which crosses the lands of your village before joining 
the Mionne. At little cost, if you only establish some 
reservoirs, you will have abundant means for watering your 
land and increasing its bearing qualities three times over.’ 

Lenfant, who was short and stout, wagged his big head 
and reflected : ‘It will certainly cost too much,’ saidhe. Then 
Yvonnot, who was short and slim, with a dark face and bad- 
tempered mouth, added: ‘ Besides, monsieur, one thing that 
troubles us is that this water will lead to a lot more dis- 
putes among us when we divide it. You act like a good 
neighbour in giving it to us, and we are much obliged to you. 
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Only, how are we to manage so that each may have his 
proper share without thinking that the others are robbing 
im ?’ 

Luc smiled. The question pleased him, for it would 
enable him to broach the subject which he had on his mind, 
and on account of which he had so particularly desired to see 
the two men. ‘ But water which fertilises,’ said he, ‘ought 
to belong to everybody, just like the sun which shines and 
warms, and the land, too, which brings forth and nourishes. 
As for the best way to divide the water, why, the best is not 
to divide it at all. What Nature gives to all men should be 
left to all of them.’ 

The two peasants understood his meaning. For a 
moment they remained silent, with their eyes fixed on the floor. 
It was Lenfant, the greater thinker of the two, who at last 
replied. ‘Yes, yes, we know. The farmer of La Guerdache 
spoke to us of all that. No doubt it’s a good idea for folk to 
come to an agreement as you have done here, and put their 
money and land and arms and tools in common, and then 
share the profits. If seems certain that one would gain more 
and be happier in that fashion. But, all the same, there 
would be some risk in it, and I think that one will have to 
talk of it a good deal longer before all of us at Les Combettes 
are convinced.’ 

‘Ah! yes, that’s certain,’ put in Yvonnot with a sudden 
wave of hisarm. ‘ We two, you see, are now pretty well in 
agreement, and are not so much opposed to such novelties. 
But all the others have to be gained over, and that will take 
a lot of doing, I warn you.’ 

In those words lurked the peasant’s distrust of all social 
changes affecting the conditions under which property is now 
held. Luc knew it well; he had expected resistance of this 
kind. However, he continued smiling. How heart-rending 
to some was the idea of having to give up one’s strip of land, 
which from father to son one had loved for centuries, and to 
see if merged into the strips of others! Nevertheless all the 
many bitter disappointments due to that bankruptcy of the 
over-divided soil, which ended by filling agriculturists with 
despair and disgust, must help to convince them that the only 
possible salvation lay in union and joint effort. Luc explained 
that success would henceforth belong to associations, that it 
was necessary to operate over large tracts of land with power- 
ful machines for ploughing, sowing, and reaping, with an 
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abundance of manure too, chemically prepared in neighbouring 
factories, and with continuous waterings by which the crops 
would be greatly increased. The efforts of the peasant who 
worked alone, in isolation, were leading to famine, but pro- 
digious plenty would ensue if the peasants of a village would 
only combine together so as to work upon a large scale and 
procure the necessary machinery, manure, and water. Extra- 
ordinary fertility would be created thereby. Two or three 
acres would suffice to feed two or three families. The popula- 
tion of France might be trebled, its soil would amply suffice 
to nourish it if it were cultivated logically, all the creative 
forces working harmoniously together. And that would also 
mean happiness; the peasants’ labour would not be one-third 
as painful as now; he would be liberated from all sorts of 
ancient servitude, that of the moneylender who preys upon 
him and that of the large landowner and the State, who like- 
wise do their best to crush him. 

‘Oh ! it’s too fine!’ declared Lenfant in his thoughtful way. 

But Yvonnot took fire more readily. ‘Ah! dash it!’ said 
he, ‘if that be true we should be fools not to try it.’ 

‘You see how we are situated at La Crécherie,’ resumed 
Luc, who had been keeping a final argument in reserve. 
‘We have hardly been three years in existence, and our busi- 
ness prospers, all our hands who have combined together eat 
meat and drink wine, and they have no debts left and no fear 
for the future. Question them, and visit our workshops, our 
homes, our common house, all that we have managed to 
create in so short a time. It’s all the fruit of union, and you 
yourselves will accomplish prodigies as soon as you become 
united.’ 

‘ Yes, yes, we've seen, we know,’ the two peasants answered 
in chorus. 

This was true ; before asking for Luc they had inquisitively 
visited La Crécherie, appraising the wealth already acquired, 
feeling amazed at the sight of that happy town which was 
springing up so rapidly, and wondering what gain there might 
be for themselves if they should combine in the same manner. 
The force of example was gradually winning them over. 

‘Well, since you know, it’s all simple enough,’ Luc gaily 
retorted. ‘We need bread; our men can’t live if you don't 
grow the corn that’s necessary. And you others need tools, 
spades, ploughs, machines made of the steel which we manufac- 
ture. And so the solution of the problem is simple enough— 
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we have only to come to an understanding together—wv will 
ive you steel, you will give us corn, and we shall all live very 
appily. Since we are neighbours, since your land adjoins 
our works, and we absolutely have need of one another, is it 
not best to live as brothers, to combine together for the 
benefit of every one of us, so as to form in future but one sole 
family ?’ 

Luc’s good-natured way of putting the proposal made 
Lenfant and Yvonnot merry. Never had the desirability of 
reconciliation and agreement between the peasant and the 
industrial worker been set forth more plainly. Luc dreamt, 
indeed, of incorporating in his association all the secondary 
factories and industries which lived on it or beside it. It was 
sufficient that there should be a centre producing a raw 
material—steel—for other manufactories to swarm around. 
There were the Chodorge works which made nails, the 
Hausser works which made scythes, the Mirande works which 
made agricultural machinery; and there was even an old 
wire-drawer, one Hordoir, whose couple of hammers, worked 
by water power derived from a torrent, were still active in one 
of the gorges of the Bleuse Mountains. All of these, if they 
desired to live, would some day be compelled to join their 
brothers of La Crécherie, apart from whom existence would 
prove impossible. Even the men of the building trades and 
those of the clothing trades—as for instance Mayor Gourier’s 
boot-works—would be dragged into the combination, and 
supply houses and garments and shoes even, if in exchange 
they desired to have tools and bread. The future city would 
only come about through some such universal agreement, a 
community of labour. 

‘Well, Monsieur Luc,’ at last said Lenfant in his wise 
way, ‘all these matters are too big to be decided in an off- 
hand manner. But we promise you that we will think them 
over and do our best to bring about a cordial agreement at 
Les Combettes, such as you have here.’ 

‘That is just it, Monsieur Luc,’ said Yvonnot, seconding 
hiscompanion. ‘Since we have got so faras to be reconciled, 
Lenfant and I, we may well do all we can to get the others 
reconciled in the same way. Feuillat, who's a clever fellow, 
will help us.’ 

Then, before going off, they once more referred to the 
water which Luc had promised to turn into the Grand-Jean 
rivalet. Everything was settled; and the young map 
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accompanied them as far as the garden, where their children 
Arséne and Olympe, Eugénie and Nicolas, were waiting. 
They had doubtless brought the little ones in order to show 
them that famous Crécherie, which the whole region was 
talking about. And, as it happened, the pupils of the five 
classes had just come into the garden to play, so that it was 
full of turbulent gaiety. The skirts of the girls flew about in 
the bright sunshine, the boys bounded hither and thither 
like young goats, there was laughter, and singing, and shout- 
ing, a perfect florescence of childish happiness amidst the grass 
and the foliage. 

But Luc caught sight of Sceurette, who stood scolding 
somebody amidst a cluster of little heads both fair and dark. 
In the front rank stood Nanet, now nearly ten years old, 
with a gay, round, bold face under a tumbled shock of hair 
of the hue of ripe oats, but suggesting the fleece of a young 
sheep. Behind him were grouped other children from five to 
ten years of age, the four Bonnaires—Lucien, Antoinette, Zoé, 
and Séverin—and the two Bourrons—Sébastien and Marthe— 
oll of whom, no doubt, had been detected in fault. It 
seemed, indeed, as if Nanet had been the leader of the guilty 
band, for it was he who was answering Sceurette, arguing 
matters with her like an obstinate urchin who would never 
admit himself to be in the wrong. 

‘What is the matter?’ Luc inquired. 

‘Ah! it’s Nanet,’ Sceurette replied, ‘he has again been to 
the Abyss, though it is strictly forbidden. I have just learnt 
that he led these others there yesterday evening; and this 
time they even climbed over the wall.’ 

At the end of the Crécherie lands, indeed, there stood a 
party-wall separating them from those of the Abyss. And at 
one corner, where Delaveau’s garden was situated, there was 
an old door, which since all intercourse had ceased was kept 
strongly bolted. 

But Nanet raised his voice in protest. ‘ First of all,’ said 
he, ‘it isn’t true that we all got over the wall. I got over by 
myself, and then I opened the door for the others.’ 

Luc, who felt greatly displeased, in his turn lost his 
temper. ‘You know very well,’ he exclaimed, ‘ that you have 
been told more than a dozen times that you are not to go 
there. You will end by bringing on us some serious un- 
pleasantness, and I repeat it to all of you that it is very wrong 
and wicked to disobey in this fashion.’ 
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Nanet stood listening and looking with his eyes wide open. 
A good little fellow at bottom, but unable to appreciate the 
importance of his transgression, he felt moved at seeing Luc 
so disturbed. If he had climbed over the wall to let the 
others in, it was because Nise Delaveau had some playmaées 
with her that afternoon, Paul Boisgelin, Louise Mazelle, and 
other amusing little bourgeois, and because they all wanted 
to play together. She was very pleasant was Nise Delaveau, 
according to Nanet. 

‘Why was it so wrong ?’ the boy repeated with an air of 
stupefaction. ‘ We didn’t do harm to anybody, we all amused 
ourselves together.’ 

Then he named the children who had been present, and 
gave a truthful account of what they had done. They had 
only played as was allowable ; they had not broken any plants, 
nor had they thrown the stones lying in the paths on to the 
flower-beds. 

‘Nise gets on very well with us,’ he said in conclusion. 
‘She likes me, she told me so, and I like her since we've 
played together.’ 

Luc forced back a smile. But in his heart a vision was 
arising—he saw the children of the two rival classes scaling 
walls to fraternise, and play, and laugh together, in spite of 
all the hatred and warfare which separated their fathers. 
Would the peacefulness of the future community flower forth 
in them ? 

‘It is quite possible,’ said he, ‘that Nise may be charming, 
and that you may agree very well together; only it 1s under- 
stood that she is to remain on her land and you on ours, in 
order that there may be no complaints.’ 

Then Sceurette, won over by all the charm of that innocent 
childhood, looked at him with eyes so suggestive of forgiveness 
that he added more gently : ‘ Well, you must not do it again, 
little ones, because you might bring some real worry on us.’ 

When Lenfant and Yvonnot had finally taken leave, carry- 
ing off their children, who, after mingling in the play of the 
others, departed very regretfully, Luc, whose daily visit was 
now finished, thought of going home again. Buthe suddenly 
remembered that he had promised to see Josine, and so he re- 
solved to call on her. His morning had hitherto been a good 
one, and by-and-by he would be able to return home with his 
heart full of hope. 

The house occupied by Ragu and Josine, one of the first 
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that had been built, stood near the park of La Crécherie, 
between the houses occupied by the Bonnaires and the 
Bourrons. Luc was crossing the road when, at some distance, 
at a corner of the foot pavement, he saw a small group of 
women, who appeared to be busily chattering. And he soon 
recognised Madame Bonnaire and Madame Bourron, who were 
apparently giving some information to Madame Fauchard, 
she having come that morning, like her husband, to see if 
the new works were indeed such a Tom Tiddler’s ground as 
some folk asserted. Judging by the sharp voice and harsh 
gestures of Madame Bonnaire—La Toupe as folks called her— 
it seemed evident that she was not painting a very seductive 
picture of the new concern. Cross-grained as she was, she 
could be happy nowhere, but invariably spent her time in 
spoiling her own life and that of others. At the very 
beginning she had seemed pleased to find her husband obtain- 
ing work at La Crécherie, but after dreaming of immediately 
securing a big share of the profits, she was now enraged at 
having to wait for it, perhaps for a considerable time to come. 
Her great grievance, however, was that she could not even 
succeed in buying herself a watch, an article of which she 
had coveted the possession for several years already. Quite a 
contrast to her was Babette Bourron, who was ever in a state 
of delight, and did not cease extolling the advantages of her 
new home, her keenest satisfaction arising perhaps from the 
fact that her husband no longer came home drunk with 
Ragu. Between the two of them—La Toupe and La 
Bourron— Madame Fauchard, looking more emaciated, 
unlucky, and mournful than ever, remained in a state of some 
perplexity, but she was naturally inclined to favour the 
pessimism of La Toupe, the more particularly as she was 
convinced that there was no more joy for her in this life. 

The sight of La Toupe and La Fauchard thus distressfully 
chattering was very disagreeable to Luc. It robbed him of 
his good humour, the more especially as he knew what a dis- 
turbance in the future organisation of work, peace, and justice 
was threatened by women. He felt that they were all-power- 
ful, and it was a and for them that he would have liked to 
found his city. Thus his courage often failed him when he 
met such as were evil, hostile, or simply indifferent—women 
who, instead of proving a help such as he awaited, might 
become an obstacle, a destructive force indeed by which 
labour might be annihilated. However, he passed the gossips, 
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lifting his hat as he did so, and they suddenly became silent 
and anxious, as if he had caught them doing wrong. 

When he entered Ragu’s house he perceived Josine seated 
beside a window. She had been sewing, but her work had 
fallen in her lap and, gazing far away, she was now plunged 
in so deep a reverie that she did not even hear him enter. 
For a moment he paused and looked at her. She was no 
longer the wretched girl that he had known scouring the 
pavements, dying of starvation, badly clad, with a pinched 
and woeful face under a wild tangle of hair. She was one- 
and-twenty now, and looked charming in her simple gown of 
blue linen stuff, her figure supple and slim but by no means 
thin. And her beautiful hair, light as silk, seemed like a 
delicate florescence above her rather long face with its laugh- 
ing blue eyes and its little mouth as fresh as a rosebud. 
She seemed also to be seated in a fitting frame-work, in that 
gay and clean little parlour furnished with varnished deal— 
the room that she most preferred in the little house which 
she had entered so happily, and in tidying and embellishing 
which she had taken so much pride and pleasure for three 
years past. 

But of what could Josine now be dreaming, with so 
sorrowful an expression on her pale face? When Bonnaire 
had prevailed on Ragu to follow him and join the others at 
La Crécherie she had deemed herself saved from all future 
trials, Thenceforward she would have a nice little home, 
her daily bread would be assured, and Ragu himself, having 
no further worries with respect to work, would amend his 
ways. Luck apparently had not failed her: Ragu had even 
married her at the express desire of Sceurette; though truth 
to tell she, Josine, was by no means so pleased with the idea 
of that marriage as she would have been at the time when she 
had first met Ragu. Indeed, she had only consented to it 
after consulting Luc, who for her remained both God and 
master. And deep in her being there lurked a rapturous feel- 
ing born of the momentary hesitation which she had divined 
in him before he signified his approval. But after all was 
not that the best, and indeed the only possible, solution? 
She could not do otherwise than marry Ragu since he was 
willing. Luc had to appear pleased for her sake, retaining 
for her the same affection after her marriage as before it, and 
looking at her with a smile at each of their meetings, as if to 
ask her whether she were happy. But at those times she 
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often felt her poor heart succumbing to despafr, melting with 
an unsatisfied craving for true affection. 

As if some breath had warned her, Josine started and 
shivered slightly amidst her dolorous reverie. Then turning 
round she recognised Luc smiling at her in a gentle and 
anxious way. 

‘ My dear child,’ said he, ‘I’ve come because Ragu asserts 
that you are very badly lodged in this house, exposed to all 
the winds from the plain, which, it seems, have broken three 
panes of your bedroom window.’ 

She listened, looking surprised and confused, at a loss 
aaa how to contradict her husband and avoid telling a 
ie. 

‘Yes, there are some panes broken, Monsieur Luce,’ said 
she, ‘but I’m not sure whether it was the wind that did it. 
True enough, when it blows from the plain, we get our full 
share of it.’ 

Her voice trembled as she spoke, and she was unable to 
restrain two big tears which rolled down her cheeks. As 4 
matter of fact the windows had been broken by Ragu the 
previous evening when, in a fit of passion, he had wanted to 
throw everything out of doors. 

‘What, Josine! Are you crying? What is the matter? 
Come, tell me all about it. You know that I am your friend,’ 
said Luc eagerly. 

He had seated himself beside her, full of emotion, sharing 
her distress. But she had already wiped her tears away. 
‘No, no, it is nothing,’ said she; ‘I beg your pardon, but 
you've come ata bad moment, and found me unreasonable 
and worrying.’ 

Struggle as she might, however, he at last wrung a full 
confession from her. Ragu did not become acclimatised to 
that sphere of order, peacefulness, and slow and continuous 
effort towards a better life. He seemed to suffer from 
nostalgia, to regret the misery and the suffering of that wage- 
system amidst which he had lived, growling against the 
masters yet habituated to slavery, and consoling himself for it 
in the wine shops, where he intoxicated himself and poured 
forth rebellious but powerless words. He regretted the black 
and dirty workshops, the covert warfare waged with one’s 
superiors, the noisy freaks with comrades, all the abominable 
days fraught with hatred, which one finished up by beating 
one’s wife and children when one at last returned home. 
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And after beginning with jests he was ending with accusations, 
calling La Crécherie a big barracks, a prison where no liberty 
was left one, not even that of drinking a glass too many if one 
felt so inclined. Besides, so far, one earned there no more 
than one had earned at the Abyss; and there were all sorts 
of worries, anxiety as to whether things were going well, and 
whether there might be no money for one to take when the 
time came round for profit-sharing. For instance, during the 
last two months some very bad rumours had been spreading ; 
it was said that they would all have to tighten their waist- 
bands that year, as a great deal of money had been expended 
in buying new machinery. Then again the co-operative stores 
often worked very badly: at times potatoes were sent you 
when you had asked for paraffin oil; or else you were for- 
gotten and had to return three tin:es to the distribution office 
before you could get served. Fo: these various reasons Ragu 
had begun to deride the place, and grow wrathful with it, 
calling it a dirty hole whence he hoped to ‘sling his hook,’ as 
soon as might be possible. 

Painful silence fell between Josine and Luc. The young 
man had become gloomy, for there was some truth beneath 
all those recriminations, It was the inevitable grating of new 
machinery at the first stage of its work. The rumours which 
were afloat respecting the difficulties of the current year affected 
Lue particularly, since he did indeed fear that he might be 
obliged to ask the men to make a few sacrifices in order to 
prevent the prosperity of the establishment from being com- 
promised. 

-  € And Bourron says ‘ditto ’’ to Ragu, does he not?’ Luc 
inquired of Josine. ‘But you have never heard Bonnaire 
complain, have you ?’ 

Josine was shaking her head, by way of answering no, 
when, through the open window, the breeze wafted the voices 
of the three women who had remained on the foot-pavement. 
La Toupe was again forgetting herself, carried away by 
her incessant desire to bark and bite. If Bonnaire remained 
silent, like a thoughtful man whose sensible mind admitted 
the necessity of an experiment of considerable duration, that 
wife of his sufficed to gather together all the backbiters 
of the rising town. As Luc glanced out of the window he 
saw her again frightening La Fauchard by predicting the 
approaching ruin of La Crécherie. 

‘ And so, Josine,’ he slowly resumed, ‘ you are not happy ?' 
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She again tried to protest: ‘Oh! Monsieur Luc, why 
should I not be happy, when you have done so much for 
me?’ 

But her strength failed her, and again two big tears 
appeared in her eyes and rolled down her cheeks. 

‘You see very well, Josine, you are not happy,’ repeated 
the young man. 

‘I am not happy, it’s true, Monsieur Luc,’ she at last 
answered, ‘ only you can do nothing in the matter. Itis no 
fault of yours. You have been a Providence for me, and 
what can one do if there’s nothing that can change Ragu’s 
heart? He is becoming quite malicious again; he can no 
longer abide Nanet ; he nearly broke everything here yesterda 
evening, and he struck me, because the child, so he said, 
answered him improperly. But leave me, Monsieur Luc— 
those are things which only concern me; at all events I 
promise you that I’ll worry as little as I can.’ 

Sobs broke upon her trembling voice, which was scarcely 
audible. And he, powerless as he was, experienced increasing 
sadness. A shadow was cast over the whole of his happy 
morning ; he was chilled by doubt and despair—he usually so 
brave, whose strength lay so much injoyous hope. Although 
things obeyed him, although material success seemed assured, 
was he to find himself powerless to change men and develop 
divine love, the fruitful flower of kindliness and solidarity, in 
their hearts? If men should remain in a state of hatred and 
violence his work would never be accomplished. Yet how 
was he to awaken them to affection, how was he to teach them 
happiness? That dear Josine, whom he had sought in the 
very depths, whom he had saved from such awful misery, she 
to him seemed the very image of his work. That work would 
not really exist until she was happy. She was woman, wretched 
woman, the slave, the beast of burden and the toy, that he had 
dreamt of saving. And if she was still and ever unhappy, 
nothing substantial could have been founded, everything still 
remained to be done. Amidst his grief Luc foresaw many 
dolorous days; a keen perception came to him of the fact that 
a. terrible struggle was about to open between the past and the 
future, and that he himself would shedin it both tears and 
blood. 

‘Do not cry, Josine,’ said he ; ‘be brave, and I promise you 
that you shall be happy, for you must be happy in order that 
everybody may be £0.’ 
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He spoke so gently that she smiled. 

‘Oh! I am brave, Monsieur Luc,’ she answered; ‘I know 
very well that you won’t forsake me, and that you will end b 
conquering, since you are so full of kindness and courage. 
will wait, I promise you, even if I have to wait all my life.’ 

It was like an engagement, an exchange of promises in- 
stinct with hope in coming happiness. Luc rose, and as he 
stood there clasping both her hands he could feel the pressure 
of her own. And that was the only token of affection between 
them, the union of their hands for a few brief seconds. Ab! 
what a simple life of peacefulness and joy might have been 
lived in that little parlour, so cheerful and so clean with its 
furniture of varnished deal ! 

‘ Au revoir, Josine.’ 

‘ Au revoir, Monsieur Luce.’ 

Then Luc turned his stepshomeward. And he was follow- 
ing the terrace, below which ran the road to Les Combettes, 
when a final encounter made him pause for a moment. He 
had just caught sight of Monsieur Jéréme, who, in his bath- 
chair, propelled by a man-servant, was skirting the Crécherie 
lands. The sight of the old man recalled to Luc other frequent 
chance meetings with him, now here, now there, and particu- 
larly the first meeting of all, when he had seen him passing 
the Abyss and gazing with his clear eyes at the smoky and 
noisy pile where he had formerly founded the fortune of the 
Qurignons. In like fashion he was now passing La Crécherie 
and gazing at its new buildings, so gay in the sunlight, with 
those same clear and seemingly empty eyes of his. Why had 
he signed to his servant to bring him so far ?—was he making a 
complete round of the place in order to examine everything ? 
What did he think of it then, what comparisons did he wish to 
establish ? Perhaps, after all, this was merely some chance 
promenade, some mere caprice on the part of a poor old man 
who had lapsed into second childhood. However, whilst the 
servant slackened his pace, Monsieur Jéréme, grave and im- 
passive, raised his broad and regular countenance, on either 
side of which fell his long white hair, and seemingly scrutinised 
everything, letting neither a wall nor a chimney pass without 
giving it a glance, as if indeed he wished to thoroughly under- 
stand that new town now springing up beside the establishment 
which he had formerly created. 

But a fresh incident occurred, and Luc’s emotion increased. 
Another old man, also infirm, but still able to drag himself 
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about on his swollen legs, was coming slowly along the road 
in the direction of the bath-chair. It was Daddy Lunot, 
corpulent, pale, and flabby, whom the Bonnaires had kept 
with them, and who in sunny weather took short walks past 
the works. At first, no doubt, he failed to recognise 
Monsisur Jéréme, for his sight was weak. Then, however, 
he started, and drew back close to the wall as if the road 
were not wide enough for two, and, raising his straw hat, he 
bent double, bowed profoundly. It was to the Qurignons’ 
ancestor, to the master and founder, that the eldest of the 
Ragus, wage-earner and father of wage-earners, thus rendered 
homage. Years—and behind him centuries—of toil, suffer- 
ing, and poverty, humbled themselves in that trembling 
salute. The master might be stricken, but the former slave, 
in whose blood coursed the cowardice of ancient servitude, 
became disturbed and bowed as he passed. And Monsieur 
Jéré6me did not even see him, but passed on, staring like 
a stupefied idol, his gaze still and ever fixed on the new 
workshops of La Crécherie, which perhaps he likewise failed 
to see. 

Luc shuddered. What a past there was to be destroyed, 
what evil, deadly tares there were to pluck away! He 
looked at his town scarce rising from the ground, and under- 
stood what trouble, what obstacles it would encounter in 
growing and prospering. Love alone, and woman, and child 
could end by achieving victory. 


II 


During the four years that La Crécherie had been estab- 
lished covert hatred of Luc had been rising from Beauclair. 
At first there had only been so much hostile astonishment 
accompanied by malicious pleasantries, but since folk had 
been affected in their interests anger had arisen, with a 
furious desire to resist that public enemy by all possible 
weapons. 

It was more particularly among the petty traders, the 
retail shopkeepers, that anxiety at first displayed itself. The 
co-operative stores of La Crécherie, which had been regarded 
with derision when first inaugurated, were now proving 
successful, counting among their customers not only the 
factory hands, but also all the inhabitants who adhered to 
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them. As may be imagined, the old purveyors were thrown 
into great emoticn by that terrible competition, that new 
tariff which in many instances meant a reduction of one 
third on former prices. Ruin would soon ensue if that 
wretched Luc were to prevail with those disastrous ideas of 
his, tending to a more just apportionment of wealth, and aiming 
in the first instance at enabling the humble ones of the world 
to live more comfortably and cheaply. The butchers, the 
grocers, the bakers, the wine dealers, would all have to put 
up their shutters if people were to succeed in doing with- 
out them. Thus the tradespeople shouted in chorus that 
it was abominable. To them society did indeed seem to be 
cracking and collapsing now that they could no longer levy 
the profits of parasites, and thereby increase the misery of the 
poor. 

The most affected of all, however, were the Laboques, 
those ironmongers who, after beginning life as market hawkers, 
had ended by establishing something like a huge bazaar at 
the corner of the Rue de Brias and the Place de la Mairie. 
The prices for the iron of commerce had fallen considerably 
throughout the district since La Crécherie had been turning 
out large quantities ; and the worst was that with the co-opera- 
tive movement now gaining upon the smaller works of the neigh- 
bourhood, a time seemed coming when consumers would 
procure direct at the co-operative stores, without passing 
through the clutches of the Laboques, such articles as 
Chodorge’s nails, Hausser’s scythes and sickles, and Mirande’s 
agricultural appliances and tools. Apart from their output 
of raw iron and steel the Crécherie stores were already 
supplying several of those articles, and thus the amount of 
business transacted by the Laboques became smaller every 
day. Their rage therefore knew no end; they were exasper- 
ated by what they termed that ‘debasement of prices,’ and 
regarded themselves as robbed, simply because their useless 
cog-wheels were no longer being allowed to consume energy 
and wealth with profit for nobody save themselves. Their 
house had thus naturally become a centre of hostility, 
opposition, and hatred, in which Luc’s name was never 
mentioned otherwise than with execration. There met 
Dacheux the butcher, stammering forth his reactionary rage, 
and Caffiaux the grocer and wine-seller, who, although reeking 
of rancour, was of a colder temperament and weighed his own 
interests carefully. Even the beautifal Madame Mitaine, the 
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baker's wife, though inclined to agreement, came at times and 
lamented with the others the loss of a few of her customers. 

‘Do you know,’ Laboque cried, ‘that this Monsieur Luc, 
as people call him, has at bottom only one idea, that of 
destroying trade? Yes, he boasts of it, he shouts the 
monstrous words aloud: “Tradeis robbery.”” For him we are 
all robbers, and we've got to disappear! It was to sweep us 
away that he established La Crécherie.’ 

Dacheux listened with dilated eyes, and all his blood rush- 
ing to his face. ‘Then how will one manage to eat and 
clothe oneself, and all the rest ?’ he asked. 

‘Well, he says that the consumer will apply direct to the 
producer.’ 

‘And the money ?’ the butcher asked. 

‘Money? Why, hesuppresses that too! There’s to be no 
more money. Isn’t it stupid, eh? As if people could live 
without money ! ’ 

At this Dacheux almost choked with fury. ‘No more 
trade! nomoremoney! Why, he wants to destroy everything. 
Isn’t there a prison for such a bandit? He'll ruin Beauclair 
if we don’t put a stop to it!’ 

But Caffiaux was gravely wagging his head. ‘ He says a 
good many more things. He says first of all that every- 
body ought to work—bhe wants to turn the world into a 
perfect stone-yard, where there’ll be guards with staves to see 
that everybody does his task. He says, too, that there ought 
to be neither rich nor poor ; according to him one will be no 
richer when one’s born than when one dies; one will eat 
according to what one earns, neither more nor less, too, than 
one’s neighbour; and one won’t even have the right to save 
up money.’ 

‘Well, but what about inheritances ?’ put in Dacheux. 

‘There will be no more inheritances.’ 

‘What! no more inheritances? I shan’t be able to leave 
my daughter my own money? Thunder! that is coming it 
too strong!’ And thereupon the butcher banged his fist 
on the table with such violence that it shook. 

‘He says, too,’ continued Caffiaux, ‘that there will be no 
more authorities of any kind, no government, no gendarmes, 
no judges, no prisons. Each will live as he pleases, eat and 
sleep as he fancies. He says also that machinery will end 
by doing all the work, and that the workmen will simply 
have to drive it. It is to be the earthly paradise, because 
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there will be no more fighting, no more armies, and no more 
wars. And he says, moreover, that when men and women 
love one another they will remain together as long as they 
please and then bid each other good-bye in a friendly fashion, 
to take up with others later on if they are so inclined. And 
as for children, the community will take charge of them, bring 
them up in 8 heap as chance may have it, without any need 
of a mother’s or a father’s attentions.’ 

Beautiful Madame Mitaine, who hitherto had remained 
silent, now began to protest: ‘Oh, the poor little ones!’ said 
she. ‘I hope that each mother will at least have the right 
to bring up her own. It’s all very well for the children who 
are forsaken by their parents to be brought up pell-mell by 
strangers aS in orphan asylums. But really it seems to me 
that what you have been telling us is hardly proper.’ 

‘Say at once that it’s filthy!’ roared Dacheux, who was 
beside himself. ‘ Why, their famous future society will simply 
be a house of ill-fame !’ 

Then Laboque, who did not lose sight of his threatened 
interests, concluded: ‘That Monsieur Luc is mad. We 
cannot let him ruin and dishonour Beauclair in this fashion ! 
We shall have to agree together and take steps to stop it all.’ 

The anger increased, however, and there was a universal 
explosion when Beauclair learnt that the infectious disease of 
La Crécherie was spreading to the neighbouring village of 
Les Combettes. Stupefaction was manifested, condemnation 
was passed on all sides—that Monsieur Luc was now de- 
bauching, poisoning the peasantry! After reconciling the 
four hundred inhabitants of the village, enfant, the mayor, 
assisted by his deputy, Yvonnot, had induced them to put 
their land in common by virtue of a deed of association 
similar to that which linked capital, talent, and work together 
at La Crécherie. Henceforth there would be but one large 
estate, in such wise that machinery might be used, that 
manure might be applied on a large scale, and high cultivation 
practised with a view to increasing the crops tenfold and 
reaping large profits, which would be shared by one and all. 
Moreover, the two associations, that of La Crécherie and that 
of Les Combettes, would mutually consolidate each other ; 
the peasants would supply the workmen with bread, and the 
workmen would supply the peasants with tools and manu- 
factured articles necessary for life, in such a way that there 
would be a conjunction of two inimical classes, tending by 
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degrees to fusion, and forming the embryo of a brotherly 
people. Assuredly the old world would come to an end if 
Socialism should win over the peasantry, the innumerable 
toilers of the country districts, who had hitherto been regarded 
as the ramparts of egotistical ownership, preferring to die of 
unremunerative labour on their strips of land rather than 
part with them. The shock of this change was felt through- 
out Beauclair, and a shudder passed like a warning of the 
coming catastrophe. 

Again the Laboques were the first to be affected. They 
lost the custom of Les Combettes. They no longer saw 
Lenfant nor any of the others come to buy spades, ploughs, 
tools, and utensils. On the last occasion when Lenfant called 
he haggled and finally bought nothing, plainly declaring to 
them that he would gain thirty per cent. by no longer dealing 
with them, since they were compelled to levy such a profit on 
articles which they themselves procured at neighbouring 
works. Henceforth all the folk of Les Combettes addressed 
themselves direct to La Crécherie, adhering to the co-opera- 
tive stores there, which grew and grew in importance. And 
then terror set in among all the petty retailers of Beauclair. 

‘One musi act, ono must act!’ Laboque repeated with 
growing violence cach time that Dacheux and Caffiaux came 
to see him. ‘If we wait till that madman has infected the 
ioe region with his monstrous doctrines, we shall be too 
ate.’ 

‘But what can be done?’ Caffiaux prudently inquired. 

Dacheux for his part favoured brutal slaughter. ‘One 
might wait for him one evening at a street corner and treat 
him to one of those hidings which give a man food for re- 
flection.’ 

But Laboque, puny and cunning, dreamt of some safer 
means of killing his man. ‘No, no, the whole town is rising 
against him, and we must wait for an opportunity when we 
shall have the whole town on our side.’ 

Such an opportunity did indeed arise. For centuries past 
old Beauclair had been traversed by a filthy rivulet, a kind of 
open drain, which was called the Clouque. It was not known 
whence it came; it seemed to flow up from under some 
antique hovels at the opening of the Brias gorges, and 
according to the common opinion it was one of those moun- 
tain torrents whose sources remain unknown. Some very old 
inhabitants remembered having seen it in full flood at certain 
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periods. But for long years already it had supplied very little 
water, which various industries contaminated. The house- 
wives dwelling beside it had even ended by using it as a 
natural sink into which they emptied all sorts of slops, in 
such wise that it carried with it much of the filth of the poor 
district, and in summer sent forth an abominable stench. At 
one moment there had been serious fears of an epidemic, and 
the municipal council, at the mayor’s initiative, had debated 
whether it should not be covered over. But the expense 
seemed too great, so the matter was shelved and the Clouque 
quietly continued perfuming and contaminating the neigh- 
bourhood. All at once, however, it quite ceased to flow, dried 
up apparently, leaving only a hard rocky bed in which there 
was no longer a single drop of water. As by the touch of 
some magician’s wand Beauclair was rid of that source of 
infection, to which all the bad fevers of the district had been 
attributed. And all that remained was a feeling of curiosity 
as to whither the torrent might have betaken itself. 

At first there were only some vague rumours on the 
subject. Then more precise statements were made, and it 
became certain that it was Monsieur Luc who had begun to 
divert the torrent from its usual course by capturing the 
springs on the slopes of the Bleuse Mountains for the needs 
of La Crécherie, whose health and prosperity came largely 
from its abundant supply of beautiful, clear water. But 
the climax had come, all the water of the torrent being 
diverted by Luc, when it had occurred to him to give the 
overplus of his reservoirs to the peasants of Les Combettes, in 
that way founding their fortune, and bringing about their 
happy association,; for it was that beneficent water, flowing 
on for one and all, that had first united them together. 
Before long proofs became plentiful, the water which had 
disappeared from the Clouque was streaming along the Grand 
Jean, and turned to intelligent use, was becoming wealth 
instead of filth and death. Then rancour and rage arose 
and grew against that man Luc, who disposed so lightly of 
what did not belong to him. Why had he stolen the torrent ? 
Why did he keep it and give it to his creatures? It was 
not right that people should in that way take the water of 
a town, a stream which had always flowed there, which 
people were accustomed to see, and which, whatever might be 
said to the contrary, had rendered great services. The meagre 
streamlet, transporting filthy detritus, exhaling pestilence 
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and killing people, was forgotten. Folk talked no more of 
burying it, each recounted what great benefit he or she had 
derived from it, for watering, for washing, and for the daily 
needs of life. Such a theft could not be tolerated; it was 
absolutely necessary that La Crécherie should restore the 
Clouque, that filthy drain which had poisoned the town. 

Naturally enough it was Laboque who shouted the loudest. 
He paid an official visit to Gourier, the mayor, to inquire 
what decision he intended to propose to the Municipal 
Council under such grave circumstances. He, Laboque, 
claimed to be particularly injured, for the Clouque had flowed 
behind his house, at the end of his little garden; and he 
alleged that he had derived considerable advantages therefrom. 
If he had drawn up a protest and sought to collect signatures 
he would undoubtedly have obtained those of all the inhabi- 
tants of his district. But, in his opinion, the town itself 
ought to take the affair in hand, and commence an action 
against La Crécherie, claiming the restitution of the torrent, 
and damages for the temporary loss of it. Gourier listened, 
and in spite of his own hatred against Luc, contented him- 
self with nodding approval. Finally he declared that he 
must have a few days to reflect, look into the matter, and 
consult those around him. He fully understood that Laboque 
was urging the town to take up the matter, in order that 
he might not have to do so himself. And no doubt Sub- 
Prefect Chatelard, whom all complications terrified and with 
whom Gourier shut himself up for a couple of hours, was 
able to convince him that it was always wise to let others 
embark in law-suits; for when the mayor sent for the iron- 
monger again, it was only to explain to him at great length 
that an action started by the town would drag on and 
lead to nothing serious, whereas one brought by a privaie 
individual would prove far more disastrous for La Crécherie, 
particularly if after a first condemnation other private 
individuals followed suit, prolonging matters indefinitely. 

A few days later Laboque issued a writ and claimed five 
and twenty thousand francs damages. Taking as a pretext a 
kind of treat offered by his son and daughter, Auguste and 
Eulalie, to their young friends, Honorine Caffiaux, Evariste 
Mitaine, and Julienne Dacheux, Laboque held quite a 
meeting at his house. The young folk were now fast grow- 
ing up—Auguste was sixteen and Eulalie nine; Kvariste, now 
in his fourteenth year, was already becoming serious, and 
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Honorine, nineteen, and thus of an age to marry, showed her- 
self quite motherly towards little Julienne, who was but eight 
years old, and therefore the youngest of the party. The 
young people, it should be said, at once installed themselves in 
the strip of garden, where they played and laughed merrily, 
for their consciences were clear and gay, and they knew 
nothing of hatred and anger such as consumed their parents. 

‘We hold him at last!’ said Laboque to his friends. 
‘Monsieur Gourier told me that if we carried things to a finish 
we should ruin the works! Let us admit that the court only 
awards me ten thousand francs. Well, there area hundred of 
you who can all bring similar actions, so be would have to 
dip in his pockets for a million! And that is not all—he will 
have to give us back the torrent and demolish the works he 
raised. That will deprive him of that fine fresh water which 
he is so proud of. Ah! my friends, what a good business!’ 

They all grew excited and triumphant at the idea of 
ruining the works of La Crécherie and lowering that fellow 
Luc, that madman who wished to destroy trade, inheritances, 
money—in a word all the most venerable foundations of 
human society. Caffiaux alone reflected. 

‘I should have preferred to see an action brought by 
the town,’said he. ‘ Whenever it’s a question of fighting the 
gentlefolk always want others to do so. Where are the 
hundred people who will issue writs against La Crécherie ?’ 

At this Dacheux exploded: ‘Ah! 1 would willingly join 
in, if my house were not on the other side of the street. And 
even as things stand I shall see if I cannot do something, for 
the Clouque passes at the end of my mother-in-law’s yard. 
Yes, thunder! I must make one of you.’ 

‘But to begin,’ resumed Laboque, ‘there is Madame 
Mitaine, who is circumstanced exactly as I am, and whose house 
suffers like mine since the stream has ceased to flow. You 
will issue & writ, won’t you, Madame Mitaine ?’ 

He had craftily invited her that day with the express 
intention of compelling her to enter into a formal agreement. 
He knew her to be desirous of living in peace herself and of 
ie prio the peace of others. Nevertheless he hoped to win 

er over. 

She at first began to laugh. ‘Oh! as for any harm done 
to my house by the disappearance of the Clouque, no, no, 
neighbour ; the truth is that I had given orders that nota 
drop of that bad water was ever to be used, for I feared I 
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might render my customers ill. It was so dirty and it smelt 
so bad that whenever it is given back to us we shall have to 
spend the necessary money to get rid of it by making it pass 
underground as there was formerly a question of doing.’ 

Laboque pretended that he did not hear this. ‘At all 
events, Madame Mitaine,’ said he, ‘you are with us, your 
interests are the same as ours, and if I win my suit you 
will act with all the other river-side people, relying on the 
chose jugée, won't you?’ 

‘ We'll see, we'll see,’ replied the baker’s beautiful wife, 
becoming grave. ‘I’m willing enough to be on the side of 
justice, if it is just.’ 

Laboque had to rest content with that conditional promise. 
Besides, his state of excitement and rancour deprived him of 
all sense; he thought that victory was already won, and that he 
was about to crush all those socialist follies which in four years 
had diminished his sales by one half. It was society that he 
avenged by banging his fist on the table in company with 
Dacheux, whilst the prudent Caffiaux, before definitely com- 
mitting himself, waited to see which side would triumph. 

Beauclair was quite upset when it heard of Laboque’s writ, 
and his demand for an indemnity of twenty-five thousand 
francs. This was indeed an ultimatum, a declaration of war. 
From that moment there was a rallying-point around which 
all the scattered hatreds grouped themselves into an army 
which pronounced itself vigorously against Luc and his work, 
that diabolical factory, where the ruin of ancient and respectable 
society was being forged. All Beauclair ended by belonging to 
this army, the injured tradesmen drew their customers together, 
and all the gentlefolk joined, since the new ideas quite terrified 
them. Indeed, there was not a petty rentier who did not feel 
himself threatened by some frightful cataclysm, in which his 
own narrow egotistical life would collapse. The women, too, 
were indignant and disgusted now that La Crécherie was 
depicted to them as a huge disorderly house, the triumph of 
which, with its doctrine of free love, would place them at any 
man’s mercy. Hven the workmen, even the starving poor, 
became anxious, and began to curse the man who dreamt of 
saving them, but whom they accused of aggravating their 
misery by increasing the pitilessness of their employers and 
the wealthy. What distracted Beauclair more than all else, 
however, was & violent campaign which the local newspaper, 
the little sheet published by Leblou the printer, started 
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against Luc. This journal now appeared twice a week, and 
Captain Jollivet was suspected of being the author of the 
articles whose virulence was creating such a sensation. The 
attack, it should be said, reduced itself to a cannonade of 
lies and errors, all the muddy trash which is cast at Socialism 
by way of caricaturing its intentions and besmirching its ideal. 
It was, however, certain that such tactics would prove 
successful with poor ignorant brains, and it was curious to 
see how greatly the indignation spread,funiting against the 
disturber of the public peace all the old inimical classes, 
which were furious at being disturbed in their ancient cess- 
pool by a pretended desire to reconcile them and lead them to 
the just, happy, and healthy city of the future. 

Two days before Laboque’s action was heard in the civil 
court of Beauclair, the Delaveaus gave a grand lunch, with 
the secret object of enabling their friends to meet and arrive 
at an agreement prior to the battle. The Boisgelins naturally 
were invited, and so were Mayor Gourier, Sub-Prefect 
Chatelard, Judge Gaume, with his son-in-law Captain 
Jollivet, and finally Abbé Marle. The ladies of the various 
families also attended, in order that the meeting might retain 
all the semblance of a private pleasure party. 

Chatelard that day, according to his wont, called on the 
mayor at half-past eleven to fetch him and his wife, the ever- 
beautiful Léonore. Ever since the success of La Crécherie 
Gourier had been living in anxiety. He had divined that a 
quiver was passing through the hundreds of hands that he 
employed at his large boot-works in the Rue de Brias. The 
men were evidently influenced by the new ideas, and inclined 
to combine together. And he asked himself if it would not 
be better to yield, to help on such combination himself, for he 
would be ruined by it if he did not contrive to belong to it. 
This, however, was a worry which he kept secret, for there 
was another which filled him with great rancour, and made 
him Lue’s personal enemy. His son, indeed, that tall young 
fellow Achille, so independent in his ways, had broken off all 
connection with his parents and sought employment at La 
Crécherie, where he found himself near Ma-Bleue, his sweet- 
heart of the starry nights. Gourier had forbidden any 
mention of that ungrateful son, who had deserted the 
bourgeoisie to join the enemies of social security. But 
although the mayor was unwilling to say it, his son’s 
departure had aggravated his secret uncertainty, and brought 
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him a covert fear that he might some day be forced to 
imitate the youth’s example. 

‘Well,’ said he to Ch&telard, as soon as he saw the latter 
enter, ‘that lawsuit is at hand now. Laboque has been to 
see me again, as he wanted some certificates. He is still of 
opinion that the town ought to intervene, and it is really 
meer to refuse him a helping hand after egging him on as 
we did.’ 

The sub-prefect contented himself with smiling. ‘No, no, 
my friend,’ he answered, ‘ believe me, don’t involve the town 
in it. You were sensible enough to yield to my reasoning, 
ie refused to take proceedings, and you allowed that terrible 

aboque, who thirsts for vengeance and massacre, to act by 
himself. That was fitting, and, I beg you, persevere in that 
course, remain simply a spectator; there will always be time 
to profit by Laboque’s victory if he should be victorious. 
Ah! my friend, if you only knew what advantages one derives 
by meddling in nothing!’ 

Then by a gesture he expressed all that he had in his 
mind, the peace that he enjoyed in that sub-prefecture of his 
since he allowed himself to be forgotten there. Things were 
going from bad to worse in Paris, the central authorities were 
collapsing a little more each day, and the time was near 
when bourgeoise society would either crumble to pieces or be 
swept away by a revolution. He, like a sceptical philosopher, 
only asked that he might endure till then, and finish his life 
happily in the warm little nest which he had chosen. His 
whole policy therefore consisted in letting things go, in 
meddling with tiiem as little as possible; and he was con- 
vinced that the Government, amidst the difficulties of its last 
days, was extremely grateful to him for abandoning the beast 
to its death without creating any further worries. A sub- 
prefect whom one never heard of, who by his intelligence 
had effaced Beauclair from the number of governmental cares, 
was indeed a precious functionary. Thus Chatelard got on 
extremely well; his superiors only remembered him to cover 
him with praises, whilst he quietly finished burying the old 
social system, spending the autumn of his own days at the 
feet of the beautiful Léonore. 

‘You hear, my friend,’ he continued, ‘don’t compromise 
oo for in such times as ours one never knows what may 

appen onthe morrow. One must be prepared for everything, 
and the best course therefore is to include oneself with 
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nothing. Wet the others run on ahead and take all the risk 
of getting their bones broken. You will see very well after- 
wards what you ought to do.’ 

However, Léonore now came into the room, gowned in 
light silk. Since she had passed her fortieth year she had 
been looking younger than ever, with her blonde majestic 
beauty and her candid eyes. Chatelard, as gallant now as on 
the very first day, took her hand and kissed it, whilst the hus- 
band with an air of relief glanced at the pair affectionately. 

‘Ah! you are ready,’ said he. ‘ We will start then—eh, 
Chatelard ? And be easy, I am prudent, and have no desire 
to thrust myself into any turmoil, which would destroy our 
peace and quietness. But by-and-by, at Delaveau’s, you 
know, it will be necessary to say like the others.’ 

At that same hour Judge Gaume was waiting at home for 
his daughter Lucile and his son-in-law Jollivet, who were to 
fetch him in order that they might all repair to the lunch to- 
gether. During the last four years the judge had greatly aged. 
He seemed to have become yet more severe, and sadder; and 
he carried strict attention to the letter of the law to the point 
of mania, drawing up the preambles of his judgments with 
increasing minuteness of detail. It was said that he had 
been heard sobbing on certain evenings, as if he felt everything 
connected with his life giving way, even that human justice 
to which he clung so despairingly as to a last piece of 
wreckage which might save him from sinking. Amidst his 
dolorous remembrance of the tragedy which weighed upon his 
life—his wife’s betrayal and violent death—he must above all 
else have suffered at seeing that drama begin afresh with his 
daughter Lucile, of whom he was so fond, and who was 80 
virginal of countenance, and so strikingly like her mother. 
She in her turn was now deceiving her husband. Indeed, she 
had not been married six months to Captain Jollivet before 
she had taken a lover, a solicitor’s petty clerk, a tall fair youth 
with blue girlish eyes, younger than herself. The judge 
having surprised the intrigue, suffered from it as if it were 
a renewal of that betrayal which had left an ever-bleeding 
wound in his heart. He recoiled from a 'painful explana- 
tion, which would have brought him perchance a repetition of 
the awful day when his wife had killed herself before his eyes 
after confessing her fault. But how abominable was that 
world in which all that he had loved had betrayed, and failed 
him! And how could one believe in any human justice when 
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it was the most beautiful and the best who made one suffer so 
cruelly ! 

Thoughtful and morose, Judge Gaume was seated in his 
private room, where he had just finished reading the ‘ Journal 
de Beauclair,’ when the Captain and Lucile made their 
appearance. The violent article against La Crécherie which 
he had just read seemed to him foolish, clumsy, and vulgar. 
And he quietly expressed his opinion to that effect. 

‘It is not you, I hope, my good Jollivet, who write such 
articles, as is rumoured. No good purpose is served by 
insulting one’s adversaries,’ he said. 

The Captain made a gesture of embarrassment: ‘ Oh, 
write !’ he retorted, ‘ you know very well that I don’t write, 
it is not to my taste. But it’s true that I give Lebleu some 
ideas, some notes, you know, on scraps of paper, and he gets 
somebody or other to write articles based on them.’ Then, 
as the judge still pursed his lips disappprovingly, the 
captain went on: ‘What else can one do? One fights with 
such weapons as one has. If those cursed Madagascar 
fevers had not compelled me to send in my papers, I should 
have fallen sabre and not pen in hand on those idealogues 
who are demolishing everything with their criminal utopian 
schemes. Ah! yes indeed, it would relieve me to be able to 
bleed a dozen of them !’ 

Lucile, short and mignonne, had hitherto remained silent, 
with her usual keen enigmatical smile upon her lips. But 
now she turned so plainly ironical a glance upon her husband, 
that great man with the victorious moustaches, that the 
judge easily detected in it all the merry disdain she felt for a 
swashbuckler whom her little hands toyed with as a cat may 
toy with a mouse. 

‘Oh, Charles!’ said she, ‘don’t be wicked, don’t say 
things that frighten me!’ 

But just then she met her father’s glance, and feared lest 
her true feelings should be divined ; so putting on her candid, 
virginal air again, she added: ‘Isn’t it wrong of Charles to 
get so heated, father dear? We ought to live quietly in our 
little corner.’ 

But Gaume detected that she was still jeering. ‘It is all 
very sad and very cruel,’ said he by way of conclusion, virtually 
speaking to himself. ‘What can one decide, what can one 
do when all deceive and devour one another ?’ 

He rose painfully, and took his hat and gloves in order to 
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go to Delaveau’s. Then in spite of everything, when once he 
was in the street, and Lucile—of whom he was so fond, 
whatever the sufferings she caused him—took hold of his 
arm, he enjoyed a moment of delightful forgetfulness as after 
& lovers’ quarrel. 

Meantime, when noon struck at the Abyss, Delaveau 
joined Fernande in the little salon opening into the dining- 
room of the pavilion built by the Qurignons, which was now 
the home of the manager of the works. It was a rather 
small dwelling; for, apart from the dining and drawing rooms 
and the domestic offices, the ground floor only contained one 
other apartment, which Delaveau had made his private room, 
and which communicated by a wooden gallery with the general 
offices of the works. Then on the first and second floors 
were some bed-rooms. Since a young woman passionately 
fond of luxury had been living in the house, carpets and 
hangings had imparted to the old floors and dark walls some 
little of the splendour that she dreamt of. 

Boisgelin was the first guest to arrive, and came unaccom- 
panied. 

‘What!’ exclaimed Fernande, as if greatly distressed, ‘ is 
not Suzanne with you ?’ 

‘She begs you to excuse her,’ Boisgelin replied in ve 
correct fashion. ‘She woke up this morning with a sic 
headache, and has been unable to leave her room.’ 

Each time that there wus any question of going to the 
Abyss matters took this course—Suzanne found some pretext 
for avoiding such an aggravation of her grief, and only 
Delavean, in his blindness, failed to understand the truth. 

Moreover, Boisgelin immediately changed the conversation. 
‘Ah! so here we are on the eve of tle famous law-suit,’ said 
he. ‘It is as good as settled, eh? a Crécherie will be 
condemned !’ 

Delaveau shrugged his broad shoulders. ‘What does it 
matter to us whether it be condemned or not?’ he replied. 
‘It does us harm, no doubt, by lowering the price of metal, 
but we don’t compete in manufactured articles, and there is 
nothing very serious as yet.’ 

Fernande, who looked wondrously beautiful that day, stood 
quivering, gazing at her husband with flaming eyes. ‘Oh! 
you don’t know how to hate!’ she cried. ‘What! that man 
set himself to thwart all your plans, founded at your very door 
& rival enterprise, the success of which would be the ruin of 
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the one you manafe—a man, too, who never ceases to be an 
obstacle and a threat—and you don’t even desire to see him 
crushed! Ah! if he’s flung naked into a ditch I shall be 
only too pleased ! ’ 

From the very first day she had felt that Luc would be 
the enemy, and she could not speak calmly of that man who 
threatened her enjoyment of life. Therein for her lay his one 
great unique crime. With her ever-increasing appetite for 
pleasure and luxury, she required ever larger profits, an abun- 
dance of prosperity for the works, hundreds and hundreds of 
workmen, kneading, fashioning steel at the flaming doors of 
their furnaces. She was the devourer of men and money, the 
one whose cravings the Abyss with its steam hammers and 
its huge machinery no longer sufficed to satisfy. And what 
would become of her hopes of future pomp and vanity, of 
millions amassed and devoured, if the Abyss should fall into 
difficulties, and succumb to competition? With that thought 
in her mind, she left neither her husband nor Boisgelin any 
rest, but ever urged them on, worried them incessantly, seizing 
shad opportunity to give expression to her anger and her 
ears. 

Boisgelin, who feigned a superior kind of way—never 
meddling with business matters, but spending the profits of 
the works without counting them, setting his only glory in 
being a handsome ladykiller, an elegant horseman, and a great 
sportsman—was none the less accustomed to shiver when he 
heard Fernande speak of possible ruin. Thus, on the present 
occasion, turning towards Delaveau, in whom he retained abso- 
lute confidence, he inquired, ‘ You have no anxiety, eh, cousin ? 
All is going on well here ?’ 

The engineer again shrugged his shoulders. ‘I repeat 
that the works are in no wise affected as yet. Moreover, the 
whole town is rising against that man—he is mad. We shal] 
all see now how unpopular he is; and if at bottom I am woll 
pleased with that law-suit, it is because it will finish him off 
in the opinion of Beauclair. Before three months have 
clapsed all the workmen that he has taken from us will be 
coming with hands clasped to beg me to take them back. You 
will see, you will see! Authority is the only sound principle, 
the enfranchisement of labour is arrant stupidity, for the 
workman no longer does anything properly when once he 
becomes his own master.’ 

Silence fell, then he added more slowly, with a faint shade 


212 WORK 


of anxiety in his eyes, ‘ All the same, we ought to be prudent.. 
La Crécherie is not a competitor that one can neglect, and 
what would alarm me would bs any lack of the necessary funds 
for a struggle in some sudden emergency. We live too much 
from day to day, and it is becoming indispensable that we 
should establish a substantial reserve fund, by setting apart, 
for instance, one third of the annual profits.’ 

Fernande restrained a gesture of involuntary protest. 
That was indeed her fear: that her lover might have to 
reduce his expenditure, and that she, in her pride and pleasures, 
might suffer therefrom. She had to content herself for the 
moment with looking at Boisgelin. But he, of his own 
accord, plainly answered: ‘ No, no, cousin, not at the present 
moment. I can’t set anything aside, my expenses are too 
heavy. At the same time I must thank you once more, for 
you make my money yield even more than you promised. 
We will see about the rest later on—we will talk it over.’ 

Nevertheless Fernande remained in a nervous state, and 
her covert anger fell upon Nise, who had just lunched alone, 
under the supervision of a maid, who now brought her into 
the salon before taking her to spend the afternoon with a 
little friend. Nise, who was now nearly seven years old, 
was growing quite pretty, pink and fair, and ever merry, with 
wild hair which made her resemble a little curly sheep. 

‘There, my dear Boisgelin,’ said Fernande, ‘there’s 
a disobedient child who will end by making me quite ill. 
Just ask her what she did the other day at that treat 
which she offered to your son Paul and little Louise 
Mazelle !’ 

Without evincing the slightest alarm, Nise, with her 
PoP blue eyes, continued gaily smiling at those about 

er. 

‘Oh!’ continued her mother, ‘she won't admit any 
wrong-doing. But do you know, although I had forbidden 
it a dozen times, she again opened the old door in our 
garden wall to admit all the dirty urchins of La Crécherie 
into our grounds. There was that little Nanet, a frightful 
little rascal for whom she has conceived an affection. And 
your boy Paul was mixed up init, and so was Louise Mazelle, 
all of them fraternising with the children of that man 
Bonnaire, who left us in such an insolent fashion. Yes, Paul 
with Antoinette, and Louise with Lucien, and Mademoiselle 
Nise and her Nanet, leading them to the assault of our 
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flower-beds. Yet she hag not even a blush of shame on her 
cheeks, you see !’ 

‘It isn’t just,’ Nise simply answered in her clear voice; 
‘we did not break anything, we played together very nicely. 
He is funny, is Nanet.’ 

This answer made Fernande quite angry: ‘Ah! you think 
him funny, do you? Just listen to me. If ever I catch 
you with him, you shall have no dessert for a week. I don’t 
want you to get me into any unpleasantness with those 
people near us. They would go about everywhere saying 
that we attract their children here in order to render them 
ill, You hear me? This time it is serious; you will have 
to deal with me if you see Nanet again.’ 

‘Yes, mamma,’ said Nise in her quiet, smiling way. And 
when she had gone off with the maid, after kissing every- 
body, the mother concluded: ‘It is very simple—I shall have 
the door walled up. In that way I shall be certain that the 
children won’t communicate. There is nothing worse than 
that—it corrupts them.’ 

Neither Delaveau nor Boisgelin had intervened; for on 
the one hand they saw in this affair only so much childish- 
ness, and on the other they approved of severe measures 
when good order was in question. But the future was 
germinating. Stubborn Mademoiselle Nise had carried away 
in her little heart the thought of Nanet, who was funny and 
played so nicely. 

At last the guests arrived, the Gouriers with Chatelard, 
then Judge Gaume with the Jollivets. Abbé Marle was 
the last to appear, late according to his wont. Though the 
Mazelles had expressly promised to come and take coffee, 
some obstacle prevented them from sharing the repast. Thus 
there were only ten at table; but then they had desired 
to be few in number in order that they might be able to 
chat at their ease. Besides, the dining-room, of which 
Fernande felt ashamed, was such a small one that the 
old mahogany sideboard interfered with the service whenever 
there were more than a dozen round the table. 

From the serving of the fish, some delicious trout of the 
Mionne, the conversation naturally fell on La Crécherie and 
Luc. And what was said by those educated bourgeois, in a 
position to know the truth about what they called ‘ socialist 
utopia,’ proved scarcely one whit more sensible or intelligent 
than the extraordinary views expressed by such people as 
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Dacheux and Laboque. The only man who might have 
understood the real position was Chatelard. But then he 
preferred to jest. 

‘You know,’ said he, ‘that the boys and girls there grow 
up all together in the same class-rooms and workshops, so 
that we may expect the little town to become a populous one, 
very rapidly. With their loose theories, they will all be 
papas and mammas, and there will be quite a tribe of children 
running about ?’ 

‘How horrible!’ exclaimed Fernande, with an air of pro- 
found disgust, for she affected extreme prudishness. 

Then, for a few moments, the free love theories attributed 
to the denizens of La Crécherie formed the topic of conversa- 
tion. Buta matter of that kind did not worry Delaveau. In 
his estimation the serious point was the undermining of 
authority, the criminal dream of living without a master. 

‘Such a conception as that is beyond me,’ he exclaimed. 
‘How will their future city be governed ? To speak only of 
the works, they say that by association they will suppress the 
wage system, and that there will be a just division of wealth 
when only workers are left, each giving his share of toil to 
the community. But I can conceive of no more dangerous 
dream than that, for it is irrealisable, is it not, Monsieur 
Gourier ?’ 

The mayor, who was eating with his face bent over his 
plate, spent some time in wiping his mouth before he answered, 
for he noticed that the sub-prefect was looking at him. 

‘TIrrealisable, no doubt,’ he said at last. ‘Only one must 
not lightly condemn the principle of association. There is 
great strength in association, and we ourselves may be called 
upon to make use of it.’ 

This prudent reply incensed the captain, who retorted 
angrily, ‘What! wouldn’t you condemn once and for all the 
execrable deeds which that man—I speak of that Monsieur 
Luc—is planning against all that we love, that old France of 
ours, such as the swords of our fathers made it and bequeathed 
it to us?’ 

Some mutton cutlets served with asparagus heads were 
now being handed round, and a general outcry against Lue 
arose. The mention of his hated name sufficed to draw them 
all together, unite them closely, in alarm for their threatened 
interests, and with an imperious craving for resistance and 
revenge. Somebody, however, was cruel enough to ask 
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Gourier for news of his son, Achille the renegade, and the 
mayor had to curse the lad once again. Chatelard alone 
tried to tack about and keep the discussion on a jocular 
footing. But in this he failed, for the captain continued 
prophesying the worst disasters if the factious-minded were 
not immediately kicked into obedience and order. And his 
words disseminated such a panic that Boisgelin, becoming 
anxious again, appealed to Delaveau, from whom there 
happily came a reassuring declaration. 

‘Our man is already hit,’ declared the manager of the 
Abyss. ‘The prosperity of La Crécherie is only on the 
surface, and un accident would suffice to bring everything to 
the ground. Thus, for instance, my wife was lately giving 
me some particulars [ 

‘ Yes,’ broke in Fernande, happy to have an opportunity 
of relieving her feelings, ‘the information came to me from 
my laundress. She knows one of our former hands, a man 
named Ragu, who left us in order to go to the new works. 
Well, it seems that Ragu is declaring everywhere that he has 
had quite enough of that dirty den, that the men are bored to 
death there, that he isn’t the only one to complain, and that 
one of these fine days they will all be coming back here. Ah! 
who will begin, who will deal the blow necessary to make that 
man Luc totter and fall to pieces ?’ 

‘But there’s the Laboque lawsuit,’ said Boisgelin, coming 
to the young woman’s help. ‘I hope that will suffice for 
everything.’ 

Fresh silence ensued whilst some roast ducks made their 
appearance. Although the Laboque lawsuit was the real 
motive of that friendly gathering, nobody as yet had dared to 
speak of it in presence of the silence which Judge Gaume 
Sheahan He ate but little, his secret sorrows having 

rought him a complaint of the digestive organs, and he 
contented himself with listening to the others and gazing at 
them with his cold grey eyes, whence he knew how to with- 
draw all expression. Never had he been seen in a lesa 
communicative mood, and this ended by embarrassing the 
others, who would have liked to know on what footing to treat 
him, and at least have some certainty as to the judgment 
which he would deliver. Although no thought of possible 
acquittal at his hands entered anybody’s mind, the all hoped 
that he wquld have the good taste to pledge himself in a suffi- 
ciently clear fashion. 
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Again it was the captain who advanced to the assault. 
‘The law is formal, is it not, Monsieur le Président?’ he 
inquired. ‘ All damage done to anybody must be repaired ?’ 

‘No doubt,’ answered Gaume. 

More was oie ea from him, but he relapsed into silence. 
And thereupon, by way of compelling him to pledge himself 
more thoroughly, the Clouque affair was noisily discussed. 
That filthy stream became one of the former adornments of 
Beauclair ; it was not right that people should steal a town’s 
water in such a fashion as that man Luc had done, particu- 
larly to give it to peasants whose brains had been turned to 
such a point that they had converted their village into a hot- 
bed of furious anarchy which threatened the whole region. 
All the terror of the bourgeoisie now became apparent, for 
assuredly the ancient and holy principle of property was in 
sore distress if the sons of the hard-fisted peasants of former 
times had reached such a point as to place their strips of land 
incommon. It was high time that justice should interfere 
and put a stop to such a scandal. 

“Oh! we may be quite easy,’ Boisgelin ended by saying in 
a flattering tone. ‘The cause of society will be in good hands. 
There is nothing above a just judgment, rendered in all 
liberty by an honest conscience.’ 

‘Without doubt,’ Gaume simply repeated. 

And this time it was necessary to rest content with that 
vague remark, in which they all strove to detect the certainty 
of Luc’s conviction. The meal was now virtually over, for 
after a Russian salad there were only some strawberry ices 
and the dessert. But the guests’ stomachs were comforted, 
and they laughed a good deal, for they were convinced of 
victory. When they had gone into the salon to take coffee 
and the Mazelles arrived, the latter were, as usual, greeted 
with somewhat jocose friendliness. Those worthy folk, living 
on their income, and personifying the delights of idleness, 
moved one’s heart! Madame Mazelle’s complaint was no 
better, but she was delighted at having obtained from Doctor 
Novarre some new wafers which enabled her to eat anything 
withimpunity. It was only such matters as the abominable 
stories of La Crécherie, the threat that Rentes would be done 
away with, and that the right of inheritance would be 
abolished, that now gave heraturn. But what was the use of 
talking about disagreeable things? Mazelle, who watched over 
his wife with profound satisfaction, winked at the others and 
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begged them to raise those horrid subjects no more, since 
they had such a bad effect on Madame Mazelle’s failing health. 
And then the gathering became delightful, they all hastened 
to revert to the happiness of life, a life of wealth and enjoy- 
ment, of which they plucked all the flowers. 

At last, amidst growing anger and hatred, the day of the 
famous lawsuit dawned. Never had Beauclair been so upset by 
furious passion. Luc in the first instance had felt astonished 
at Laboque’s writ, and had simply laughed at it, particularly as 
it seemed to him impossible that the claim for twenty-five 
thousand francs by way of damages could be sustained. If the 
Clouque had dried up it would in the first place be difficult for 
anybody to prove that this had been caused by the capturing of 
hillside springs at La Crécherie; and moreover those springs 
belonged to the estate, to the Jordans, and were free from all 
servitude, in such wise that the owner had a full right to dispose 
of them as he pleased. On the other hand Laboque must assur- 
edly base his claim for damages on facts proving that he had 
really sustained injury and loss, but he simply made such a 
feeble and clumsy attempt to do so that no court of justice in 
the world could possibly decide in his favour. As Lue 
jocularly put it, it was he who ought to have claimed a public 
grant as a reward for having delivered the waterside land- 
owners from a source of infection, of which they had long 
complained. The town now simply had to fill up the bed of 
the stream and sell the land for building purposes, thereby 
putting a few hundred thousand francs into its coffers. Thus 
Luce laughed, not imagining that such a lawsuit as Laboque’s 
could be at all serious. It was only afterwards, on finding 
rancour and hostility rising against him on every side, that he 
began to realise the gravity of the situation, and the peril in 
which his work would be placed. 

This was a first painful shock for him. He was not ignorant 
of the maliciousness of man. In giving battle to the old 
world, he had fully expected that the latter would not yield 
him place without anger and resistance. He was prepared 
for the Calvary he foresaw, the stones and mud with which 
the ungrateful multitude usually pelt precursors. Yet his 
heart wavered as he realised the approach of folly, cruelty, 
and betrayal. He understood that behind the Laboques and 
the other petiy traders there was the whole bourgeoisie, all 
who posséss and are unwilling to part with aught of their 
possessions. His attempts at association and co-operation 
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placed capitalist society, based on the wage-earning system, 
in such peril that he became for it a public enemy, of which 
it must rid itself at any cost. And it was the Abyss and La 
Guerdache and the whole town and authority in every form 
that were now bestirring themselves, joining in the struggle 
and striving to crush him. If he fell that pack of wolves 
would rush upon him and devour him. He knew the names 
of those enemies, functionaries, traders, mere rentiers with 
placid faces who would have eaten him alive had they seen 
him fall at a street corner. And therefore, mastering his 
distress of heart, he prepared for battle, full of the conviction 
that one can found nothing without battling, and that all great 
human work is sealed with human blood. 

It was on a Tuesday, a market day, that Laboque’s action 
was heard by the civil court, over which Judge Gaume pre- 
sided. Beauclair was ina state of uproar, all the folk who 
had come in from the neighbouring villages helped to increase 
the general feverishness on the Place de la Mairie and in the 
Rue de Brias. Scurette, who felt anxious, had therefore 
begged Luc to ask a few strong friends to accompany him. 
But he stubbornly refused to do so, he resolved to go to the 
court alone, just as he had resolved to defend himself in per- 
son, having engaged an advocate simply as a matter of form. 
When he entered the court-room, which was small and already 
crowded with noisy people, silence suddenly fell, and the eager 
curiosity which greets an isolated, unarmed victim ready for 
sacrifice became manifest. Luc’s quiet courage increased the 
rage of his enemies, who pronounced his demeanour to be 
insolent. He remained standing in front of the bench allotted 
to defendants, and whilst quietly gazing at the closely packed 
people around him, he recognised Laboque, Dacheux, Caffiaux, 
and other shopkeepers among all the many furious enemies 
with ardent faces, whom he saw for the first time. However, 
he felt a little relieved on finding that the intimates of La 
Guerdache and the Abyss had at least had the good taste to 
refrain from coming to see him delivered to the beasts. 

Long and exciting proceedings were anticipated, but there 
was nothing of the kind. Laboque has chosen one of those 
provincial advocates with a reputation for maliciousness who 
are the terror of a region. And, indeed, the best time which 
Luc’s enemies spent was when this man spoke. Knowing 
how flimsy were the legal grounds on which the demand for 
damages was based, he contented himself with ridiculing the 
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reforms attempted at La Orécherie. He made his hearers 
laugh a good deal with the comical and distorted picture 
which he drew of the proposed future society. And he raised 
general indignation when he pictured the children of both 
sexes being corrupted, the holy institution of marriage being 
abolished, and free love and all such horrors taking its place. 
Nevertheless, the general opinion was that he had not found 
the supreme insult or argument, the bludgeon blow by which 
& suit is gained and a man for ever crushed. And so great, 
therefore, became the anxiety that when Luc in his turn 
spoke, his slightest words were greeted with murmurs. He 
spoke very simply, refrained from replying to the attacks 
made upon his enterprise, and contented himself with showing 
with decisive force that Laboque’s demands were ill-founded. 
Would he not rather have rendered a service to Beauclair if 
he had, indeed, dried up that pestilential Clouque, and pre- 
sented the town with good building land? It was not even 
proved, however, that the works carried out at La Crécherie 
had caused the disappearance of the torrent, and he was wait- 
ing for the other side to give proof of it. When he concluded, 
some of his bitterness of heart appeared, for he declared that 
if he desired nobody’s thanks for whatever useful work he 
might have done, he would be happy if people would but 
allow him to pursue his enterprises in peace, without seeking 
groundless quarrels with him. On several occasions Judge 
Gaume had to enjoin silence on the audience; nevertheless 
when the public prosecutor also had spoken, in a designedly 
confused manner, in turn praising and condemning both 
parties, Laboque’s advocate replied in so violent a fashion, 
calling Luc an Anarchist bent on destroying the town, that loud 
acclamations burst forth, and the judge had to threaten that he 
would order the court to be cleared if such demonstrations 
were renewed. ‘Then he postponed judgment for a fortnight. 

When that fortnight was past, the popular passions had 
become yet more heated, and folk almost came to blows on 
the market-place in discussing the probable terms of the 
judgment. Nearly everybody, however, was convinced that it 
would be a severe one, fixing the damages at ten or fifteen 
thousand francs, and ordering the defendant to restore the 
Clouque to its former condition. At the same time some 
people wagged their heads and felt sure of nothing, for they 
had not been satisfied with Judge Gaume’s demeanour in 
court. Anxiety was caused, too, by the manner in which the 
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judge had shut himself up at home on the morrow of the 
hearing, under the pretence of suffering from some indisposi- 
tion. It was said that he was really in perfect health, and 
had simply desired to place himself beyond any pressure, 
refusing to see people lest they might try to influence his 
judicial conscience. What did he do in that silent house of 
is, whose doors and windows were kept strictly closed, and 
which his daughter even was not allowed to enter? To 
what moral struggle, what internal drama had he fallen a 
prey amidst his wrecked life, the collapse of all that he had 
loved and all that he had believed in? Those were questions 
which occupied many people, but which none could answer. 
Judgment was to be delivered at noon at the outset of the 
court's sitting. And the room was yet more crowded and 
excited than on the former occasion. Laughter rang out, and 
words of hope and violence were exchanged from one to the 
other end. All Luc’s enemies had come to see him annihilated. 
And he had again refused to let anybody accompany him, pre- 
ferring to present himself alone, the better to express the 
peacefulness of his mission. He stood up smiling and look- 
ing around him without even appearing to suspect that all 
that growling anger was directed against himself. At last, 
pee to the minute, Judge Gaume came in, followed by 
is two assessors and the public prosecutor. There was no 
need for the usher to command silence, the chatter suddenly 
ceased, and the faces of one and all were stretched forward, 
aglow with anxious curiosity. The judge had in the first 
instance seated himself, then he rose holding the paper on 
which his judgment was written; and for a moment he 
remained thus, motionless and silent, with his eyes gazing far 
away beyond the crowd. At last, slowly and without the faintest 
emphasis, he began to read his judgment. It was a long 
business, for ‘ whereas’ followed ‘ whereas’ with monotonous 
regularity, presenting the various questions submitted to the 
court in full detail and under every possible aspect. The 
people present listened without understanding much of what 
was read, and without managing to foresee the conclusion, so 
incessantly and closely did arguments on either side follow 
one another. It seemed, however, at each forward step that 
Luc’s contentions were adopted by the court, that no real 
damage had been done to another, and that every landowner 
had a right to execute what work he pleased on his own land 
when no servitude existed to restrain him. And the decision 
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at a burst forthe-Luo was acquitted, the action was dis- 
missed. 

At first a moment of stupefaction ensued in the court-room. 
Then, everybody having understood the position, there came 
hooting and violent threatening shouts. What! the excited 
crowd, maddened by lies for months past, was robbed of its 
promised victim! It demanded that victim, it claimed him 
that it might tear him to pieces, since an attempt to rob it of 
him was made at the last moment by a judge who had 
evidently sold himself. Was not Luc the public enemy, the 
stranger who had come nobody knew whence to corrupt 
Beauclair, ruin its trade, and foment civil war in its midst by 
banding the workmen together against their masters? And 
had he not with diabolical wickedness stolen the town’s 
water, dried up a stream whose disappearance was a disaster 
for all who had property near its banks? The ‘ Journal de 
Beauclair ’ had repeated those accusations every week, all the 
authorities, all the gentlefolk had spread them abroad, and 
now the humbler ones, blinded and enraged, convinced that a 
pestilence would come from La Crécherie, ‘saw red’ and 
demanded death. Fists were thrust forward, and the cries 
increased : 

‘To death with the thief! To death with the poisoner, 
to death with him!’ 

Very pale, with his features rigid, Judge Gaume remained 
standing amidst the uproar. He wished to speak and give 
orders for the court to be cleared, but he had to renounce all 
hope of making himself heard. And for dignity’s sake he had 
to rest content with suspending the sitting by withdrawing 
from the court followed by his two assessors and the public 
prosecutor. 

Luc had remained calm and smiling beside his bench. 
He had been as much surprised as his adversaries by the 
tenor of the judgment, for he knew in what a vitiated 
atmosphere the judge lived. It was comforting to meet a just 
man amid so much human baseness. When, however, the 
cries of death burst forth, Luc’s smile became a sad one, and 
his heart filled with bitterness as he turned towards that 
howling throng. What had he done to those petty bourgeois, 
those tradesmen, those workmen? Had he not desired to 
benefit all, was he not working in order that all might become 
happy, leving, and brotherly? But the fists still threatened 
him, and the shouts lashed him more violently than ever: 
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‘To death! to death with the thief! To death with the 
poisoner |’ 

To see those poor folk so wild, maddened by falsehoods, 
caused Luc profound grief, for he loved them in spite of 
everything. He restrained his tears, for he wished to remain 
erect, proud, and courageous beneath those insults. The 
ae thinking itself braved, would have ended, however, by 

reaking down the oaken partitions in order to get ai him, if 
some guards had not at last succeeded in thrusting him out 
of the court-room and securing the doors. Then, on behalf 
of Judge Gaume, the clerk of the court came to beg Luc to 
refrain from leaving immediately, for fear of some accident ; 
and eventually the clerk prevailed on him to wait a few 
minutes in the room of the doorkeeper of the Palace of 
Justice, whilst the crowd was dispersing.* 

But if Luc consented to do this he none the less experienced 
a feeling of shame and revolt at being obliged to hide himself. 
He spent in that doorkeeper’s room the most painful fifteen 
minutes of his life, for he thought it cowardly not to face the 
crowd, and was indignant that the position of an apparent 
culprit should thus be forced upon him. Directly the 
approaches of the Palace of Justice had been cleared, he in- 
sisted on going home, on foot, and unaccompanied by anybody. 
He had merely a light walking-stick with him, and was even 
sorry that he had brought it, for fear lest anybody should 
imagine that he had done so for purposes of defence. He 
had all Beauclair to cross, and he set out slowly and quietly 
along the streets. Until he reached the Place de la Mairie 
nobody seemed to notice him. The people who had quitted 
the court had waited for him for a few minutes; then feeling 
certain that he would not venture out for some hours, they 
had gone off to spread the news of the acquittal through the 
town. But on the Place de la Mairie, where the market was 
being held, Luc was recognised. He was pointed out and a 
few persons even began to follow him, not as yet with evil 
intentions, but solely to see what might happen. There were 
only some peasants and their customers present, mere sight- 
seers who were not mixed up in the quarrel. Thus matters 
only took a serious turn when the young man turned into the 


* All who remember M. Zola’s trial in Paris in connection with the 
Dreyfus case will recognise that the above passages and others in this 
chapter are in part founded on his personal experiences at the time 
referred to.— Trans. 
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Rue de Brias, at the corner of which, in front of his shop, 
Laboque, infuriated by his defeat, was venting his anger 
amidst a small crowd of people. 

All the tradespeople of the neighbourhood had hastened 
to Laboque’s establishment directly they had heard the 
disastrous tidings. What! was it true then? La Crécherie 
would be free to finish ruining them with its co-operative 
stores, since the judges took its part ? Caffiaux, who looked 
overwhelmed, preserved silence, full of thoughts which he 
would not express. But Dacheux the butcher, with all his 
blood rushing to his face, showed himself one of the most 
violent, eager to defend his meat, sacred meat, meat the 
privileged food of the wealthy ! And he even talked of killing 
people rather than reduce his prices by a single centime. 
Madame Mitaine, for her part, had not come. She had never 
been in favour of the lawsuit, and she simply declared that 
she should go on selling bread as long as she found buyers, 
and that, for the rest, she would see afterwards. Laboque, 
however, boiling over with fury, was for the tenth time 
recounting the abominable treachery of Judge Gaume when 
all at once he perceived Luc quietly walking past his shop— 
that ironmongery shop whose ruin he was consummating. 
Such audacity brought Laboque’s rage to a climax; and he 
almost threw himself on the young man az, half stifled by his 
rising bile, he growled, ‘To death with the thief! To death 
with the poisoner ! ’ 

Luc, without pausing, contented himself with turning his 
calm brave eyes on the tumultuous throng whence came 
Laboque’s husky invectives. This was taken by all as an act 
of provocation, and a general clamour arose, gathered force, 
and became like a tempest blast. ‘To death with the thief! 
To death with the poisoner! To death with him!’ 

Luc meantime, as if he himself were not in question, 
quietly went his way, glancing to right and left, like one who 
is interested in the sights of the streets. But almost the 
whole band had begun to follow him with louder and louder 
hoots, and threats, and the outrageous words, ‘ To death with 
the thief! To death with the poisoner! To death with him!’ 

And those shouts never ceased, but grew and spread as he 
went at a leisurely pace up the Rue de Brias. Out of each 
shop came fresh tradespeople to join the demonstration. 
Women showed themselves in the doorways and hooted the 
young man as he passed. Some in their exasperation even 
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rushed up and shouted with the men: ‘To death with the 
thief and poisoner!’ Luc saw one of them, a fair young 
Woman, & fruiterer’s wife, charmingly beautiful, showing her 
fine white teeth as she shouted insults after him, and 
threatening him with her hands, whose rosy finger-nails 
seemed eager to tear him to pieces. Children also had 
begun to run after him, and there was one, some five or six 
years old, no bigger than a jack-boot, who almost threw him- 
self between the young man’s legs in order that he might be 
the better heard: ‘To death with the thief! To death with 
the poisoner!’ Poor little urchin! Who could have already 
taught him to raise that shout of hatred? But matters 
became worse when Luc passed the factories situated in the 
upper part of the street. The workgirls of Gourier’s boot 
manufactory appeared at their windows, clapped their hands 
and howled. Then there were even the workmen of the 
Chodorge and Mirande factories, who stood smoking on the 
foot-pavement waiting for the bells to ring the close of the 
dinner-hour, and who, brutified by servitude, likewise joined 
in the demonstration. One thin little fellow, with carroty hair 
and big blurred eyes, seemed stricken with insanity, so 
furiously did he rush about, shouting louder than all the 
others: ‘To death with the thief! To death with the 
poisoner! To death with him!’ 

Ah! that ascent of the Rue de Brias, with that growing 
band of enemies at his heels, amidst that ignoble torrent of 
threats and insults! Luc remembered the evening of his 
arrival at Beauclair four years previously, when the black 
tramp, tramp of the disinherited starvelings along that same 
street had filled him with such active compassion that he had 
vowed to devote his life to the salvation of the wretched. 
What had he done for four years past, that so much hatred 
should have sprung up against him? He had made himself 
the apostle of the morrow, the apostle of a community all 
solidarity and brotherliness, organised by the ennoblement of 
work—work, the regulator of human wealth. He had given 
an example of what he desired to establish, at that La 
Crécherie where the future city was germinating, and where 
such additional justice and happiness as was for the time 
possible already reigned. And that had sufficed—the whole 
town regarded him as a malefactor ; for he could feel that 
the whole of it was behind the band now barking at his heels. 
How bitter was the suffering that accompanied that Calvary- 
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ascent, which all just men must make amidst the blows of 
the very beings whose redemption they seek to hasten! 
Yet as for those bourgeois whose quiet digestions he troubled, 
Luc excused them for hating him ; for were they not terrified 
by the thought of having to share their now egotistical enjoy- 
ment with others? He also excused those shopkeepers who 
ascribed their ruin to his malice, when he simply dreamt of 
a better employment of social forces, and of preventing all 
useless waste of the public fortune. And he even excused 
those workmen whom he had come to save from misery, and 
for whom he was so laboriously raising a city of justice, yet 
who hooted and insulted him, to such a degree, indeed, had 
their brains been fogged and their hearts chilled. Only if he 
excused them all, in his sorrowful brotherliness, he bled, 
indeed, at finding, amongst the most insulting, those very 
toilers of factory and workshop whom he desired to make 
the nobles, the free and happy men of to-morrow. 

Luc was still ascending that endless Rue de Brias, and 
the pack of wolves was still increasing in numbers, their 
shouts knowing no cessation: ‘To death with the thief! To 
death with the poisoner! To death with him!’ 

For a moment he paused, turned, and looked at all those 
people in order that they might not imagine that he was 
fleeing. And as there happened to be some piles of stones 
thereabouts, one man stooped down, took up a stone and 
flung it at him. Immediately afterwards others stooped, 
and the stones began to rain upon him amidst ever-growing 
threats. 

‘To death with the thief! To death with the poisoner! 
To death with him!’ 

So now he was being stoned. However, he made not a 
gesture even, but resumed his walk, persevering in the ascent 
of his Calvary. His hands were empty, he had with him no 
weapon save his light walking-siick, and this he had slipped 
under his arm. But he remained very calm, full of the idea 
that if he were destined to fulfil his mission it would render 
him invulnerable. His grief-stricken heart alone suffered, 
cruelly rent as it was by the sight of so much error and 
madness. Tears rose to his eyes, and he had to make a great 
effort to prevent them from flowing down his cheeks. 

‘To death with the thief! To death with the poisoner ! 
To death with him!’ Still and ever did those cries resound. 

A stone at last struck one of Luc’s heels, then another 
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grazed his hip. It had become a game now—the very children 
took part init. But they were unskilful, and most of the stones 
rebounded over the ground. Twice, however, did pebbles pass 
so near Luc’s head, that one might have thought him struck. 
He no longer turned round, but still and ever ascended the 
Rue de Brias at the same leisurely pace as before, like one 
who, after going for a stroll, is returning home. But at last 
a stone did hit him, tearing his right ear; and then another, 
striking his left hand, cut the palm of it open. At this 
his blood gushed out, and fell in big red drops upon the 
ground. 

‘To death with the thief and poisoner! To death with 
him!’ some of the crowd still cried. But an eddy of panic 
momentarily stayed the advance. Several people ran off, 
seized with cowardice, now that the moment to kill the man 
seemed to have arrived. Some of the women, too, shrieked, 
and carried the children away in their arms. Only the most 
furious fanatics then kept up the pursuit. Luc, still con- 
tinuing his painful journey, just glanced at his hand; then, 
after wiping his ear with his handkerchief, he wrapped the 
latter over his bleeding palm. But he had slackened his 
pace, and could hear his pursuers drawing quite near to him. 
When on the nape of his neck he detected the ardent panting 
of the throng, he turned round for the last time. Rushing 
on frantically, in the front rank, was the short and scraggy 
workman with carroty hair and big dull eyes. He was a 
smith belonging to the Abyss, it was said. With a final 
bound he reached the man whom he had been following from 
the bottom of the street, and though there seemed to be no 
motive for his frenzied hatred, he spat with the greatest 
violence in his face. 

‘To death with the thief! To death with the poisoner! 
To death with him!’ 

Luc had at last ascended his Calvary—he was at the top 
of the Rue de Brias now. But he staggered beneath that 
final abominable outrage. His face became frightfully pale, 
and an involuntary impulse of his whole being prompted him 
to raise his uninjured hand and clench it vengefully. He 
looked like some superb giant beside a wretched dwarf, for 
with one blow he could have felled the little workman to the 
ground. But his consciousness of strength enabled him to 
restrain himself. He did not bring down his fist. From his 
eyes, however, flowed two big tears, tears of inhnite grief 
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which hitherto he had been able to keep back, but which he 
could now no longer hide, such had become the bitterness of 
his feelings. He wept to think that there should be so much 
ignorance, so terrible a misunderstanding, that all those poor, 
unhappy, well-loved toilers should refuse to be saved! And 
they, after sneering at him, allowed him to return home, 
bleeding, and all alone. 

In the evening Luc shut himself up in the little pavilion 
which he still occupied at the end of the park, alongside the 
road to Les Combettes. His acquittal did not leave him any 
illusions. The violence displayed towards him that afternoon, 
the savage pursuit of the crowd, told him what warfare 
would be waged against him now that the whole town was 
rising. These were the supreme convulsions of an expiring 
social system which was unwilling to die. It resisted and 
struggled furiously, with the hope of staying the march of 
mankind. Some, the partisans of authority, set salvation in 
pitiless repression ; others, the sentimentalists, appealed to the 
past and its poetry, to all indeed that man weeps for when he 
is forced to quit it for ever; and others, again, seized with 
exasperation, joined the revolutionaries as if eager to finish 
mattersat once. And thus Luc felt that he had virtually been 
pursued by all Beauclair, which was like a miniature world 
amidst the great one. And if he remained brave and still re- 
solved for battle, he was none the less bitterly distressed, and 
anxious to hide it. During the hours, few and far between, 
when he felt weakness coming over him, he preferred to shut 
himself up and drain his cup of sorrow to the dregs in privacy, 
only showing himself once more when he was hale and brave 
again. That evening therefore he barred both the doors and 
windows of the pavilion, and gave orders that nobody was to 
be admitted to see him. 

About eleven o’clock, however, he fancied that he could 
hear some light footsteps on the road. Then came a low call, 
scarce audible, which made him shiver. He went to open 
the window, and on looking between the laths of the shutters 
he perceived a slender form. Then a very gentle voice 
ascended, saying : ‘It is I, Monsieur Luc, I must speak to you 
at once.’ 

It was the voice of Josine. Luc did not even pause to 
reflect, but at once went to open the little door communicating 
with the road. And then he led her into his closed room, 
where a lamp was burning peacefully. But on looking at her 
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he was seized with terrible anxiety, for her garments were in 
disorder and her face was bruised. 

‘Good heavens! what is the matter, Josine? What has 
happened ?’ he cried. 

Tears were falling from her eyes, her hair drooped about 
her delicate white neck, and the collar of her gown was torn 
BWBy. 

‘Ah, Monsieur Luc, I wanted to see you,’ she began. ‘It 
isn’t because he beat me again when he came home, but on 
account of the threats he made. It’s necessary you should 
know of them this very evening.’ 

Then she related that Ragu, on learning what had hap- 
pened in the Rue de Brias, the ignominious manner in which 
‘the governor,’ as he called Luc, had been escorted out of the 
town, had gone off to Caffiaux’s wine-shop, leading Bourron 
and others astray with him. And he had but lately returned 
home, drunk, of course, and shouting that he had had quite 
enough of La Crécherie, and would not stop a day longer in 
a dirty den where one was bored to death, and had not even 
the right to drink a drop too much if one wanted to. At last, 
after jeering and laughing and indulging in all sorts of foul 
language, he had wished to compel her, Josine, to pack up 
their clothes at once in order that they might go off in the 
morning to the Abyss, where all the hands leaving La Crécherie 
were readily taken on. And as she had desired him to pause 
before coming to such a decision, he had ended by beating 
her and turning her out of the house. 

‘Oh! I don’t count, Monsieur Luc,’ she continued. ‘ It’s 
you who are insulted and whom they want to injure. Ragu 
will certainly go off in the morning—nothing can restrain him 
—and he will certainly carry off Bourron as well as five or six 
others whom he didn’t name to me. For my part I can’t 
help it, but I shall have to follow him, and it all grieves me 
s0 much that I felt I must tell it you at once, for fear lest I 
might never see you again.’ 

Luc was still looking at her, and a wave of bitterness sub- 
merged his heart. Was the disaster even greater then than 
he had supposed? His workmen now were leaving him, 
returning to the hard toil and filthy wretchedness of former 
times, seized with nostalgia for the hell whence he had so 
laboriously striven to extricate them. In four years he had 
won naught of their minds or their affoction.s And the 
worst was that Josine was no happier; she now came back 
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to him as on the first day, insulted, beaten, cast into the 
street! Thus nothing was done, and everything remained to 
be done; for did not Josine personify the suffering people ? 
It was only on that evening, when he had met her grief- 
stricken and abandoned, a victim of accursed toil, imposed on 
human kind like slavery, that he had yielded to his desires to 
act. She was the most humble, the lowest, the nearest to the 
gutter, and she was also the most beautiful, the gentlest, the 
saintliest. Ah! as long as woman should suffer, the world 
would not be saved. 

‘Oh! Josine, Josine, how grieved I am for you—how I pity 
you!’ he murmured with infinite tenderness, whilst he also 
began to weep. 

When she saw his tears thus falling, she suffered yet more 
grievously than before. What! he was weeping thus bitterly, 
he, her god, he whom she adored, like some superior power, in 
gratitude for all the help he had brought her, the joy with 
which he had henceforth filled her life! The thought, too, of 
the outrages that he had undergone, that awful ascent of the 
Rue de Brias, increased her adoration, drew her near to him 
as with a desire to dress his wounds. What could she do to 
comfort him, how could she efface from his face the insult spat 
upon him, enable him to feel himself respected, admired, and 
worshipped ? 

‘Oh, Monsieur Luc,’ said she, ‘you do not know how 
grieved I am at seeing you so unhappy, and how I should like 
to relieve your sorrows a litile.’ 

They were so near together that the warmth of their breath 
passed over their faces. And their mutual compassion filled 
them with increasing tenderness. How she suffered! how he 
suffered! And he only thought of her, even as she only 
thought of him, with immensity of pity and a craving for love 
and felicity. 

‘I am not to be pitied,’ said Luc at last; ‘there is only 
you, Josine, whose suffering is a crime, and whom I must save.’ 

‘No, no, Monsieur Luc, I do not count; it is you who 
ought not to suffer, for you are the providence of us all.’ 

Then, as she let herself sink into his arms, he clasped 
her passionately to his breast. It was a crisis not to be 
resisted—the mingling of two flames in order that they 
might henceforth become but one sole flame of affection and 
strength. Thus was their destiny accomplished. All had led 
them to it; a sudden vision appeared to them of their love 
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born one stormy evening, then slowly growing in intensity, 
in the depths of their hearts. Nothing henceforth could part 
them. They were two beings meeting in a long-awaited 
kiss, attaining to florescence. No remorse was possivle; 
they loved even as they existed, in order that they might be 
healthy and strong and fruitful. And as Luc sat in that quiet 
chamber with Josine he became conscious that a great help 
had suddenly come to him. lLovealone could create har- 
mony in the city he dreamed of. Josine was his; and his 
union with the disinherited was thereby sealed. Apostle that 
he was of a new creed, he felt that he had need of a woman 
to help him to redeem mankind. The poorlittle beaten work- 
girl whom he had met one evening dying of starvation had 
now for him become a very queen. She had known the utter- 
most depths, and she would help him to create a new world 
of splendour and joy. She was the only one whose help he 
needed to complete his task. 

‘Give me your hand, your poor injured hand, Josine,’ he 
gently said to her. 

She gave it him; it was the hand which had been caught 
in some boot-stitching machinery, and the forefinger of which 
had been cut off. ‘It is very ugly,’ she murmured. 

‘Ugly, Josine? Ohno! itis so dear to me that I kiss it 
with devotion.’ 

He pressed his lips to the scar left by the injury, he 
covered the poor, slender, maimed hand with caresses. 

a Luc!’ she cried, ‘how you love me, and how I love 
you!’ 

As that cry of happiness and hope rang out they once 
more flung their arms around each other’s necks, Outside, over 
the heavy sleep of Beauclair sped the thuds of hammer-strokes, 
the clang of steel coming from La Crécherie and the Abyss, 
both working, competing one with the other through the night. 
And doubtless the war was not yet over, the terrible battle 
between Yesterday and To-morrow was destined to become 
fiercer still, But in the midst of all the torture there had 
come a halt of happiness, and whatever sufferings might lie 
ahead, love at least was sown for the harvest of the future, 
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III 


From that time forward, at each fresh disaster which fell 
upon La Crécherie, when men refused to follow Luc or 
impeded him in his endeavours to establish a community 
of work, justice, and peace, he invariably exclaimed: ‘ But 
they don’t love! If they only loved, all would prove fruitful, 
all would grow and triumph in the sunlight.’ 

His work had reached the torturing all-deciding hour of 
regression, that hour when, in every forward march, there 
comes a strugsie, a forced halt. One ceases to advance, 
one even recedes, the ground that has been gained seems to 
crumble away, and it appears even as if one would never 
reach one’s goal. And this, too, is the hour when with 
firmness of mind and unconquerable faith in final victory 
heroes make themselves manifest. 

Lue strove to restrain Ragu when he found him desirous 
of withdrawing from the association and returning to the 
Abyss. But he was confronted by an evilly disposed ranter, 
one who felt happy in doing wrong, since defection on the 
part of the men might ruin the new works. Besides there 
was something deeper in Ragu’s case, a form of nostalgia, a 
craving to return to slavish labour and black misery, all 
that horrid past which he carried with him in his blood. 
In the warm sunlight, amidst the gay cleanliness of his little 
home, girt round with verdure, he had ever regretted the 
narrow evil-smelling streets of Old Beauclair, the soiled 
hovels through which swept a pestilential atmosphere. 
Whenever he spent an hour in the large clear hall of the 
common-house, where alcohol was not allowed, he was 
haunted by the acrid smells of Caffiaux’s tavern. Even the 
orderly manner in which the co-operative stores were now 
managed angered him, and prompted bim to spend his money 
after his own fashion with the dealers of the Rue de Brias, 
whom he himself called thieves, but with whom he at least 
had the pleasure of quarrelling. And the more Luc insisted, 
pointing out how senseless was his departure, the more 
stubborn did Ragu become, full of the idea that if such 
efforts were made to retain him, it must be because his 
departurd would deal the works a severe blow. 

‘No, no, Monsieur Lue,’ said he, ‘ there’s no arrangement 
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possible. Perhaps I am acting stupidly, though I don’t 
think so. You promised us all sorts of marvels—we were 
all to become rich men; but the truth is that we don’t earn 
more than elsewhere, and that we have additional worries 
that are not at all to my taste.’ 

It was indeed a fact that the shares in the profits made 
at La Crécherie had, so far, amounted to little more than 
the salaries earned at the Abyss. But Luc made haste to 
answer. ‘We live, and is it not everything to live when 
the future is certain? If I have asked sacrifices of you, 
it has been in the conviction that everybody’s happiness 
lies at the end. But patience and courage are certainly 
necessary, together with faith in the task anda great deal 
of work also.’ 

Such language was not of a nature to influence Ragu. 
One expression alone had struck him. ‘Oh! everybody’s 
happiness,’ he said jeeringly, ‘that’s very pretty. Only I 
prefer to begin by my own.’ 

Luc then told him that he was free, that his account would 
be settled, and that he might leave when he pleased. After 
all, he had no interest in retaining a malicious man, whose 
evil disposition might prove fatally contagious. But the 
thought of Josine’s departure wrung Luc’s heart, and he felt 
slightly ashamed when he realised that he had only shown 
so much warmth in seeking to retain Ragu at La Crécherie 
because he wished to retain her there. The thought that 
she would go back to live amidst the filth of Old Beauclair, 
with that man who, relapsing into his passion for drink, would 
assuredly treat her with violence, was unbearable to Luc. 
He pictured her once more in the Rue des Trois Lunes, in 
a filthy room, a prey to sordid, deadly misery ; and he would 
no longer be near to watch over her. Yet she was his now, 
and he would have liked to have had her always with him 
in order to render her life a happy one. On the following 
night she came back to see him, and there was then a heart- 
rending scene between them: tears, vows, wild suggestions 
and plans. But reason prevailed ; it was needful that they 
should accept facts as they were, if they did not wish to 
compromise the success of the work which was now common 
to both of them. Josine would follow Ragu, since she could 
not refuse to do so without raising a dangerous scandal ; 
whilst Luc at La Crécherie would continue battling for 
everybody’s happiness in the conviction that victory would 
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some day unite them. They were strong, since love, the 
invincible, was with them. She promised that she would 
come back to see him; nevertheless how painful was the 
rending when she bade him good-bye, and when, on the 
morrow, he saw her quit La Crécherie, walking behind Ragu, 
who with Bourron was pushing a little hand-cart containing 
their few chattels ! 

Three days later Bourron followed Ragu, whom he had 
met each evening at Caffiaux’s wine-shop. His mate had 
joked to such a degree about the ‘syrups’ of the common- 
house, that he fancied he was acting as became a free man 
when in his turn he again went to live in the Rue des Trois 
Lunes. His wife, Babette, after at first attempting to prevent 
such foolish conduct, ended by resigning herself to it with all 
her usual gaiety. Bah/ things would go on right enough, for 
her husband was a good fellow at bottom, and sooner or 
later would see things clearly. Thereupon she laughed, and 
moved her goods, simply saying au revoir to her neighbours ; 
for she could not believe that she would never return to those 
pretty gardens which she had found so pleasant. She par- 
ticularly hoped to bring back her daughter, Marthe, and her 
son, Sébastien, who were making so much progress at the 
schools. And, Sceurette having spoken of keeping them 
there, she consented to it. 

However, the situation at La Crécherie became yet worse, 
for other workmen yielded to the contagion of bad example 
by taking themselves off in the same fashion as Bourron and 
Ragu had done. They lacked faith quite as much as love, 
and Luc found himself battling with human bad will, 
cowardice, defection in various forms, such as one always 
encounters when one works for the happiness of others. He 
felt that even Bonnaire, always so reasonable and loyal, was 
secretly shaken. His home was troubled by the daily quarrels 
picked by his wife, La Toupe, whose vanity remained unsatis- 
fied, for she had not yet been able to buy either the silk 
gown or the watch which she had been coveting ever since 
her youth. Besides, she was one of those women who regret 
that they have not been born princesses; and thus ideas of 
equality and of a community of interests angered her. She 
kept a hurricane perpetually blowing in the house, rationed 
out Daddy Lunot’s tobacco more gingerly than ever, and was 
for ever hastling her children, Lucien and Antoinette. Two 
more had been born to her, Zoé and Séverin, and this again 
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she regarded as a disaster, for ever complaining of it to her 
husband. Bonnaire, however, remained very calm; he was 
accustomed to those storms, and they simply saddened him. 
He did not even answer when she shouted to him that he was 
&® poor beast, a mere dupe, who would end by leaving his 
bones at La Crécherie. 

All the same Luc fully perceived that Bonnaire was 
searcely with him. The man never allowed himself to 
speak a word of censure, he remained an active, punctual, 
conscientious worker, setting a good example to all his 
mates. But, in spite of this, there was disapproval, almost 
lassitude and discouragement, in his demeanour. Lue suf- 
fered greatly from it; he felt something like despair on 
finding such a man, whose heroism he knew and for 
whom he had so much esteem, drifting away so soon. If 
he, Bonnaire, was losing faith, could it be that the work 
was bad ? 

They had an explanation on the subject one evening, 
whilst seated on a bench at the door of the workshops. They 
had met just as the sun was setting in a quiet sky, and, 
sitting down, they talked together. 

‘It is quite true, monsieur,’ said Bonnaire frankly, in 
reply to a question from Luc, ‘I have great doubts about your 
success. Besides, you will remember that I never quite 
shared your ideas, and that your attempt seemed to me 
regrettable on account of the concessions you made. If I 
joined in it, it was, so to say, by way of experiment. But the 
further things go the more I see that I wasn’t wrong. The 
experiment is made now, and something else, revolutionary 
action, will have to be attempted.’ 

‘What! the experiment made!’ exclaimed Luc. ‘ Why, 
we are only beginning it! It will require years—several 
lifetimes possibly ; it may be a century-long effort of will and 
courage. And itis you, my friend, you a man of energy and 
bravery, who begin to doubt at this stage?’ 

As he spoke Luc gazed at Bonnaire, with his giant build, 
and broad, peaceful face on which one read so much honest 
strength. But the man gently shook his head. ‘No, no,’ 
said he, ‘ goodwill and courage will do nothing. It’s your 
method which is too gentle, which places too much reliance 
on men’s wisdom. Your association of capital, talent, and 
work will go on always at a jog-trot, without establishing 
anything substantial and final. The fact is the evil has 
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reached such a degree of abomination that one can only heal 
it by applying « red-hot iron.’ 

‘Then what ought one to do, my friend ?’ 

‘It is necessary that the people should at once seize all 
the implements of labour; it is necessary that it should 
dispossess the bourgeoise class and dispose of all the capital 
itself in order to organise compulsory universal work.’ 

Once more did Bonnaire explain his ideas. He had 
remained entirely on the side of Collectivism, and Luc, who 
listened sorrowfully, felt astonished that he had in no wise 
won over that thoughtful but rather obtuse mind. Even as 
he had heard him speaking in the Rue des Trois Lunes on 
the night when he had quitted the Abyss, so did he find him 
speaking now, still holding to the same revolutionary con- 
ceptions, his faith in no degree modified by the five years 
which he had spent at La Crécherie. He held evolution to 
be too slow, saying that progress merely by association would 
demand far too many years for realisation ; and he was weary 
of such an attempt, and only believed in immediate and 
violent revolution. 

‘ We shall never be given what we don’t take,’ said he by 
way of conclusion. ‘To have everything we must take every- 
thing.’ 

Silence fell. The sun had set, and the night shifts had 
started work in the resounding galleries. Luc, whilst listening 
to those renewed efforts of labour, could feel an indescribable 
sadness stealing over him as he foresaw that his work would 
be compromised by the eager haste of even the best to bring 
about their social ideal. Indeed, was it not often the furious 
battling of ideas which hindered and retarded the realisation 
of facts ? 

‘I won’t argue with you again, my friend,’ he at last 
replied. ‘I don’t think that any decisive revolution 1s possible 
or likely to give good results in the circumstances in which 
we find ourselves. And I am convinced that association and 
co-operation offer the preferable road, one along which pro- 
gress may be slow, but which will all the same end by leading 
us to the promised city. We have often talked of those 
rnatters without altogether agreeing. So what use would it 
be to begin afresh and thereby sadden ourselves? One thing 
that I do hope of you is, that in the difficulties through 
which we‘are passing you will remain faithful to the enter- 
prise we founded tcgether.’ 
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Bonnaire made a sudden gesture of annoyance. ‘Oh, 
Monsieur Luc!’ he exclaimed, ‘have you doubted me? You 
know very well that I am not a traitor, and that since you one 
day saved me from starving, I’m ready to eat my dry bread 
with you as long as may be necessary. Don’t be anxious ; 
I never say to others what I’ve just said to you; those are 
matters between youand me. Naturally, I’m not going to 
discourage our men here by announcing that we shall soon 
be ruined. We are associated, and we will remain associated 
until the walls fall down on our heads.’ 

Greatly moved, Luc pressed both his hands. And during 
the ensuing week he witnessed a scene in the hall where the 
rolling-machinery was installed, which touched him even 
more. He had been warned that two or three wrong-headed 
fellows wished to follow Ragu’s example and carry off with 
them as many of their mates as possible. Just as he was 
arriving to restore order, however, he saw Bonnaire intervening 
vehemently in the midst of the mutineers. He thereupon 
stopped short and listened. Bonnaire was saying precisely 
what it was requisite one should say in such a difficulty, 
recalling the benefits that had come from the works, and 
calming the anxiety of his mates by promises of a better 
future, provided that they all worked bravely. He looked so 
superb, so handsome, and spoke so well that the others 
speedily became quiet. Influenced by the fact that one of 
themselves had used such sensible arguments, none spoke 
any further of quitting the association; and thus defection 
was stopped. Luc could never forget that spectacle of 
Bonnaire pacifying his revolted comrades with the broad 
gestures of a good giant, the courage of a hero of work, full 
of respect for freely accepted toil. Since they were fighting 
for the happiness of all, he would indeed have thought him- 
self a coward had he deserted his post, even though he was 
of opinion that they ought to have fought the battle in an- 
other manner. 

When Luc, however, expressed his thanks he was again 
distressed by this quiet reply. ‘It was simple enough,’ said 
Bonnaire ; ‘I merely did what it was my duty to do. All the 
same, Monsieur Luc, I shall have to bring you round to my 
pases for otherwise we shall all end by dying of starvation 

ere.’ 

A few days later Luc’s gloom was increased By another 
conversation. He was coming down from the smeltery—with 
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Bonnaire as it happened—when the pair of them passed before 
the kilns of Lange the potter, who obstinately clung to the 
narrow strip of land which had been left him beside the rocky 
ridge of the Bleuse Mountains, and which he had enclosed 
with a little wall of stones. In vain had Luc proposed to 
take him on at La Crécherie, offering him the management of 
a crucible-making department which he had found it necessary 
to establish. Lange’s reply was that he wished to remain 
free ‘without either God or master.’ So he continued 
dwelling in his wild den and making common pottery, pans, 
stock-pots, and pitchers, which he afterwards carted to the 
markets and fairs of the neighbouring villages, he himself 
drawing the cart whilst Barefeet pushed it from behind. 
That evening, as it happened, they were returning together 
from one of their rounds when Luc and Bonnaire passed before 
their little enclosure. 

‘Well, Lange, is business prospering?’ the young man 
cordially inquired. 

‘Oh ! always well enough to give us bread, Monsieur Lue. 
As you're aware, that is all that I ask for,’ answered Lange. 

Indeed, he only carted his wares about when bread was 
lacking in his home. Throughout his spare time he lingered 
over pottery which was not intended for sale, remaining for 
hours in contemplation of the things he thus made, his eyes 
having the dreamy expression of those of some rustic poet full 
of a passion to impart life to things. Even the coarse goods 
which he fashioned, his very pans and stock-pots, displayed a 
naiveté and purity of lines, a proud and simple gracefulness 
which bespoke poetic fancy. A son of the people, as he was, 
he had instinctively lighted upon the old primitive popular 
beauty, that beauty of the humble domestic utensil which 
arises from perfection of proportions and absolute adaptability 
to the uses to which the utensil is intended to be put. 

Lue was struck by that beauty on examining a few unsold 
pieces in the little hand-cart. And the sight of Barefeet, that 
tall, dark, comely girl, with the strong, slender limbs of a 
wrestler and the firm bosom of an Amazon, likewise filled him 
with mingled admiration and astonishment. 

‘It is hard to push that along all day, isn’t it?’ he said 
to her. 

But she was a@ silent creature, and contented herself with 
smiling with her big, wild eyes, whilst the potter answered in 
her stead: ‘Oh! we rest in the shade by the wayside when 
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we come upon a spring,’ said he. ‘ Things are all right, aren't 
they, Barefeet, and we are happy.’ 

The young woman had turned her eyes on him, and they 
lowed with boundless adoration, as for some beloved, power- 
ul, benign master, a saviour, a god. Then without a word 

she pushed the little hand-cart into the enclosure and set it 
in place under a shed. 

Lange, on his side, had watched her with a glance of deep 
affection. At times he feigned some roughness, as if he still 
regarded her as a mere gipsy picked up by the wayside, But 
truth to tell she was now the mistress. He loved her with a 
passion which he did not confess, which he hid beneath the 
demeanour of an uncouth peasant. In point of fact that 
thick-set little man with square-shaped head, bushy with a 
tangle of hair and beard, was of a very gentle and amorous 
nature. 

All at once, again turning towards Luc, whom he affected 
to treat as a ‘comrade,’ he said to him in his rough, frank 
way: ‘ Well, isn’t everybody’s happiness getting on, then? 
Aren’t those idiots who consent to shut themselves up in your 
barracks willing to be happy in the fashion you want?’ 

Each time that he met Luc he thus jeered at the attempt 
at Fourierist Communism which was being made at La 
Crécherie. And as the young man contented himself with 
smiling, he added: ‘I’m hoping that before another six 
months have gone by you'll be with us, the Anarchisis. 
I tell you once again that everything is rotten, and that the 
only thing is to blow old society to pieces with bombs! ’ 

At this Bonnaire, hitherto silent, abruptly intervened. 
‘Ob! with bombs—that’s idiotic !’ 

He, a pure Collectivist, was not in favour of crime, so called 
‘ propaganda by deeds,’ although he believed in the necessity 
of a general and violent revolution. 

‘ What, idiotic?’ cried Lange, who felt hurt. ‘Do you 
imagine that if the bowrgeois are not properly prepared for it 
your famous socialisation of the instruments of labour will 
ever take place? It’s your disguised Capitalism which is 
idiotic. Just begin by destroying everything so as to have 
the ground clear for building up things properly.’ 

They went on arguing, the Anarchism of one contending 
with the Collectivism of the other, and Luc remained listening 
to them. The distance between Lange and Bonnaire, he 
noticed, was as great as the distance between Bonnaire and 
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himself. By the extreme bitterness of their dispute one 
might have taken them to be men of different races, hereditary 
enemies, ready to devour one another, and beyond all possi- 
bility of agreement. Yet they desired the very same happiness 
for one and all, they met at the very same point: justice, 
peace, and a reorganisation of work giving bread and joy to 
all. But what fury, what aggressive, deadly hatred became 
manifest on either side as soon as there was a question of 
agreeing on the means to be employed to attain that end! 
All along the rough road of progress at each halt the brothers 
on the march, one and all inflamed by the same desire for 
enfranchisement, waged bloody battles together on the simple 
question whether they would do best to turn to the right or 
to the left. 

‘ After all each of us is his own master,’ Lange ended by 
declaring. ‘Go to sleep in your bourgeoise niche, if it amuses 
you, mate. I know what I myself have got to do. They 
are getting on, they are getting on, those little presents of 
mine, those little pots which we shall deposit some fine 
morning at the sub-prefect’s, the mayor’s, the judge’s, and the 
parson’s. Isn’t that so, Barefeet? We shall have a fine 
ae that morning! Ah! shan’t we push our cart on 

aily ?’ 
: The tall and beautiful girl had now returned to the thres- 
hold, and stood out sculpturally, in sovereign fashion amongst 
the ruddy clay of the little enclosure. Her eyes again blazed, 
and she smiled like one who is all submission, ready to follow 
her master to the point of crime. 

‘She belongs to it, mate,’ added Lange in all simplicity. 
‘She helps me.’ 

When Luc and Bonnaire had quitted him, without any 
show of animosity on either side, though they agreed together 
s0 little, they walked on for a few moments in silence. Then 
Bonnaire felt a desire to renew his argument and demonstrate 
yet once again that no salvation was possible outside of the 
Collectivist faith. He anathematised the Anarchists, even as 
he anathematised the Fourierists—the latter because they did 
not immediately possess themselves of the capital, now in the 
hands of the bourgeois, the former because they suppressed 
it by violence; and it again appeared to Luc that reconcilia- 
tion would only be possible when the future community 
should be fgunded, for then, in presence of the realisation of 
the common dream, all sects would necessarily be contented. 
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But what a long road yet remained to be travelled, and how 
grievously he feared lest his brothers should devour one 
another on the way ! 

He returned home saddened by all that constant clashing 
which impeded the progress of his work. No sooner, 
apparently, had two men resolved to act than they began to 
disagree. Then, on finding himself alone, the cry which ever 
inflated Luc’s heart burst forth from him: ‘ But they do not 
love! If they loved, all would prove fruitful and grow and 
triumph in the sunlight!’ 

Morfain was also now causing the young man a deal of 
worry. In vain had he tried to civilise the smelter by offering 
him one of the gay little houses of La Crécherie if he would 
only quit his cavein the rocks. The other stubbornly refused, 
on the pretext that up yonder he was near his work and able 
to watch over it unceasingly. Luc had now confided to him 
the whole management of the smeltery, which worked on in 
the ancient fashion, pending the invention of those electrical 
alas which Jordan, never wearying, was still striving to 

evise. 

However, the real cause of Morfain’s obstinacy in refusing 
to come down and dwell among the men peopling the new 
town was the disdain, the hatred almost, with which he 
regarded them. He who personified the Vulcan of the primi- 
tive days, a tamer of fire, later on crushed down by prolonged 
slavery, toiling with heroic resignation, and ending by loving 
the sombre grandeur of the inferno in which fate kept him, 
felt irritated with those new works where toilers were to 
become gentlemen, using their arms but sparingly, since they 
would be replaced by machinery, which mere children would 
soon know how to drive. That desire to toil as little as 
possible, to cease battling personally with fire and iron, seemed 
to Morfain abject and wretched. He could not even under- 
stand it, but simply shrugged his shoulders whenever he 
thought of it during his long days of silence. And, alone and 
proud, he remained on his mountain-ridge reigning over the 
smeltery and looking down upon the new works, which the 
dazzling flow of liquid metal crowned as with flames four 
times every four-and-twenty hours. 

But there was yet another reason which angered Morfain 
with those new times which he wished to ignore; and this 
was @ reason which must have made the heart of the taciturn 
smelter bleed frightfully. Ma-Bleue, his daughter, whose blue 
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eyes were to him like the blue of heaven, that tall and beauti- 
ful creature, who since her mother’s death had worked as the 
well-loved housewife of the wild home, had become enceinte. 
Morfain flew into a rage when he discovered it, and then 
forgave her, saying to himself that she would assuredly some 
day have got married. But forgiveness was suddenly recalled, 
and became impossible when his daughter gave him her lover’s 
name—that of Achille Gourier, the son of the mayor of 
Beauclair. The intrigue had been going on for years now, 
amidst the evening breezes, under the starry sky, along the 
paths of the Bleuse Mountains, and over their rocks and 
patches of thyme and lavender. Achille, breaking off all 
intercourse with his family, like a young bourgeois whom the 
bourgeoisie bored and disgusted, had at last begged Lue to 
take him on at La Crécherie, where he had become a designer. 
He thus severed every tie connecting him with his former 
life ; he lived as he listed, resolved to toil for her whom he 
had chosen, like a scion of the old condemned social system 
whom evolution led towards the new age. What angered 
Morfain to such a point that he drove his daughter from 
home was precisely the fact that she had suffered herself to 
be led astray by a monsieur, in such wise that to him there 
seemed naught but rebellion and devilryin her conduct. The 
whole antique edifice must be tumbling to pieces since so 
good and beautiful a girl had shaken it by listening to, and 
perhaps even angling for, the son of the mayor. 

As Ma-Bleue, on being turned out of doors, naturally 
sought a refuge with Achille, Luc was compelled to intervene. 
The young people did not even speak of marriage. What 
was the use of any such ceremony since they were quite sure 
that they loved one another, and would never part? Besides, 
in order to get married Achille would have had to address 
‘judicial summonses’ to his father; and this seemed to him 
useless and vexatious trouble. In vain did Seurette insist on 
the matter, in the idea that morality and the good repute of 
La Crécherie still required that there should be a legal mar- 
riage. Luc ended by prevailing on her to close her eyes, for 
he felt that with the new generations one would be gradually 
compelled to accept the principle of free union. 

Morfain, however, did not consent to the position so readily, 
and Luc had to go up one evening to reason with him. Since 
he had dsiven his daughter away the master-smelter lived 
alone with his son, Petit-Da, and between them they cooked 
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their meals, and attended to the various household duties 
in their rocky cave. That evening, after partaking of some 
soup, they had remained seated on their stools at the roughly- 
hewn table which they had made themselves, while the little 
lamp which lighted them threw the shadows of their burly 
figures upon the smoky stone walls. 

‘Yet the world advances, father,’ Petit-Da was saying. 
‘One can’t remain motionless.’ 

Morfain banged his fist on the table and made it shake. 
‘I lived as my father lived,’ said he, ‘ and your duty is to live 
as I do.’ 

As a rule the two men scarcely exchanged four words a 
day. But for some time past a feeling of uneasiness had 
been growing up between them, and altnough they did all 
they could to avert it, disputes sometimes arose. The son, 
who could read and write, was being more and more affected 
by the evolution of the times, which penetrated even to the 
depths of the mountain gorges. And the father, in his proud 
and stubborn determination to remain merely « strong toiler, 
able to subjugate fire and conquer iron, indulged in svrrowful 
outbursts, as if his race were degenerating through all the 
science and useless ideas of the new era. 

‘If your sister hadn’t read books and hadn’t busied herself 
about what went on down below, she’d still be with us,’ said 
he. ‘Ah! it was that new town, that cursed town, that took 
her from us! ’ 

This time he did not strike the table, but thrust his fist 
through the open doorway, into the dark night, towards 
La Crécherie, whose lights twinkled like stars below the 
rocky ridge. 

Petit-Da did not answer, in part from a sense of respect, 
in part because he felt embarrassed, for he knew that his 
father had been displeased with him ever since meeting him 
one day with Honorine, the daughter of Cattiaux, the tavern- 
keeper. Honorine, short, slender, and dark, with a gay wide- 
awake face, had fallen passionately in love with that gentle 
young giant; and he for his part thought her charming. In 
the discussion which had broken out that evening between 
the father and the son, the question at bottom was really one 
of Honorine. And thus the direct attack which Petit-Da 
had all along anticipated ended by coming. 

‘And you,’ suddenly said his father, ‘ when are. you going 
to leave me ?' 
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This idea of a separation seemed to upset Petit-Da. ‘Why, 
do you want me to leave you, father?’ he asked. 

‘Oh, when a girl’s in question there can only be quarrels 
and ruin. And besides, what girl have you chosen? Will 
her people even let you have her? Is there any sense in 
such marriages, which mix one class with another, and turn 
the world topsy-turvy ? It’s the end of everything. I’ve 
lived too long.’ 

Gently and tenderly his son strove to pacify him. The 
young man did not deny his love for Honorine. Only he 
spoke like a sensible lad, who was resolved to remain patient 
as long as might be necessary. They would see about the 
matter later on. Nevertheless, when he and the girl chanced 
to meet what harm could there be in wishing one another a 
friendly good day? Although folks might not be of the same 
position, that did not always prevent them from caring for 
one another. And even if different classes were to mingle a 
little, would that not have its good side, since they would 
thus learn to know each other and esteem each other more ? 

Morfain, however, full of wrath and bitterness, did not 
listen to those arguments. He suddenly rose up, and with a 
great tragic wave of his arm under the rocky ceiling which 
his head almost touched, he replied: ‘ Be off! be off as soon 
as you like! Do as your sister has done! Spit on every- 
thing that’s respectable, leap into shamelessness and madness. 
You are no longer my children, I no longer recognise you; 
somebody has changed you! So leave me here alone in this 
wild den, where I hope the rocks will soon fall down on me 
and crush me to death ! ’ 

Luc, at that moment just arriving, paused on the 
threshold and heard those last words. He was greatly 
affected by them, for he held Morfain in much esteem. For 
a long time he reasoned with him. But the smelter, on the 
arrival of the young man whom he regarded as a master, had 
forced back his grief to become once more a mere workman, 
a submissive subordinate with no thoughts beyond his duties. 
He did not even allow himself to judge Lue, although the 
latter was the primary cause of the abominations which were 
upsetting the region and causing him so much pain. The 
masters after all had a right to act as they pleased, and it 
was for the workmen to remain honest and do their work ag 
their elder8 had done it before them. 

‘Do not be alarmed, Monsieur Luc,’ he said, ‘if I happen 
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to have some ideas of my own, and get angry when I find 
them thwarted. It seldom happens, for you know that I’m 
no talker. And you may be quite sure that the work does 
not suffer from it; for 1 always keep one eye open, and no 
metal is ever run out otherwise than in my presence. After 
all, when one’s heart is full one works all the harder. Isn’t 
that so?’ 

Then, however, as Luc again strove to make peace in that 
unhappy family, ravaged by the evolution of which he had 
made himself the apostle, the master-smelter all but flew 
into a passion once more. 

‘No, no, that’s enough, let me be! If you came up, 
Monsieur Luc, to speak to me about Ma-Bleue you did wrong, 
because that’s the very way to make things worse. Let her 
stop where she is, while I stop where I am!’ 

Then, desirous of changing the conversation, he brusquely 
gave Luc some bad news, which indeed had largely brought 
about his fit of ill-temper. 

‘I should probably have gone down to you by-and-by,’ he 
said, ‘for I wanted to tell you that I went to the mine again 
this morning, and that we’ve again been disappointed in our 
hope of finding the rich vein. Yet I could have sworn that 
it would certainly be met at the end of the gallery I indi- 
cated. What would you have? An evil spell seems to have 
been cast over all we have undertaken for some time past. 
Nothing succeeds !’ 

Those words resounded in Luc’s ears like the knell of his 
great hopes. He lingered for a moment talking with the 
father and the son, and then went down the hillside again, 
overcome by bitter sadness, and wondering upon what ever- 
increasing mass of ruins he would have to found his city. 

Even at La Crécherie he encountered reasons for dis- 
couragement. Sceurette still received Abbé Marle, School- 
master Hermeline, and Doctor Novarre, and it apparently 
gave her so much pleasure to have her friend Luc to lunch 
on those occasions that he dared not decline her invitations, 
in spite of the secret discomfort into which he was thrown by 
the everlasting disputes of the schoolmaster and the priest. 
Seurette, whose mind was at peace, did not suffer from them, 
and even thought that they interested Luc; whilst Jordan, 
wrapped in his rugs and dreaming of some experiment which 
he had begun, seemed to listen with a vague smile. 

One Tuesday, after they had risen from table, the dispute 
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in the little drawing-room became exceptionally violent. 
Hermeline had tackled Luc with respect to the education which 
was being given to the children at La Crécherie; he spoke of 
the boys and girls mingling in the five classes, of the long 
intervals of play that were allowed, and of the numerous hours 
spent in the workshops. This new school, where methods 
diametrically opposed to his own were pursued, had robbed 
him of several of his own pupils, a thing which he could not 
forgive. And his angular face, with its long brow and thin 
lips, turned pale with suppressed rage at the idea that any- 
body could believe otherwise than himself. 

‘I might consent to see those boys and girls brought up 
together,’ said he, ‘though it seems to me scarcely proper, 
for they already evince an abundance of evil instincts when 
the sexes are separated, and the extraordinary idea of uniting 
them can only pervert them the more. But what I hold to 
be inadmissible is that the master’s authority is destroyed 
and discipline reduced to nothingness. Did you not tell me 
that each pupil followed his own bent, applied himself to those 
studies which pleased him, and was free to argue about his 
lessons? You call that raising energy, it seems. But what 
can those studies be when the pupils are always at play, when 
books are held in contempt, when the master’s word ceases to 
be infallible, and when the time not spent in the garden is 
spent in workshops, planing wood or filing iron? A manual 
calling is a good thing to learn, no doubt; but there is a 
time for everything, and the first thing is to force as much 
grammar and arithmetic as possible into the brains of all 
those idlers!’ 

Luc had ceased arguing, weary as he was of coming into 
collision with the stubborn uncompromising views of that 
sectarian, who having decreed a dogma of progress according 
to his own lights refused to stir from it. Thus the young 
man quietly contented himself with replying : ‘ Yes, we think 
it necessary to render the pupils’ work attractive, to change 
classical studies into constant lessons of things, and our object 
above all else is to create will, to create men !’ 

Hermeline thereupon exploded : ‘ Well, do you know what 
you will create?’ he cried. ‘ You will create so many 
déclassés, 50 many rebels! ‘There is only one way to give 
citizens to the State, and that is to make them expressly for 
it, such a8 it needs them in order to be strong and glorious. 
Thence comes the necessity for discipline and a system of 
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education preparing. according to the programmes which are 
recognised as the best, the workinen, the professional men, 
and the functionaries which the country needs. Outside the 
pale of authority there is no certainty. I‘or my part I am an 
old republican, a free-thinker, an atheist. Nobody, I hope, 
will ever picture me as & man with a retrograde mind; and 
yet your system of education sets me heside myself, because 
in half a century, with such a system of work, there would be 
no more citizens, no more soldiers, 10 more patriots. Yes, 
indeed, I defy you to make soldiers of your so-called free 
men ; and in that case how could the country defend itself in 
the event of war?’ 

‘No doubt, in the event of war, it would be necessary to 
defend it,’ answered Luc, unmoved. ‘But of what use will 
soldiers be some day, if men no longer fight? You talk like 
Captain Jollivet writes in the ‘‘ Journal de Beauclair,”’ when 
he accuses us of being traitors—men without a country.’ 

This touch of sarcasm, although slight, brought Herme- 
line’s anger to a climax. ‘Captain Jollivet is an idiot for 
whom I feel nothing but contempt,’ said he. ‘ But itis none 
the less true that you are preparing a disorderly generation, 
in rebellion against the State, and one which would assuredly 
lead the Republic to the worst catastrophes.’ 

‘All liberty, all truth, all justice are catastrophes,’ said 
Luce, again smiling. 

But Hermeline went on drawing a frightful picture of to- 
orrow’s social system, if indeed the schools should cease to 
turn out citizens on a given pattern for the needs of his 
authoritarian republic. There would be no more political 
discipline, no more government possible, no more sovereignty 
of the State, but in lieu thereof would come disorderly license, 
leading to the worst forms of corruption and debauchery. 
And all at once Abbé Marle, who had been listening and 
nodding his head approvingly, could not resist an impuise to 
exclaim, ‘Ah! yes, you are quite right, and all that is put 
very well indeed ! ’ 

His broad, full face, with its regular features and aquiline 
nose, was radiant with delight at that furious attack upon the 
new society, in which he felt his Deity would be condemned, 
regarded simply as the historical idol of a dead religion. He 
himself, each Sunday in the pulpit, brought forward the same 
accusations, prophesied the same disasters as Mermeline. 
But he was scarcely listened to, his church became emptier 
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every day, and he feit deep, unacknowledged yrief thereat, 
confining himself more and more, 4s his sole consolation, 
within his narrow doctrines. Never had he shown himself 
more attached to the letter of dogma, never had he inflicted 
severer penance on his penitents, as if indeed he were desirous 
that the bourgeois world, over whose rottenness he threw the 
cloak of religion, might at least show a brave demeanour 
when it was submerged. On the day when his church would 
fall, he at any rate would be at his altar, and would finish his 
last mass beneath the ruins. 

‘It is quite true,’ said he to Hermeline, ‘that the reign of 
Satan is near at hand, what with all those lads and girls 
brought up together, every evil passion let loose, authority 
destroyed, the kingdom of God set, not in Heaven, but on 
earth as in the time of the pagans. The picture that you have 
drawn of it all is so correct that I myself could add nothing 
stronger.’ 

I.mbarrassed at being thus praised by the priest, with whom 
he never agreed on anything, the schoolmaster suddenly 
became silent, and gazed at the lawns of the park as if he did 
not hear. 

‘But,’ resumed Abbé Marle, addressing himself this time to 
Luo, ‘apart from the demoralising education given in your 
schools, there is one thing that I cannot pardon, which is that 
you have turned the Divinity out of doors, and have volun- 
tarily neglected to build a church in the centre of your new 
town, among so many handsome and useful edifices. Do you 
pretend then that you can live without God? No State 
hitherto has been able to do so. A religion has always been 
necessary for the government of men.’ 

‘I pretend nothing,’ Luc replied. ‘ Hach man is free with 
respect to his belief, and if no church has been built it is 
because none of us has yet felt the need of one. But one can 
be built should there be faithful to attend it. It will always 
be allowable for a group of citizens to meet together for such 
satisfactions as may please them. And with regard to the 
necessity of a religion, that is indeed a real necessity when 
one desires to yovern men. But we do not desire to govern 
them at all; on the contrary, we wish them to live free in 
the free city. Let me tell you, Monsieur l’Abbé, it is not 
we who are destroying Catholicisin, it is destroying itself, it 
is dying slowly of old age, like all religions, after accomplish- 
ing their historical task, necessarily die at the hour indicated 
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by human evolution. Science destroys all dogmas one by 
one; the religion of humanity is born and will conquer the 
world. What is the use of a Catholic church at La Crécherie, 
since yours at Beauclair is already too large, growing more 
and more deserted, and destined one of these days to topple 
over ?’ 

The priest was very pale, but he would not understand. 
With the stubbornness of a believer who places his strength in 
affirmation without reason or proof, he contented himself 
with repeating : ‘If Godis not with you, your defeat is certain. 
Believe me, build a church.’ 

Hermeline was unable to restrain himself any longer. 
The priest’s words of praise were still suffocating him, particu- 
larly as they had been followed by that declaration of the 
necessity ofa religion. ‘Ah, no! ah,no, Abbé!’ he shouted, ‘no 
church, please! I make no concealment of the fact that matters 
are hardly organised in the new town in accordance with my 
tastes. But if thereisone thing thatI approve, it is certainly 
the relinquishment of any State religion. Govern men? Why 
yes, only instead of the priests in their churches, it 1s we, the 
citizens in our municipal buildings, who will govern them. 
As for the churches, they will be turned into public granaries, 
barns for the crops!’ 

Then as Abbé Marle, losing his temper, declared that he 
would not allow sacrilegious language to be used in his 
presence, the dispute became so bitter that Doctor Novarre, as 
usual, was forced to intervene. He had hitherto listened to 
the others with his shrewd air, like a gentle and somewhat 
sceptical man who was not put out by any words, however 
violent, that might be exchanged. However, he fancied he 
could detect that the dispute was beginning to pain Scurette. 

‘Come, come!’ said he, ‘you almost agree, since both of 
you put the churches to use. The Abbé will always be able 
to say mass provided he leaves a little space in his church for 
the fruits of the earth, in years of great abundance.’ Then 
the doctor went on to speak of a new rose that he had just 
raised, a superb flower, its outer petals very white and pure, 
and its heart warmed by a pronounced flush of carmine. He 
had brought a bunch of the flowers, which had been placed in 
& vase on the table, and Saurette looking at it smiled once 
more at the sight of that florescence all charm and perfume, 
though she still felt saddened and tired by the violence which 
nowadays marked the quarrels attending her Tuesday lunches. 
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If things went on in that fashion, it would soon be impossible 
for them to see one another. 

And it was only now that Jordan emerged from his reverie, 
He had not ceased to appear attentive, as if indeed he were 
listening to the others. But he made a remark which showed 
how far away his mind had been. ‘Do you know,’ exclaimed 
he, ‘that a learned electrician in America has succeeded in 
storing enough solar heat to produce electricity ?’ 

When the priest, the schoolmaster, and the doctor had de- 
parted and Luc found himself alone with the Jordans profound 
silence fell. The thought of all the poor men who tore one 
another and crushed one another in their blind struggle for 
happiness rent the young man’s heart. As time went by, see- 
ing with what difficulty one worked for the common weal, 
having to contend against the revolis even of those whom one 
worked to save, Luc was sometimes seized with discourage- 
ment which he would not as yet confess, but which left both 
his limbs and his mind strengthless as after some great use- 
less exertion. For a moment his will would capsize and seem 
on the point of sinking. And again that day he raised his 
cry of distress: ‘ But they don’t love! If they loved all would 
prove fruitful, all would grow and triumph in the sunlight! ’ 

A few days later, one autumn morning, at a very early 
hour, Sceurette experienced a terrible heart-blow which threw 
her into the greatest anguish. She invariably rose betimes, 
and that morning she was going to give some orders at a dairy 
which she had established for the infants of her créche, when, 
as she went along the terrace which ended at the pavilion 
occupied by Luce, it occurred to her to glance down at the 
road which the terrace overlooked. And precisely at that 
moment the door of the pavilion opening into the road was 
set ajar, and she saw a woman steal out, a woman of slender 
form, who immediately afterwards disappeared amidst the 
pinkish morning mist. Nevertheless Sceuretie had time to 
recognise her: it was Josine, leaving Luc at break of day. 

Since Ragu’s departure from La Crécherie Josine, indeed, 
had returned to see Luc every now and then. On this occa- 
sion she had come to tell him that she should not again 
return, for she feared lest she might be surprised when leaving 
her home or returning thither by some of her inquisitive 
neighbours. Moreover, the idea of lying and hiding herself in 
order to join the man whom she regarded as a god had 
become so painful to her that she preferred to await the day 
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when ashe tnight proclaim her iove aloud. Luc, understanding 
her, had resigned himself to this separation ; but how full of 
passion and despair was their hour of farewell! They lingered 
there, exchanging vows, and the daylight had already come 
when Josine was at last able to tear herself away. Only the 
morning mist in some degree veiled her flitting, though not 
sufficiently to prevent Jordan’s sister from recognising her. 

Scourette, in the shock of her discovery, had stopped short, 
rooted to the spot, as if she saw the earth opening before her. 
Such was her agitation, such a buzzing filled her ears, that 
at first she could not reason. She foryot that she was going 
to the dairy to give an order, and all at once she fled, retracing 
her steps at a run, returning to the house and climbing wildly 
to her room, the door of which she locked behind her. And 
then she flung herself upon her bed, striving to cover both her 
eyes and her ears with her hands, so that she might see and 
hear nothing more. She did not weep, she had not recovered 
full consciousness as yet, but a feeling of awful desolation, 
blended with boundless fright, filled her being. 

Why did she suffer thus, why did she feel such a rending 
within her? She had hitherto thought herself to be simply 
Luce’s affectionate friend, his disciple and helper, one who was 
passionately devoted to the work which he was striving to 
accomplish. Yet now she was all aglow, shaken by burning 
fever, and this because her eyes could ever picture that other 
woman quitting him at daybreak. Did she love Luc then? 
And had she only become conscious of it on the day when it 
was too late for her to win his love? That, indeed, was the 
disaster: to learn in such a brutal fashion that she loved, and 
that another already possessed the heart over which she 
might perchance have reigned like some all-powerful, beloved 
queen. All the rest vanished: she recalled neither how her 
love had sprung up, nor how it had grown, nor how it was 
that she had remained ignorant of it, artless still in her 
thirtieth year, happy simply in the enjoyment of affectionate 
intimacy, untouched till now by passion’s dart. Her tears 
gushed forth at last, and she sobbed over her discovery, over 
the sudden obstacle which had risen to part her from the 
man to whom unknowingly she had given both heart and soul. 
And now naught but the knowledge of her love existed for her ; 
and she asked herself, What should she do—how should she 
succeed in making herself loved? For it seemed impossible 
that she should not be loved in return, since she herself loved 
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and would never cease to love. Now that her love was known 
to her, it began to consume her heart, and she felt that she 
would no longer be able to live unless it were shared. At the 
same time all remained confusion within her, she struggled 
amidst vague and contradictory thoughts, obscure plans, like 
& woman who, despite her years, has remained childish and 
ayia finds herself confronted by the torturing realities 
of life. 

Long must she have remained striving to annihilate her- 
self, with her face close pressed to her pillow. The sun 
climbed the heavens, the morning sped on; and yet in her 
Increasing distress she could devise no practical solution 
for the problem that tortured her. Jiver and ever did the 
haunting questions come back: how would she manage to 
say that she loved, and how would she manage to secure love 
in return? All at once, however, she bethought herself of 
her brother. It was in him that she must confide, since he 
alone really knew her—knew that her heart had never lied. 
He was a man, he would surely understand her, and he 
would teach her what it is meet for one to do when a craving 
for happiness possesses one. Accordingly, without reasoning 
any further, she sprang off her bed and went downstairs to 
the laboratory, like a child who has at last discovered a 
solution for its grief. 

That morning Jordan himself had experienced a disastrous 
check. Of recent months he had believed that he had devised 
a safe and cheap system for the transport of electric force. 
He burnt coal beside the pit it came from, and he carried 
electricity over long distances without the slightest loss of 
power, in such wise as to lessen cost price considerably. He 
had given four years of study to that problem amidst all the 
recurring ailments to which his puny frame was subject. He 
made the best use possible of his weak health, sleeping a great 
deal, wrapped round with rugs, and then methodically employ- 
ing the few hours which he was able to wrest from his unkind 
mother Nature. Jor fear of disturbing his studies, the crisis 
through which La Crécherie was passing had been hidden 
from him. He thought that things were going on satisfac- 
torily at the works, and, besides, it was out of the question for 
him to take any interest in such matters, cloistered ag he was 
in his laboratory, absorbed in his work, apart from which 
nothing seemed to exist in the whole world. That very 
morning at an early hour he had resumed his studies, feeling 
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his mind to be quite clear, and wishing to profit by it, in 
order to make a last experiment. And that experiment had 
absolutely failed; he found himself confronted by an unfore- 
seen obstacle, some error in his calculations, some detail 
which he had neglected, and which suddenly became im- 
portant and all-destructive, indefinitely postponing the solu- 
tion that he had long sought with respect to his electrical 
farnaces. 

It was the downfall of his hopes: so much hard work had 
yielded nothing, so much more of it would be necessary! 
Yet he remained calm, and had just wrapped himself in his 
rugs again, and ensconced himself in the arm-chair in which 
he spent so many hours, when his sister came into the 
laboratory. She looked so pale, so greatly distressed, that he 
immediately felt anxious on her account, he who had wit- 
nessed the failure of his experiment with unruffled brow, like 
a man whom nothing can discourage. 

‘What is the matter, my dear?’ he asked her; ‘are you 
not well ?’ 

Her confession in no wise embarrassed her. Without 
any hesitation, like a poor creature whose heart opens with a 
sob, she said: ‘The matter, brother dear, is that I love Luc, 
and that he does not love me. Ah! I am very unhappy!’ 

Then, simple and artless, she told her brother the whole 
story—how she had seen Josine leaving the pavilion, and how 
she had then felt such a heart-pang that she had come in 
search of consolation and cure: she loved Luc, and Luc did 
not love her! 

Jordan listened in a state of stupefaction, as if she had 
apprised him of some unexpected, extraordinary cataclysm. 

‘You love Luc! you love Luc!’ he repeated. ‘Love, why 
love?’ The thought that love possessed that fondly treasured 
sister whom he had always seen beside him like his second 
self, filled him with amazement. He had never thought that 
she might some day love, and from that cause become 
unhappy. Love was a craving of which he himself knew 
nothing, a sphere into which he had never entered. And 
thus, artless and ignorant as he himself was, his embarrass- 
ment became extreme. 

‘Oh! tell me, brother, why does Luc love that Josine, 
why does he not love me?’ Sceurette repeated. She was sob- 
bing now. She had wound her arms around her brother's 
neck, resting her head upon his shoulder, so weighed down by 
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distress that he was utterly distracted. And yet what could 
he say to console her ? 

‘I don’t know, little sister; I don’t know,’ he answered. 
‘No doubt he loves her because it is his nature to love. 
There can be no other reason. He would love you if he had 
loved you the first.’ 

There was truth in this. Luc loved Josine because she 
WAS aN amorosa, 8 woman of charm and passion, whom he 
had found suffering, and who had kindled into flame all the 
love of his heart. And besides, beauty was hers, with the 
passion which peoples the world. 

‘But, brother,’ said Sceurette, ‘he knew me before he 
knew her, so why did he not love me first ? ’ 

More and more embarrassed by these questions, Jordan 
anxiously sought for delicate and kindly words: ‘ Perhaps,’ 
he answered, ‘it was because he lived here like a friend, a 
brother. He has become a brother for you and me.’ 

Whilst speaking thus, Jordan looked at his sister, and this 
time he did not tell her all that he thought. He observed her 
resemblance to himself. She was so slender, so frail, so 
insignificant. She did not represent love; she was too pale 
and puny. Charming no doubt, very gentle and very kind; 
but then, ever clad in black, sombre-locking and sad, as are 
all the silent and devoted ones. For Luc she had never been 
aught but an intelligent and a benevolent creature. 

‘You will understand, little sister,’ Jordan presently re- 
sumed, ‘ that if he has become as it were your brother and 
mine, he cannot love you in the same way as he loves Josine. 
Such a thing would not have entered his mind. But none 
the less I am sure that he loves you a great deal; he loves 
you indeed all the more, as much in fact as I myself love 

ou.’ 

‘ But Sceurette would not admit it. Her whole being pro- 
tested dolorously, and amidst a fresh explosion of sobs she cried 
her distress aloud: ‘No, no; he does not love me the more ; 
he does not love me at all! To love a woman as a brother! 
what is that when I suffer as I am suffering now that I see 
him lost tome? If I knew naught of all those things a little 
while ago, at least I divine them now, and I feel asif I should 
die—yes, die!’ 

Like herself, Jordan was becoming more and more dis- 
tressed, azd only with difficulty was he able to restrain his 
tears. ‘ Little sister, little sister,’ said he, ‘you grieve me 
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deeply. It is scarcely reasonable of you to make yourself i!! 
like this. I no longer recognise you. You are usnully so 
calm and sensible, and you are well aware what firmness of 
spirit one ought to evince in order to resist the worries of 
life.’ 

Then he wished tc reason with her. ‘Come,’ he said, 
‘you have no reproach to address to Luc?’ 

‘Oh! none. I know that he has a great deal of affection 
for me. We are very good friends,’ she answered plain- 
tively. 

‘Then you must not complain. He loves you as he is 
able to love, and you do wrong in getting angry with him.’ 

‘But I am not angry! 1 have no hate for anybody; I 
only suffer.’ 

Again did her sobs burst forth ; again did distress master 
her, and wring from her lips the ery : ‘ Why does he not love 
me? Why does he not love me?’ 

‘If he does not love you as you desire to be loved, little 
sister,’ said Jordan, ‘it is because he does not know you well 
enough. No, he does not know you as I do; he does not 
know that you are the best, the gentlest, the most devoted 
and affectionate of women. You would have been a fit com- 
panion and helper; the one that makes life’s pathway softer 
and easier. But the other came with her beauty, and that 
assuredly was a powerful force, since he followed her without 
perceiving you, and this although you already loved him. 
Come, my dear, you must resign yourself.’ 

He had taken her in his arms, and he kissed her hair. 
But she still went on struggling. 

‘No! no! I cannot.’ 

‘Yes, you will resign yourself; you are too good, too 
intelligent to do otherwise. Some day you will forget.’ 

‘No! Never!’ 

‘I did wrong to say that; I will not ask you to forget. 
Keep the memory of it in your heart. But Ido ask you to 
be resigned, because I well know that you are capable of 
resignation, even to the point of sacrifice. Think of all the 
disasters which would follow if you were to rebel—to speak 
out! Our life would be broken up, our enterprises shattered, 
and you would suffer a thousand times more than you do 
now.’ 

She interrupted him, quivering: ‘ Well, let our life be 
broken vp! Jet our enterprises be shattered! At least I shall 
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have satisfied myself. It is cruel of you, brother, to speak to 
me like that. You are an egotist!’ 

‘An egotist!’ replied Jordan. ‘When I am only think- 
ing of you, my dear little sister. At this moment grief is 
turning your wonted kindliness to exasperation. But how 
bitter would be your remorse if I were to allow you to destroy 
everything! You would no longer be able to live in presence 
of the ruins that you would have piled up. Poor, dear girl! 
you will resign yourself, and find happiness in sbnegation 
and pure affection.’ 

Tears were choking him, and their sobs mingled. That 
battle between brother and sister, both so artless and so 
loving, was fraught with the most exquisite fraternal affection. 
In a tone of intense compassion, blended with boundless 
kindliness, Jordan repeated: ‘ You will resign yourself; you 
will resign yourself.’ 

She still protested, but like one who is surrendering. Her 
moan now was that of a poor, stricken creature whose hurt 
one strives to soothe: ‘Oh, no! I cannot, 1 do not resign 
myself.’ 


As it happened, Luc that very day was to take déjeuner 
with the Jordans, and when at half-past eleven he joined the 
brother and sister in the laboratory, he found them still agitated, 
with red, blurred eyes. But he himself was so distressed, so 
downcast, that he noticed nothing. Josine’s farewell, the neces- 
sity of that separation, filled him with despair. The severance 
of the love which he deemed essential for his mission seemed 
to deprive him of his last strength. If he did not save Josine 
he would never save the unhappy multitude to whom he had 
given his heart. And that day, from the moment of rising, 
all the obstacles which hindered his advance had risen up 
before him like insurmountable impediments. A black vision 
of La Crécherie had appeared to him. La Crécherie on the 
path to ruin, wrecked already, to such a point indeed that it 
was madness to hope to save it. Men devoured one another 
there ; it had been impossible to establish brotherly accord 
between them ; every human fatality weighed upon the enter- 
prise. And thus, bowed down by the most frightful dis- 
couragement he had ever known, Luc lost his faith. The 
heroism within him wavered; he was almost on the point of 
renouncingehis task, fearing as he did that defeat was near at 
band. 
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Seeurette noticed his perturbation directly she saw him, 
and, with divine solicitude, she expressed her anxiety: ‘ Are 
you not well, my friend?’ she asked him. 

‘No, I do not feel well,’ he answered. ‘I spent an awful 
morning. I have heard of nothing but misfortunes since I 
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She did not insist, buf gazed at him with increasing 
anxiety, wondering what his sufferings could be, since he 
loved and was loved in return. To hide in some slight 
degree her own intense emotion, she had seated herself at her 
little table, and pretended to be writing out some notes for 
her brother; whilst the latter, who now seemed overwhelmed, 
egain lay back in his arm-chair. 

‘In that case, my good Luc,’ said he, ‘none of us is any 
better off than the others; for if I felt well enough when I[ 
got up this morning, I have since had no end of worry.’ 

For a moment Luc walked about the room, silent, with a 
frown upon his face. He came and went, pausing at times 
before one of the large windows to glance over La Crécherie, 
the budding town, whose roofs spread out before him. At 
last, unable to restrain his despair any longer, he exploded : 
‘I must speak out, my friend. I owe you the truth. We did 
not wish to worry you in the midst of your researches, and 
we have hitherto hidden from you the fact that things are 
going on very badly at La Crécherie. Our men are leaving 
us; disunion and revolt have sprung up among them, the 
fruit of egotism and hatred. All Beauclair is rising against 
us, the traders, and even the workmen themselves, whose 
long-acquired habits we interfere with ; and thus our position 
is day by day becoming more and more disquieting. I don’t 
know if I see things in too gloomy a light this morning, but 
they appear to me to be beyond cure. [Everything seems to 
be lost, and I cannot hide from you any longer that we are 
going towards a catastrophe.’ 

Jordan listened with an expression of astonishment, 
though he remained very calm. He even smiled slightly: 
‘Are you not exaggerating things a little, my friend ?’ 
Baid he. 

‘ Suppose that I am exaggerating; suppose that ruin will 
not actually fall on us to-morrow, none the less I should be 
acting wrongly if I failed to tell you that I fear ruin is 
approaching. When I asked you for your land and your 
money, to undertake that work of social salvation which I 
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dreamt of, did I not promise you not only the accomplishment 
of something great and beautiful, worthy of a man like you, 
but also a good investment ? And now it appears that I did 
not speak the truth, for your money is likely to be swallowed 
up in the disaster. Is it not natural therefore that I should 
be haunted by remorse ?’ 

Jordan tried to interrupt him by waving his hand, as if 
to say that the pecuniary question was of no importance. 
But Luc continued: ‘It is not merely a question of the large 
sums which have already been swallowed up ; more money is, 
each day, becoming necessary to continue the struggle. And 
I no longer dare to ask it of you; for if I can sacrifice myself 
entirely, I have no right to pull you and your sister down 
with me.’ 

He sank upon a chair like one overcome, whilst Sceurette, 
still very pale, and seated at her little table, looked both at 
him and at her brother, awaiting developments in a state of 
deep emotion. 

‘Ah, really! so things are so very bad,’ Jordan quietly 
resumed. ‘Yet your idea was a very good one; you ended 
by convincing me of that. I did not hide from you that I 
took no personal interest in such political and social enter- 
prises, being convinced that science is the only revolutionary, 
and will alone bring about the evolution of to-morrow, lead- 
ing man towards truth and justice in their entirety. But 
your theory of solidarity was so beautiful. Sitting at this 
window after my day’s work, I often looked at your town, and 
it was with interest that I saw it growing. It amused me; 
and I said to myself that I was working for it, since elec- 
tricity would one day prove its chief helpmate. Must every- 
thing be abandoned, then ?’ 

A cry of supreme renunciation came from Luc: ‘My 
energy is exhausted,’ he exclaimed, ‘I have no courage 
left, all my faith has departed. It is all over, and I 
came to tell you that I am prepared to abandon every- 
thing rather than impose a fresh sacrifice upon you. 
How could you give me the money which we should 
need? How could I even have audacity enough to ask 
you for it?’ 

Never had man raised a more despairing cry. This was 
the evil hour, the black hour, well known to all heroes, all 
apostles, fhe hour when grace departs, when the mission 
becomes obscured, and the task appears impossible. Forsooth 
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® passing defeat, a momentary spell of cowardice, sccom- 
panied, however, by the most frightful suffering. 

But Jordan again smiled quietly. He did not immedi- 
ately answer the remark which Luc with a shudder had 
addressed to him respecting the large amount of money which 
would be needed if the work were to be carried on. In a 
chilly way he pulled his rugs over his spare limbs, then 
gently said: ‘Do you know, my good friend, I’m not very 
well pleased either. Yes, a perfect disaster befell me this 
morning. You know how I thought that I had planned a 
perfect scheme for transmitting electric force cheaply and 
without any loss over long distances. Well, I was mistaken ; 
I have discovered nothing of what I thought I had. An ex- 
periment which I made this morning by way of checking 
everything failed completely, and I have convinced myself 
that it is necessary to begin all over again. That means a 
fresh labour of years, and you will understand how worrying 
it is to encounter defeat when one imagines victory to be 
certain.’ 

Sceurette had turned towards her brother, quite upset at 
hearing of that defeat of which she had hitherto been igno- 
rant. In like manner Luc, prompted to compassion by his 
own despair, stretched out his hand in order to grasp his 
friend’s with brotherly sympathy. And Jordan alone re- 
mained calm, apart from the slight feverish tremulousness 
which always came over him when he had exerted himself 
unduly. 

‘In that case what do you intend to do?’ Luo inquired. 

‘What do I intend to do, my good friend? Why, I shall 
set to work again. I shall make a fresh start to-morrow; I 
shall begin my work anew from the very beginning, There 
is evidently nothing else to be done. It is simple enough. 
You hear me! One ought never to throw up a task. If it 
needs twenty years, thirty years, a whole lifetime, one still 
ought to persevere with it. If one makes a mistake, one 
must retrace one’s steps and go over the whole ground afresh 
&8 many times as may be necessary. Obstacles and hin- 
drances are inevitable on the road, and must be anticipated. 
A task, an q@uvre, however, is like a sacred child, and it 
would be criminal not to persevere during the period of 
gestation. There is some of our blood in it, we have no 
right to refuse to perfect it, we owe it all our strength, soul, 
flesh, and mind. Even as s mother dies at timés through 


WORK 259 


the dear little one whom she hopes to bring into the world, 
go should we be ready to die if our task exhaust us. d if 
it does not cost us life, we have but one thing to do when it is 
accomplished, and that is to begin another, never pausing, 
but taking up one task after another as long as we are erect, 
full of intelligence and virility.’ 

As Jordan spoke he seemed to become tall and strong— 
shielded against all discouragement by his belief in human 
effort, convinced of conquering provided that he devoted to 
the fight the last drop of blood in his veins. And to Luc, 
who was listening, it seemed as if a gust of energy came to 
him from that weak and puny being. 

‘Work! work!’ continued Jordan; ‘there is no other 
force in the world. When one has set one’s faith in work one 
is invincible. Why should we doubt of to-morrow since it is 
we ourselves who create to-morrow by our work to-day? All 
that is now being sown by our work will prove to-morrow’s 
harvest. Ah! holy work, creative, all-saving work, thou art 
my life, the one sole reason why I live! ’ 

His eyes wandered afar as communing with himself he 
repeated those last words—that hymn to work which ever 
returned to his lips in moments of great emotion. And once 
again he related how work had ever consoled and sustained 
him. If he were still alive it was because he had taken into 
his life a task for which he had regulated all the functions of 
his being. He was convinced that he would not die so long 
as his work should remain unfinished. Bad as was his health, 
he had never entered his laboratory without feeling relief. 
How many times had he not sat down to his task with pain- 
racked limbs and tearful heart; yet on each occasion work 
had healed him. His uncertainties, his infrequent moments 
of discouragement had only come from his hours of idleness. 

All at once he turned towards Luc with his kindly smile, 
and said by way of conclusion: ‘ You see, my friend, if you 
let La Crécherie die, you yourself will die of it. That task is 
your very life, and you must live it to the end.’ 

Luc had risen, upbuoyed once more, for his friend’s faith 
in work, his passionate love for his chosen task, filled him 
again with a spirit of heroism and restored both his faith and 
his strength. In his hours of lassitude and doubt there was 
nothing like the bath of energy which he found beside Jordan, 
that weak and sickly friend of his from whom peace and 
gertainty Seemed to radiate. : 
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‘Ah! you are right,’ he cried; ‘I am a coward, I feel 
ashamed that I despaired. Human happiness only exists in 
the glorification and reorganisation of all-saving work. It 
will found our city. But then, my friend, that money—all 
that money which must again be risked ! ’ 

Jordan, exhausted by his own passionate outburst, was 
now drawing his rugs more closely around his puny shoulders, 
and in a faint voice he simply said, ‘I will give you the 
money. We will economise; we shall always be able to 
get on. Here we need very little, you know—milk, eggs, and 
fruit. Provided that I am still able to pay the expenses of 
my experiments, the rest will be all right.’ 

Lue had caught hold of his hands, and was pressing them 
with deep emotion. 

‘But my friend, my friend,’ said he; ‘ there is your sister. 
Are we to ruin her also?’ 

‘True,’ replied Jordan, ‘ we have forgotten Scurette.’ 

They turned towards her. She was silently weeping at 
her little table, on which she had leant her elbows, whilst her 
chin rested between her hands. Big tears were streaming 
down her cheeks. Her poor, tortured, bleeding heart was 
venting all its woe. She, as well as Luc, had been stirred to 
the depths of her being by all that she had heard. Every- 
thing which her brother had said to his friend had resounded 
with equal energy within her own heart. The necessity of 
work, of abnegation in the presence of one’s task, did that 
not also mean acceptance of life, whatever it might be, and 
resolution to live it loyally in order that all possible harmony 
might accrue therefrom? Like Luc, she now would have 
thought herself evil-minded and cowardly had she sought to 
hinder the great work, had she not devoted herself to it even 
to renunciation of all else besides. The great courage of her 
simple, kindly, sublime nature had returned to her once more. 

She rose and pressed a long kiss upon her brother's brow ; 
and whilst she remained beside him, with her head resting 
on his shoulder, she whispered to him gently, ‘Thank you, 
brother. You have healed me; I will sacrifice myself.’ 

Luc, however, once again eager for action, was now be- 
stirring himself. He had gone back towards the window, 
and was gazing at the glow which fell upon the roofs of La 
Orécherie from the broad blue heavens. And as he came 
back towards the others he once more repeated his favourite 
ery: ‘Ah! they do not love! On the day they love all will 


WORK 261 


prove fruitful; all will spread, and grow, and triumph in the 
sunlight!’ 

Then, with a last quiver of her subjugated flesh, Scourette, 
who had affectionately drawn near to him, replied: ‘And 
one must love even without wishing to be loved in return, for 
it is only by loving others that the great work can ever be.’ 

Those words, from one who gave herself unreservedly, for 
the sole joy of doing so and without hope of reward, were 
followed by a deep, quivering silence. They no longer spoke, 
but all three, united by close brotherliness, gazed towards the 
greenery amidst which the rising city of justice and happiness 
would gradually but ever spread its roofs, now that so much 
love was sown. 


IV 


From that time forward Luc the builder, the founder of cities, 
recovered his self-possession, spoke his will and acted; and 
men and stones arose at his bidding. He became very gay, 
and carried on the struggle of La Crécherie against the 
Abyss with triumphant joyousness, little by little winning 
over both folk and things, thanks to the craving for love and 
happiness which he inspired all around him. He himself 
felt that the secure establishment of his city would bring him 
back Josine. With her all the woeful ones of the whole 
world would be saved. In this he set his faith, and he worked 
by and for love, in the conviction that he would ultimately 
conquer. 

One bright day, when the sky was radiantly blue, he came 
upon a scene which again heightened his spirits and filled his 
heart with tenderness and hope. As he was going round the 
dependencies of the works, desirous of giving an eye to every- 
thing, he was surprised to hear some light, fresh voices and 
bursts of laughter rising from a corner of the property at the 
foot of the mountain ridge, a spot where a wall separated the 
land of La Crécherie from that of the Abyss. Approaching 
prudently, for he wished to see without being seen himeelf, 
Luc perceived to his delight a party of children playing freely 
in the sunshine, restored to all the fraternal innocence of 
nature. 

On Lwuo’s side of the wall, Nanet, who daily returned to 
La Créclrerie in search of playmates, stood beside Lucien and 
Antoinette Bonnaire, whom he had doubtless persuaded to 
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accompany him on some terrible lizard hunt. All three of 
them stood there with upturned faces, laughing and calling, 
whilst on the other side of the wall, other children who could 
not be seen were laughing and calling also. It was easy to 
understand that Nise Delaveau had had some young friends 
to lunch, and that the party on being dismissed to the garden 
had heard the calls of those outside it, one and all becoming 
eager to see each other, join hands, and amuse themselves 
together. Unfortunately, the former doorway had been walled 
up, for their elders had grown tired of scolding them. At 
Delaveau’s the children were even forbidden to go to the 
bottom of the garden, and were punished if they were found 
doing so; whilst at La Crécherie there were many efforts to 
make them understand that their disobedience might bring 
about some unpleasant affair, complaints, and even a lawsuit. 
But, like artless young creatures yielding to the unknown 
forces of the future, they continued meeting and mingling, 
fraternising together in total forgetfulness of all class rancour 
and hostility. 

Shrill, pure, and crystalline voices continued rising, almost 
suggesting the notes of skylarks. 

‘Is that you, Nise? Good day, Nise!’ 

‘Good day, Nanet! Are you by yourself, Nanet ?’ 

‘Oh, no! I’m with Lucien and Antoinette! And you, 
Nise, are you alone ?’ 

‘Oh! no, no, I’m with Louise and Paul! Good day, good 
day, Nanet!’ 

‘Good day, good day, Nise!’ 

At each ‘good day,’ again and again repeated, came peals 
of laughter, so amused did they feel at talking together with- 
out seeing one another. 

‘I say, Nise, are you still there ?’ 

‘Why, yes, Nanet, I’m still here.’ 

‘Nise, Nise, listen! Are you coming ?’ 

‘Oh, Nanet, how can I, since the door’s walled up ?’ 

‘Jump, jump, Nise, jump, my little Nise!’ 

‘Nanet, my little Nanet, jump, jump!’ 

Then came perfect delirium, all six of them repeated 
‘jump, jump!’ whilst dancing before the wall, as if indeed 
they imagined that by bounding higher and higher the 
would at last find themselves together. They turned an 
waltzed, and bowed to the pitiless wall, and with that childish 
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power of imagination which suppresses all obstacles played 
as if they could really see one another. 

At last a flute-like voice again arose. ‘ Listen, Nise! do 
you know what ?’ 

‘No, Nanet, I don’t know.’ 

‘Well, I’m going to get on the wall, and I'll pull you up 
by the shoulders and get you over here.’ 

‘Oh! that’s it, Nanet, that’s it! Climb up!’ 

In a trice Nanet, clinging to the stone wall with hands 
and feet, as agile asa cat, found himself on the top of the wall. 
And as he sat there, bestriding it, he looked quite comical, 
with his big round head, his large blue eyes, and his tumbled 
fair hair. He was already fourteen, but he remained little, 
though very strong and resolute. 

‘Lucien, Antoinette!’ he cried, ‘just you keep watch.’ 

Then bending over Delaveau’s garden, quite proud of 
overlooking everything on both sides of the wall, he added: 
‘Come on, Nise, let me catch hold of you.’ 

‘Oh, no! not me first, Nanet! I'll keep watch over here.’ 

‘Then who’s coming, Nise ?’ 

‘Wait a minute, Nanet, be careful. Paul’s climbing up. 
There’s a trellis. He’ll try it to see if it breaks.’ 

Silence followed. One only heard the cracking of some 
old woodwork, mingled with stifled laughter. And Lue 
began to ask himself if he ought not to restore order by 
scattering both bands of urchins even as one scatters sparrows 
on surprising them in a barn. How many times already had 
not he himself scolded those children, from fear lest their 
playfulness should prove the cause of some annoying trouble. 
Yet there was something very charming about the bravery 
and joyousness which they displayed in seeking to join one 
another in spite of every prohibition and every obstacle! 

At last a cry of triumph arose. Paul’s head appeared 
just above the wall, and Nanet was seen hoisting him up, and 
then passing him over in order that he might fall into the 
arms of Lucien and Antoinette. Although Paul himself was 
more than fourteen, he was not a heavy weight. He had 
remained slim and delicate, a handsome, fair-complexioned 
lad, very good-natured and gentle, with quick and intelligent 
eyes. Directly he had fallen into Antoinette’s embrace he 
kissed her, for he knew her well, and was fond of being near 
her, for ‘she was tall and pretty, and very graceful, although 
but twelve years old. 
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‘That’s done, Nise!’ cried Nanet. ‘I’ve passed one over. 
Whose turn next ?’ 

But Nise was heard replying in a loud anxious whisper: 
‘Hush, hush, Nanet! There’s something moving near the 
fowls’ run. Lie down on the wall. Quick, quick!’ Then 
the danger being past, she added: ‘Look out, Nanet! It’s 
Louise’s turn now; I'll push her up!’ 

This time, indeed, it was Louise’s head which appeared 
above the wall: a comical, goatish head with black and some- 
what obliquely-set eyes, a slender nose and pointed chin. 
With her vivacity and gaiety she was very amusing. At 
eleven years of age she had already become a self-willed little 
woman, quite upsetting her parents, the worthy Mazelles, who 
were stupefied to find that such a riotous, enthusiastic wilding 
had sprung from their placid egotism. She did not even wait 
for Nanet to pass her over, but jumped of her own accord into 
the arms of Lucien, her favourite playmate, who was the 
oldest of all of them. A tall, sturdy lad of fifteen, endowed 
with great ingenuity and inventive talent, he made her some 
extraordinary playthings. 

But Nanet was again calling. ‘That makes two, Nise,’ 
said he. ‘There’s only you now. Come up,quick! There's 
something moving again over yonder near the well.’ 

A sound of cracking wood was once more heard; 
a large piece of the trellis-work must have fallen to the 
ground, for Nise burst out: ‘Oh! dear me, dear me, 
Nanet, I can’t! Louise broke it with her feet, and now it’s 
all down.’ 

‘Never mind—it doesn’t matter! Give me your hands, 
Nise, and I'll pull you up.’ 

‘No, no, I can’t! I’m too little; can’t you see, Nanet?’ 

‘But I tell you I'll pull you. Stretch out your arms— 
there! Now TI’listoop and you must stand on tip-toes. There 
we are! You see very well that I can pull you up.’ 

Evincing great dexterity, he had raised Nise with his 
strong young arms and seated her on the wall in front of him. 
She looked even more tumbled than usual, with her fair curly 
pate, her pink and ever-smiling mouth, and her pretty blue 
eyes. She and her friend Nanet formed a pair, both of them 
with locks of the same soft golden hue, curling and waving 
hither and thither. 

For a moment they remained astride the wall, face to face 
and delighted at finding themselves so high up. 
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‘Ah! all the same you're strong, Nanet, to have pulled me 
up as you did,’ said the girl. 

‘But then you’ve grown quite tall, Nise. I’m fourteen 
now; how old are you?’ 

‘I’m eleven, Nanet. But, I say, isn’t this like being on a 
horse, a very tall horse, made of stone ?’ 

‘Yes, but I say, Nise, shall I stand upright ?’ 

‘Yes, upright, Nanet! I'll do the same!’ 

But again a stir was heard down the garden, this time in 
the direction of the kitchen, and the two children, full of 
anxiety, caught hold of each other, and fell to the ground 
together, locked in a close embrace. They might have killed 
themselves, but they laughed gaily, unhurt and delighted with 
their tumble. Paul and Antoinette, Lucien and Louise on 
their side, were already running wildly among the bushes 
and fallen rocks which helped to form many a delightful nook 
at the feet of the Bleuse Mountains. 

Thinking it too late to intervene, Luc went off very softly. 
As the children had not seen him, they would not know that 
he had closed his eyes to their escapade. After all, was it not 
best that they should yield to the glow of youth within them, 
and meet and play in spite of all the prohibitions? They 
were like the very florescence of life, which well knew for 
what future harvests it thus flowered in them. And they 
brought with them, perchance, the reconciliation of classes, 
the morrow full of justice and peace which was awaited. 
That which their fathers could not accomplish would be 
accomplished by them, and yet more completely by their 
children, thanks to the evolution which was ever spreading. 
And thus Luc, as he quietly walked away, refraining from 
alarming them, laughed to himself as he heard them laughing, 
heedless of the difficulties that they would encounter when 
they might wish to climb over the wall again. That glimpse 
of the kindly future had inspired the young man with a hope, 
a courage to continue fighting, and a determination to achieve 
victory such as he had never known before. 

For long months the desperate, pitiless struggle went on 
between La Orécherie and the Abyss. Luc, who had mo- 
mentarily thought his enterprise in Jeopardy, toppling towards 
ruin, exerted every effort to keep it on its legs. He did not 
expect to gain any more ground for a long time to come, but 
he wished to lose none; and it was already an achievement 
to remain stationary, to continue living amidst the blows 
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which were aimed at La Crécherie from all sides. And how 
mighty was the toil, and with what joyous bravery was it 
accomplished! Luc was always here, there, and everywhere, 
encouraging the men in the workshops, promoting brotherli- 
ness between one and all at the common-house, and watching 
over the management of the co-operative stores. He was 
constantly seen too in the sunlit avenues of the little town, 
amidst the women and the children, with whom he liked to 
laugh and play, as if he were the father of the young nation 
now springing up around him. Thanks to his genius and 
creative fruitfulness, things arose and grew methodically, as if 
in obedience to a wave of his hand. But his greatest achieve- 
ment was the conquest of his workmen, amidst whom discord 
and rebellion had for a moment swept. Although his views 
were not always shared by Bonnaire, he had won that brave 
and kindly man’s affection in such wise;as to secure in him 
the most faithful, the most devoted of lieutenants, one without 
whose help it would have been impossible to carry on the 
enterprise. And indeed the affection which radiated from 
Luc had influenced all the workers of La Crécherie, who, 
finding him so loving and brotherly, intent on securing happi- 
ness for others, in the conviction that he would therein find 
happiness himself, had gradually grouped themselves around 
him. Thus the staff was becoming a large family linked 
more and more closely together, each ending by understand- 
ing that he worked for his own delight when he worked for 
that of all. Over a period of six months not a single hand 
quitted the works, and if those who had previously left did 
not as yet return, the others who remained devoted them- 
selves entirely to the enterprise, even leaving a part of their 
profits untouched in order that a substantial reserve fund 
might be formed. 

At that critical period it was assuredly the solidarity 
evinced by all the associated workers that saved La Crécherie 
from falling beneath the blows with which egotistical and 
jealous hatred inspired Beauclair. The reserve fund, pru- 
dently increased and managed, proved a decisive help. It 
enabled the folk of La Crécherie to face difficult moments, 
and to avoid borrowing at heavy interest. Thanks to this 
fund, moreover, they were twice able to purchase new 
machinery, which had been rendered requisite by changes in 
various processes, and which largely diminished “the cost of 
mannfactnre. Then. too. there came a few strokes of luck. 
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About that time there were some important enterprises: the 
laying down of railways, the building of bridges and other 
things in which metal work was largely used, and thus con- 
siderable quantities of rails, girders, and structural material 
were required. The long peace in which Europe lived vastly 
developed metallurgical industry in its pacific and civilising 
branches. Never before had iron entered so largely into the 
dwellings of men. Thus the output of La Crécherie increased, 
though the profits did not become very large, for Luc parti- 
cularly wished to sell cheaply, in the belief that cheapness 
would control the future. At the same time he strengthened 
the works by wise management and constant economy, and 
by gathering together that reserve fund of ready money in 
order that it might be brought into use at the first sign of 
danger; whilst the workers’ devotion to the common cause, 
their abnegation in foregoing a portion of their due, did the 
rest, enabling one to wait for the arrival of triumph without 
excessive hardship. 

The Abyss, meantime, apparently remained in a flourishing 
situation ; there had been no falling-off in its turnover, and 
great success seemed to attend its costly output of guns and 
projectiles. Still this prosperity was only on the surface, 
and Delaveau, though he did not confess it, experienced at 
times serious anxiety. He certainly had on his side the 
whole of Beauclair—the whole of that bourgeoise, capitalist 
society whose existence was threatened. And he remained 
convinced that he represented truth, authority, and power, 
and that ultimate victory was certain. Nevertheless, after a 
time secret doubts began to assail him: he was disturbed at 
finding so much vitality in La Crécherie, whose prompt 
collapse he prophesied every three months or so. He could 
no longer contend against the neighbouring works with 
respect to commercial iron and steel—those rails, girders, 
and structural materials which La Crécherie turned out so 
well and so cheaply. There only remained to him the manu- 
facture of superfine steel, of carefully made articles valued at 
three and four francs per kilogramme, and as it happened 
these were also made at two very important establishments 
in a neighbouring department. The competition of those 
establishments was terrible, and Delaveau felt that of the 
three—the Abyss and the two others—there was one too 
many. The question was which two of them would devour 
the third. Weakened as it was by the rivalry of La Crécherie, 
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would not the Abyss prove to be the establishment fated to 
disappear? This question preyed upon the manager, although 
he showed more activity than ever, and professed serene con- 
fidence in the good cause, that religion of the wage system 
of which he had constituted himself the defender. But 
another matter worried him even more than the competition 
of rivals and the chances of industrial warfare. This was 
the absence of any reserve fund, such as might enable him to 
face some emergency, some unforeseen catastrophe. If a 
crisis were to arise—some strike, or simply some falling-off 
in trade—the result would be disastrous, for the works would 
not possess the wherewithal to await a revival of business. 
The necessity of purchasing some new plant had already 
compelled him to borrow three hundred thousand francs, and 
the heavy interest on the loan now weighed upon his annual 
budget. But what if he were compelled to borrow again and 
again, until at last he should find himself swallowed up by an 
abyss of indebtedness ? 

About this time Delaveau tried to make Boisgelin listen 
to reason. When he had induced the latter to confide to him 
the remnants of his fortune, he had certainly promised that 
if the Abyss were purchased he would hand him heavy interest 
on his capital, and enable him to continue leading a luxurious 
life. Now, however, that difficulties were likely to arise, he 
wished Boisgelin to be reasonable enough to cut down his 
style of living for a time. He assured him that fortune 
would soon smile once more, and that he would then be able 
to live again on his former footing, and indeed in finer style 
than ever. Delaveau’s desire was to induce Boisgelin to 
content himself for a while with one half of the profits, the 
other half being employed to constitute a reserve fund which 
would enable the Abyss to emerge victoriously from such bad 
times as might present themselves. But Boisgelin would not 
listen ; he demanded every penny, refusing to forego any one 
of the pleasures of the costly life which he was leading. 
Quarrels even broke out between the two cousins. Now that 
it seemed as if the invested capital might no longer yield the 
expected interest, that the toil of more than a thousand 
human beings might no longer suffice to keep an idler in 
luxury, the capitalist accused his manager of failing to keep 
his promises. Delaveau, though irritated by the other's 
idiotic thirst for perpetual enjoyment, still entertained no 
suspicion that eg that coxcomb, his cousin, there stood 
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his own wife Fernande, the all-corrupting, devouring creature, 
for whom all the money was squandered in caprices and folly. 
Life at La Guerdache was nought but a round of festivities, 
amidst which Fernande enjoyed such pleasing triumphs that 
any pause in her delights would have seemed to her to be abso- 
lute downfall. She egged on Boisgelin, she told him that her 
husband’s powers were declining, that he did not extract from 
the works nearly so large a revenue as he might have done; 
and, according to her, the only way to spur him on was to 
overwhelm him with demands for money. The demeanour 
preserved by Delaveau—who was one of those authoritative 
men who never take women into their confidence, making no 
exception even of his wife, although he was passionately 
attached to her—had ended by convincing Fernande that her 
view was the right one, and that if she wished to realise her 
dream of returning to Paris with millions of francs to squander, 
she must harass him without cessation. 

One night, however, Delaveau forgot himself in Fernande’s 
presence. A hunt had taken place at La Guerdache that day, 
and in the course of it Fernande, whose delight it was to 
gallop about on horseback, had for a time disappeared in the 
company of Boisgelin. A great dinner had followed in the 
evening, and it was past midnight when a carriage brought 
the Delaveaus back to the Abyss. The young woman, who 
seemed overcome with fatigue, satiated as it were with the 
consuming enjoyment of which her life was compounded, 
hastened to get to bed, whilst her husband, after taking off 
his coat, went hither and thither about the room, looking 
both angry and worried. 

‘I say,’ he ended by inquiring, ‘did not Boisgelin tell you 
anything when you went off with him ?’ 

At this Fernande, who was closing her eyes, opened them 
again in surprise. ‘No,’ she answered, ‘nothing interesting 
at all events. What would you have him tell me?’ 

‘Oh! the fact is that we had previously had a discussion 
together,’ Delaveau resumed. ‘He asked me to let him have 
another ten thousand francs for the end of the month. But 
this time I positively refused. It’s impossible, it’s madness !’ 

Fernande raised her head, and her eyes glittered. ‘ Mad- 
ness—how’s that?’ said she, ‘why don’t you give him those 
ten thousand francs ?’ 

As it happened it was she herself who had suggested the 
application for this money in order that Boisgelin might 
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purchase an electrical motor car in which she ardently desired 
to travel about the country at express speed. 

‘Why?’ cried Delaveau forgetting himself. ‘Because 
that idiot with his extravagance will end by ruining the 
works. We shall have a smash up if he doesn’t cut down his 
style of living. There can be nothing more idiotic than that 
life of festivity which he leads, that stupid vanity of his 
which prompts him to let everybody despoil him.’ 

Startled by these words, Fernande sat up in bed looking 
rather pale, whilst Delaveau, with the naiveté of a husband 
blind to his wife’s misconduct, went on: ‘ There’s only one 
sensible person left at La Guerdache, the only one, too, who 
enjoys nothing there. I mean poor Suzanne. It grieves me 
to see her always looking so sad. However, when I begged 
her to-day to intervene with her husband she answered, 
forcing back her tears, that she was resolved to meddle in 
uothing.’ 

The idea that her husband had appealed to her lover’s 
wife, the poor sacrificed creature, who showed such lofty 
dignity in her life of renunciation, brought Fernande’s 
exasperation to a climax. But she was still more moved by 
the thought that the works—the very source of her enjoy- 
ment—nmight be in peril. 

‘We shall have a smash up—why do you say that?’ she 
asked, ‘I thought that the business was going on very well?’ 

She put this question in so anxious a tone that Delaveau, 
fearing that if she knew everything she might amplify the 
fears which he strove to hide from himself, became distrustful, 
and forced back the truth which anger well nigh wrung from 
him. 

‘The business is going on all right, no doubt,’ said he, 
‘only it would go on a great deal better if Boisgelin did not 
perpetually empty the safe in order to continue leading an 
idiotic life. The man’s s fool, I tell you; he has only the 
poor paltry brain of a coxcomb.’ 

Reassured by this reply, Fernande stretched herself out in 
bed once more. Her husband was simply an individual with 
& gross mind, a miser, whose desire was to part as little as 
possible with the large sums which were received at the 
works. As for his denunciation of Boisgelin, this was an 
indirect attack upon herself. 

‘My dear,’ said she by way of conclusion, ‘all people are 
not made to brutify themselves with work from morning til] 
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night; and those who have money do right to enjoy them- 
selves and taste the pleasures of a higher life.’ 

Delaveau was about to reply violently, but by an effort he 
managed to calm himself. Why should he try to convert his 
wife to his views? He treated her as a spoilt child, and let 
her act as she listed, never complaining of any lapses on her 
part, such as he condemned when others were in question. 
He did not even notice the folly of her life, for she was his 
own folly, the prized jewel which he had longed to grasp with 
his big, hard-working hands. She remained through all the 
object of his admiration and adoration, the idol for whom one 
sets aside both dignity and reason, and whom it is impossible 
to suspect. 

A little later, when Delaveau in his turn had got into bed, 
his anxiety with respect to the position of the works came 
back to him. His wife lay fast asleep beside him, but he 
himself was unable to close his eyes, and amidst his painful 
insomnia the difficulties by which he was menaced seemed to 
become greater. Never yet, indeed, had he surveyed the 
future with so much insight and seen it under darker colours. 
He became fully conscious that the cause of the impending 
ruin was that mad craving for enjoyment, that sickly im- 
patience which Boisgelin displayed to spend his money the 
moment it was earned. There was an abyss somewhere into 
which all that money sank, some abominable sore also by 
which exuded all the strength and gain which work should have 
brought with it. Accustomed as he was to be very frank 
with himself, Delaveau passed his life in review, and could 
find nothing to reproach himself with. He rose early, and 
was the last to leave the workshops at night, remaining on 
the watch throughout the day, directing the labour of his 
large staff as he might have directed the movements of a 
regiment. He incessantly brought all his remarkable faculties 
into play, showing a great deal of rectitude amidst his rough- 
ness, together with rare powers of logic and method and the 
loyalty of a fighter who has vowed to conquer and is deter- 
mined to do so or to perish. Thus he suffered frightfully at 
feeling that in spite of all his heroism he was gliding to 
disaster through the collapse of everything that he set on foot, 
a kind of daily destruction which came he knew not whence 
and which his energy was powerless to stay. What he called 
Boisgelin’s imbecile life, that gluttonous craving for pleasure, 

9 doubtléss the evil that preyed upon the works. But wha, 
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then, was it that made the wretched man so stupid ? whence 
came that insanity of his, which he, Delaveau, could not 
understand, sensible and sober worker that he was himself, 
hating idleness and excessive enjoyment since he knew that 
they destroyed all creative health ? 

And still he had no suspicion that the demolisher of 
Boisgelin’s fortune, the poisoner of his mind, was his own 
well-loved Fernande, she who now lay beside him, looking so 
charming in her slumber. Whilst he, amidst the black smoke 
of the Abyss and the burning glow of its furnaces, exhausted 
himself in efforts to wring money from the toil of pain-racked 
workmen, she on her side strolled in gay apparel under the 
shady foliage of La Guerdache, flung money to the four winds 
of fancy, and with her white teeth crunched the hundreds of 
thousands of francs which more than a thousand wage-earners 
coined for her amidst the resounding thuds of the great 
hammers. That night, too, whilst her husband, with his 
eyes wide open in the darkness, remained tortured by the 

ought of future payments, wondering by what fresh efforts 
he might make the works produce the amounts promised to 
one and another, she lying by his side slept off her intoxica- 
tion of the day, so weary with enjoyment that only the 
faintest breath came from her glutted breast. At last Delaveau 
himself ended by falling asleep, and dreamt that some weird, 
perverse, diabolical powers were at work beneath the Abyss, 
eating away the soil in such wise that the whole establish- 
ment would suddenly be engulfed on some fulgural, tem- 
pestuous night. 

During the days which followed Fernande recalled the 
fears which her husband had expressed to her that evening. 
Whilst making every allowance for what she regarded as his 
passion for heaping up money, and his hatred of the pleasures 
of luxury, she could not help shuddering at the thought of a 
possibility of ruin. Boisgelin ruined indeed! In such a case 
what would become of her? That ruin would not simply 
mean an end to the delightful life which she had always 
desired as compensation for the wretched poverty of her earlier 

ears, but it would imply their return to Paris like vanquished 
ings, with a flat of a thousand francs annual rental in the 
depths of some suburban district, and some petty employ- 
ment for Delaveau in which he would vegetate whilst she 
herself would relapse into all the loathsome coarseness of a 
home of penurious toil. No! no! she would not consent to 
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that; she would not allow her golden prey to escape her; 
every muscle of her covetous being hungered for triumph. 
Within her slender form, instinct with such delicate charm, 
such light gracefulness, there was the keen appetite of a she- 
wolf, the most furious predatory instincts. She was resolved 
that she would in no wise check that appetite, that she would 
take her pleasure to the very end, allowing none to rob her of 
it. No doubt she was full of contempt for those grimy, 
muddy works where day and night she heard the monstrous- 
looking hammers forging pleasure for her; and as for the 
men, those toilers who roasted amidst hellish flames in order 
that she might lead a life of happy idleness, she regarded 
them as domestic animals that gave her food and spared her 
all fatigue. She never risked her little feet on the uneven 
soil of the workshops ; she never evinced the faintest interest 
in the human flock which passed to and fro before her door, 
bowed down by accursed labour. Nevertheless those works 
and that flock were hers, and the idea that fortune might be 
wrested from her by the ruin of the business roused her to 
revolt, prompted her to defend herself as energetically as if 
her life itself were threatened. Whosoever harmed the works 
became her personal enemy, a dangerous evil-doer, of whom 
she was resolved to rid herself by all imaginable means. 
Thus her hatred of Luc had gone on increasing ever since the 
Sunday when they had first met at lunch at La Guerdache, 
where, with a woman’s keen acumen, she had guessed that he 
was the man who would strive to bar her path. Since that 
time, moreover, she had frequently come into collision with 
him, and now it was he who threatened to destroy the Abyss 
and to cast her back into all the loathsomeness of mediocrity. 
If she should allow him a free hand her happiness would be 
over; he would rob her of everything that she cared for in 
life. And thus, beneath her seeming graciousness, she was 
consumed by murderous fury. One thought alone possessed 
her—that of suppressing that man, and she dreamt of de- 
vising some catastrophe in which he might perish. 

Iight months had now gone by since Josine had bidden 
farewell to Luc, and since that time she had become enceinte. 
Ragu had discovered the truth one day, when in a fit of 
drunkenness he had wished to beat her. He himself had 
reverted to his old life of debauchery, leading astray all the 
factory gisls who were foolish enough to listen to him, and 
utterly neglecting his own wife. Thus his discovery both 
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amazed and exasperated him, and terrible scenes followed it. 
At first he had recourse to brutality, and it was a wonder that 
Josine escaped alive. Then he kept her shut up for days 
together, or else watched her every movement. He had long 
spoken of casting her into the streets, he had long neglected 
her for the most shameless of creatures, but at present he 
quivered with jealous fury whenever he saw her speaking with 
any man out of doors. He tried by every means he could 
devise to wring from her her lover's name, but this she stead- 
fastly refused to tell him, whatever might be his threats, his 
violence, or his promises; for after striking her he would 
sometimes exclaim: ‘ Tell me his name, tell me his name! 
And I promise you that I'll leave you alone!’ 

No suspicion of Luc entered Ragu’s mind, for nobody, 
apart from Sceurette, was aware of Josine’s visit to the pavilion. 
Thus Ragu sought the culprit among his own mates; but 
however much ie might watch, however much he might 
question, he learnt nothing, and the efforts he made in this 
respect only increased his fury. 

Josine meantime hid herself as much as possible; she 
dreaded the result for Luc should the truth be discovered. 
So far as she was personally cuncerned, she was overjoyed by 
what had happened, and would have gladly hastened to her 
lover to tell him of it. But fears for his safety came upon 
her, and she thought that it was best to wait; in such wise 
that a chance meeting alone apprised Luc of the truth. And 
even then Josine was only able to acquaint him with her 
secret by a gesture; for others were present, and it was 
impossible for the lovers to exchange a word. 

Filled with emotion by the tidings thus imparted to him, 
Luc sought for further information, and soon heard of Ragu’s 
wrath and violence, and of the close watch which he kept 
upon Josine. Had he, Lue, retained any doubts on the 
matter, the other’s ferocious jealousy and exasperation would 
have sufficed to destroy them. From that moment he re- 
garded Josine as his own wife. She was his, and his alone, 
since she was soon to become a mother—and the father 
of the child, and not the other, was the real and sole hus- 
band. Ragu had vowed that he would never be burdened 
with children, and thus there was no bond whatever be- 
tween him and Josine. There can, indeed, be but one bond 
between man and woman, one firm and eternal bond—the 
bond which comes from the birth of a child. Apart from 
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that, whatever human laws may say, there is no real 
union, no real marriage. Thus Josine now for ever be- 
longed to Luc alone, and assuredly she would come back 
te him, and the child would be the living florescence of their 
ove. 

All the same, Luo suffered terribly when he learnt that 
Josine was constantly being reviled and ill-treated, ever in 
danger of receiving some dastardly blow. It was unbearable 
to the young man that he should have to leave that fondly 
loved woman in the clutches of Ragu, when he longed to ses 
her in a paradise of affection. But what could he do since 
she so stubbornly cloistered herself in order to spare him all 
embarrassment and worry? She even refused to see him, for 
fear of some surprise that would have revealed the secret 
which she so tenderly buried in the depths of her dolorous 
heart. Thus Luc had to watch for her, in order to be able to 
say @ few words. At last, one very dark evening, while hiding 
in a dim corner of the wretched Rue des Trois-Lunes, he was 
able to stop her for a moment as she was passing. 

‘Oh, Luc! is it you? How imprudent!’ she gasped. 
‘Kiss me and run off, I beg you.’ 

But he, quivering, had clasped her round the waist, and 
was whispering passionately, ‘No, no, Josine, I want to tell 
you. . . You are suffering too much, and it is criminal of me 
to leave you, who are so dear, so precious, in such suffering 
. . . Listen, Josine, I have come to fetch you, and you must 
come with me, so that I may place you in my home, your 
home, like a well-loved happy woman.’ 

She was already yielding to his gentle and consoling 
embrace. But all at once she freed herself. ‘Oh! what are 
you saying, Luc? Have you no more reason than that?’ she 
asked. ‘Follow you, good heavens! when that would be con- 
fession, and would draw the greatest dangers down upon you! 
It is I who would then be acting wrongly, criminally, creating 
embarrassment for you in the work that you are accomplish- 
ing. Be off, quick! He may try to kill me, but I will never, 
never give him your name.’ 

At this Luc tried to convince her of the uselessness of 
such a sacrifice to the hypocrisy of the world. ‘ You are my 
wife, since I am the father of your child,’ said he, ‘and me it 
is that you ought to follow. By-and by, when our city of 
justice is “built, there will be no other law save that of 
ove, and our union will be respected by one and all. Whv 
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ons we trouble about the people whom we may scandalise 
to-day ? ° 

Then as she seemed stubbornly bent on sacrifice, saying 
that she took only the present into account, for she wished 
him to be spared all obstacles, in order that he might become 
powerful and triumphant, he raised a cry of grief: ‘ What, 
will you never return to me then? Will that child never be 
mine, in the presence of one and all ?’ 

Again she clasped him with her delicate, endearing arms, 
and with her lips near his she softly murmured: ‘I will 
come back on the day when you need me, when I shall be not 
a source of embarrassment but a help, and then I will bring 
with me that dear child whose presence will endow us both 
with increase of strength.’ 

Black Beauclair, the old, pestilential den of accursed toil, 
lay around them, agonising in the darkness beneath the 
crushing weight of its centuries of iniquity, whilst those 
words, instinct with hope in a future of peace and happiness, 
were spoken. 

‘You are my husband,’ resumed Josine ; ‘you alone will 
have formed part of my life; and ah! if you only knew with 
what delight I refrain from speaking your name, no matter 
how much I may be threatened. I keep it secret like a hidden 
flower, like hidden armour, too. Oh! do not pity me; Iam 
strong and I am very happy.’ 

And Luc made answer: ‘You are my wife; I loved you 
on the very first evening when I met you, so wretched yet so 
divine. And if you keep my name secret so will I keep yours; 
it shall be my worship and my strength till you yourself deem 
it time to cry our love aloud.’ 

‘Oh, Luc! how good, how reasonable you are, and how 
happy we shall be!’ 

‘It is you, Josine, who have made me good and reason- 
able, and it is because I succoured you one evening that 
we shall be so very happy later on, amidst the happiness of 


Without again speaking they remained yet another moment 
linked in & close embrace. Then Josine freed herself and 
returned, glorious and invincible, to martyrdom, whilst Luce 
disappeared amidst the gloom, strengthened by that inter- 
view and ready to resume the battle which would lead to 
victory. ‘ 

A few weeks later, however, chance placed Josine’s secret 
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in Fernande’s hands. Fernande knew Ragu, whose sudden 
return to the Abyss had created quite a sensation there, in 
such wise that Delaveau had made a pretence of esteeming 
him, and had even appointed him master-puddler, and favoured 
him in other ways, although his conduct wasexecrable. That 
Fernande should have heard of the drama which had upset 
Ragu’s home was not surprising. He made no attempt what- 
ever to conceal the facts, but openly denounced his wife as 
a& shameless creature, with the result that the affair became 
& common subject of conversation in the workshops. It 
was even spoken about at the manager’s house, and one 
day in Fernande’s presence Delaveau expressed his great 
annoyance at it all; for Ragu, now that he was wild 
with jealousy, worked like a madman, at times never 
touching a tool for three days in succession, and at others 
rushing upon his task and stirring the fusing metal with 
all the fury of a man who is seized with a longing to strike 
and kill. 

At last one winter morning, when Delaveau was absent 
in Paris, whither he had gone the previous day, Fernande 
questioned her maid, who had just brought her the tea and 
toast which composed her first breakfast. Nise was seated 
there drinking her own milk and casting covetous eyes at her 
mother’s tea, for tea was a thing which she was not usually 
allowed to drink, though she was very fond of it. 

‘Is it true, Félicie,’ Fernande inquired, ‘that the Ragus 
have been quarrelling again? The laundress told me that 
Ragu had half killed his wife.’ 

‘I don’t know if that’s so, madame,’ replied the maid, 
‘but I think she must have exaggerated, for I saw Josine 
pass the house a little while ago, and she looked no worse 
than she usually does.’ 

A pause followed, and then the maid, as she went off, 
added, ‘All the same, it’s pretty certain that he will end by 
killing her one of these days. He tells everybody that he 
means to do so.’ 

Silence fell again, and Fernande slowly ate her toast, 
absorbed the while in a gloomy reverie. But all at once, 
amidst the heavy stillness, Nise, letting her thoughts escape 
her unawares, began to hum in an undertone: ‘ Ragu isn’t 
Josine’s real husband ; her husband is Monsieur Luc, Monsieur 
Luc, Mgnsieur Luc!’ 

At this her mother raised her eyes in stupefaction, and 
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azed at the child fixedly. ‘ What is that you are saying, 
ise?’ she exclaimed. ‘ Why are you saying it ?’ 

Thunderstruck at having unwittingly bummed those words 
aloud, Nise lowered her ae over her cup, and strove to 
assume an innocent air. ‘Oh, for nothing! I don’t know.’ 

‘You don’t know, you little falsehood-teller! You cer- 
tainly did not make up those words yourself. If you repeat 
them somebody must have told them you.’ 

Nise, although she was becoming more and more dis- 
turbed, feeling that she had landed herself in a nasty scrape 
which might have far-reaching consequences, nevertheless 
held out against all evidence. ‘I assure you, mamma,’ said 
she, in the most artless manner that she could assume, ‘one 
ne things without knowing, just as they come into one’s 

ead.’ 

Then Fernande, seeing her repeat her fib with all the 
demeanour of a genuine gamine, suddenly felt enlightened : 
‘It was Nanet who told you what you sang; it can only have 
been Nanet.’ 

Nise blinked; it was indeed Nanet who had told her. 
But she was afraid of being again scolded and punished, as 
on the day when her mother had caught her returning from 
La Crécherie with Paul Boisgelin and Louise Mazelle by 
climbing over the wall, so she persisted in her falsehood : 
‘Oh! Nanet, Nanet—but I haven’t seen him at all since you 
forbade it.’ 

Feverishly desirous of ascertaining the truth, her mother 
suddenly azsumed great gentleness of manner. Such was her 
emotion that she forgot all question of scolding—Nise’s 
escapades with Nanet being of little moment compared with 
the important matter on which she desired full enlighten- 
ment. ‘Listen, little girl,’ she said, ‘it is very wrong to 
tell falsehoods. That day when I said that you should have 
no dessert it was because you wanted to make me believe that 
you and the others had climbed over the wall simply to fetch 
a ball. Well, to-day, if you tell me the truth, I promise 
that you shall not be punished. Come, be frank—it was 
Nanet ?’ 

Nise, who at bottom was a good little girl, immediately 
replied: ‘ Yes, mamma, it was Nanet.’ 

7 ‘And he told you that Josine’s real husband was Monsieur 
uc 2?” 
‘Yes, mamma.’ 


WORK 279 


‘ And, pray, what does he know about it? Why does he 
say that Monsieur Luc is Josine’s real husband ? ’ 

Thereupon Nise became perplexed, and innocently lowered 
her face over her cup again. ‘Oh! he knows—he knows— 
well, he says he knows it.’ 

Greatly as Fernande desired to obtain precise information 
on the subject, she felt that she could not put any further 
questions to her child. And by way of precaution she sought 
to destroy the effect of the eager curiosity which she had 
hitherto displayed : ‘Nanet knows nothing,’ she said; ‘he 
talks foolishly, and you are a little stupid to repeat what he 
says. Don’t go singing such silly things again, or else you 
shall never have any dessert at all.’ 

Then the meal was finished in silence, the mother ab- 
sorbed in what she had learnt, and the child well pleased at 
having escaped so lightly. 

Fernande spent the day in her room, reflecting. She 
began by asking herself if what Nanet had said could really 
be the truth. But how was she to doubt it? The lad had 
certainly heard something—discovered something—and he 
was too much attached to his sister to tell any falsehood 
about her. Moreover, a number of little incidents which 
Fernande now recalled rendered the story quite probable—in 
fact, certain. But then how could she make use of the weapon 
which chance had placed in her hand? In a confused way 
she dreamt of steeping that weapon in poison, so as to render 
it deadly. Never had she hated Luc so much as she hated 
him now. If Delaveau was at present in Paris, it was solely 
for the purpose of trying to negotiate a fresh loan, for the 
Abyss was sinking a little more each day. How great, then, 
would be her victory if she could succeed in suppressing the 
hated master of La Crécherie, the man who threatened her 
life of luxury and pleasure! The enemy killed, the competi- 
tion would be killed as well. With such a man as Ragu, a 
drunkard, full of jealousy and wrath, a prompt finish n.ght be 
expected. It would doubtless suffice to inflame him, to prompt 
him to draw his knife. Butthen, again, how was she to bring 
this about—how was she to act? The proper course was evi- 
dently to warn Ragu, to acquaint him with the name of the 
man whom he had been trying to discover for three months 
past. Then, however, came a difficulty: how was she to 
warn him, where, and by whom? At first she thought of 
sending him an anonymous letter, and decided that she would 
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cut the words she needed out of some old newspaper, paste 
them on a sheet of paper, and post the letter in the evening. 
She had, indeed, already begun to cut out such words as she 
desired, when it suddenly occurred to her that her plan might 
not prove efficacious, for Ragu might pay little heed to a 
letter, whereas it was necessary to exasperate him. If he 
were not excited, fired to the point of madness, perhaps he 
would never strike. The truth must be cast at him like a 
blow—a whip stroke in the face, and under such circum- 
stances as might madden him. But whom could she send ? 
Whom could she choose to poison the man’s mind? When 
night came and she went to bed, she had grown convinced 
that there was nobody whom she could employ, and that she 
herself must speak the fatal words. Chance fayoured her in 
this design. Her husband was absent, and, on awaking at an 
early hour, she was able to go down and waylay Ragu as he 
quitted the night shift. She had an excuse quite ready; she 
would tell him that she wanted a woman to do some needle- 
work, and had thought of employing his wife, if he were 
willing to let her come. That proposal would enable her to 
raise the subject which she had at heart. And, indeed, at 
the first words that Fernande addressed to him with respect 
to his wife, Ragu burst into invectives; and when she, in a 
seemingly innocent way, declared that she imagined he had 
become reconciled to the position, for she had heard that the 
child was to be provided for by its father, Monsieur Luc, the 
man’s fury became uncontrollable. The die was cast, and it 
was certain that he would wreak summary vengeance, for 
there was murder in his glance as he wildly rushed away. 

It was nearly nine o'clock, and the pale morning light of 
winter was rising, when Luc was stabbed by Ragu. The 
former was about to pay his usual morning visit to the school 
—his greatest daily pleasure—when Ragu, who had been 
watching for him, secreted the while behind a clump of 
spindle trees, suddenly sprang forward and thrust his knife 
into his back, between his shoulders. Luc, standing at that 
moment on the very threshold of the school, laughing with 
some of the little girls who had come forward to meet him, 
gave a loud cry and fell to the ground, whilst his assailant 
fled up the Bleuse Mountains, where he disappeared amidst 
the rocks and the bushes. As it happened Scurette had not 
yet arrived ; she was busy at the dairy on the other side of 
the park. The children present fled in their terror, calling 
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for help, and shrieking that Ragu had just killed Monsieur 
Luc. Some minutes elapsed, however, before some of the 
men of the works heard these calls and were able to pick up 
the stricken man, who had swooned away. The blood that 
had gushed from him already formed quite a pool, and the 
steps of the right wing of the common-house, which the 
school occupied, seemed to have been baptized with gore. 
For the time being nobody thought of pursuing Ragu, who 
must have been far away already. The attention of one and 
all was given to Luc, who, just as the men were about to 
carry him into a hall adjoining the class-rooms, emerged from 
his swoon and gasped in a faint, entreating voice; ‘ No, no! 
to my home, my friends.’ 

They had to obey him, and carry him to the pavilion on a 
stretcher ; but it was only with difficulty that they were able 
to lay him on his bed, and then such was the agony he 
experienced that he again lost consciousness. 

At that moment Sceurette arrived. One of the little girls, 
retaining her presence of mind, had gone to warn her at the 
dairy, whilst, on the other hand, one of the workmen ran 
down to Beauclair in order to fetch Doctor Novarre. When 
Sceurette entered the pavilion and saw Luc lying there, with 
his face quite white and his body covered with blood, she 
believed him to be dead.’ Thus she at once fell upon her 
knees beside the bedstead, a prey to such keen grief that the 
secret of her love escaped her. She took hold of one of Luc’s 
inert hands and kissed it, and sobbed, and stammered forth 
all the passion against which she had battled, and which she 
had buried deep within her. In losing him she felt that 
she was losing her own heart; she would love no more, she 
would be unable to live another day. And amidst her despair 
she did not perceive that Luc, upon whom her tears were 
falling, had at last recovered consciousness, and was listening 
to her with infinite affection, infinite tenderness. At last he 
faintly breathed the words, ‘You love me. Ah! poor, poor 
Sceurette!’ 

Full of blissful surprise at finding him yet alive, Surette 
regretted nought of her confession ; rather was she delighted 
at no longer having to lie to him, for she felt that her love 
was so great and so lofty it would never bring suffering on 


‘Yos, Idove you, Luc!’ she gasped, ‘but do I count, I? 
You live, and that is sufficient. Iam not jealous of your 
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happiness. Oh, Luc, you must live! you must live! and I 
; your servant.’ 

At that tragic moment, when death seemed so near at 
hand, the discovery of Sceurette’s mute and absolute love, 
which had long surrounded and accompanied him like that of 
some guardian angel, filled Luc with immense but dolorous 
rapture. 

‘Poor, poor Sceurette! Oh, my divine, sad friend!’ he 
murmured in his failing voice. 

But the door opened and Doctor Novarre entered in a state 
of keen emotion. He immediately wished to examine the 
wound, with the assistance of Sceurette, with whose skill as 
a nurse he was well acquainted. Deep silence fell. There 
came a moment of inexpressible angush; then followed 
unhoped-for relief, a glow of hope. The knife had struck the 
shoulder-blade and had swerved, reaching no vital organ, but 
simply gashing the flesh. At the same time the wound was 
a frightful one, and it seemed as if the bone might be broken, 
in which event complications might arise. Even if there 
were no immediate danger convalescence would at all events 
be a long time coming. Yet how joyful was the thought that 
death had been averted ! 

Luc was holding Sceurette’s hand and smiling feebly at 
the sight of her happiness, ‘And my good Jordan, does he 
know of it ?’ he asked. 

‘No, he knows nothing as yet; for three days past he has 
shut himself up in his laboratory. But I will bring him to 
you. Ah! my friend, how happy the doctor’s assurance makes 
me!’ 

In her rapture Sceurette still let her hand rest in Luce’s, 
when once again the door of the room opened. And this time 
it was Josine who entered. At the first news of the crime 
she had hastened to the spot, distracted, wild with grief. 
That which she had feared had happened! Some scoundrel 
had surprised and revealed her secret, and Ragu had killed 
Luc, her husband, the father of her child. Her life was over, 
there was nothing more for her to hide, she would die there, 
in her real home. 

Luc raised a light cry at the sight of her. And quickly 
dropping Sceurette’s hand, he held out both his arms. 

‘Ah! Josine,’ he gasped, ‘it is you—you have come back 
to me!’ 

Then, as she, staggering forward, sank down “beside him, 


WORK 283 


he understood her anguish, and sought to reassure ha. ‘Do 
not grieve,’ he said, ‘ you have come back to me with the dear 
little one, and I shall live—the doctor tells me so—live for 
both of you.’ 

She listened and drew a long breath, as though recovering 
life. Had she then reached the realisation of her hopes, that 
which she had awaited from life, which seems so harsh whilst 
it accomplishes its needful work? He would live! And it 
was that abominable knife-thrust which brought them together 
aie more—they who were already for ever linked one to the 
other. 

‘Yes, yes, I have come back to you, Luc,’ she said, ‘and 
it is all over; we shall never part again since now we have 
nothing more to hide. Remember that I promised to return 
to you whenever you might have need of me, whenever I 
should no longer be a source of embarrassment to you. All 
other ties are severed : I am your wife before one and all, and 
my place is here, at your bedside.’ 

Luc was so moved, so thrilled with rapture, that tears 
gathered in hiseyes. ‘Ah! dear, dear Josine, love and happi- 
ness have come with you.’ 

But all at once he remembered Sceurette, and then he 
raised his eyes and saw her standing erect once more, on the 
other side of the bed; and although she looked very pale she 
was smiling. With an affectionate gesture he took hold of 
her hand again. 

‘My good Sceurette,’ he said, ‘this was a secret which I 
was compelled to hide from you.’ 

She shivered slightly, then simply answered: ‘Oh! I 
knew it, I had seen Josine leave the pavilion one morning.’ 

‘What! you knew it!’ 

Then he divined everything, and the compassion, the 
admiration, the affection he felt for her became infinite. Her 
renunciation of hope, the love which she still retained for 
him, and which she manifested in boundless affection, in a 
gift of her whole life, touched him like an act of the loftiest 
heroism. Drawing quite close to him she whispered: ‘ Have 
no fear, Luc, I knew it; and I shall never be aught but the 
most devoted and most sisterly of friends.’ 

‘Ah, Scourette !’ he repeated, in so faint a breath that he 
could scarcely be heard, ‘ah! my divine, sad friend !’ 

Noticing his exhaustion, Doctor Novarre intervened, and 
forbade any further talking. The doctor smiled discreetly at 
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all that he had learnt at that bedside. It was very nice that 
the injured man should have a sister, a wife to nurse him. 
But it was necessary to be reasonable and to refrain from 
encouraging fever by excess of emotion. Luc promised, how- 
ever, that he would be very good; he spoke no more, but 
only turned soft glances upon Josine and Sceurette, his two 
good angels, who stood one on the right, the other on the left 
of his bed. 

A long pause followed. The blood of the reformer had 
flowed, and this was the Calvary, the passion whence triumph 
would arise. As the two women moved gently around him 
the injured man opened his eyes to smile at them again. 
Then he fell asleep, murmuring: ‘Love has come at last, 
and now we shall be the conquerors.’ 


V 


BrForeE long complications arose, and Luc barely escaped the 
clutches of death. Fora couple of days it was thought that 
he was dying. Josine and Sceurette never quitted him, and 
Jordan came to seat himself beside the bed of anguish, thus 
forsaking his laboratory, a thing which he had not done since 
his mother’s last illness. And how great was the despair of 
those loving hearts which from hour to hour expected to see 
their dear one drawing his last breath ! 

The knife-thrust which Ragu had dealt Luc had quite 
upset La Crécherie. Work went on in the mourning work- 
shops, but at every moment the men desired tidings. There 
was great solidarity among them, and all felt an anxious 
affection for the victim of that crime, which did more to 
tighten the bonds of fraternity between them than many 
years of experimental humanitarianism. Even in Beauclair 
sympathy became apparent; a great many people there felt 
for that young, handsome, and active man, whose one crime, 
apart from his work of justice, consisted in having loved a 
very charming woman, who had been incessantly reviled and 
beaten by her husband. Briefly, nobody seemed to be scan- 
dalised at seeing Josine instal herself at Luc’s bedside. It 
was indeed thought quite natural, for was he not the father 
of the child? And had they not purchased at the cost of 
many tears the right to live together? On the other hand, 
the gendarmes despatched after Ragu had found no trace of 
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him ; for a fortnight all the researches proved fruitless, but 
at last, in the depths of a ravine of the Bleuse Mountains, the 
remains of a man, half devoured by wolves, were discovered ; 
and in these remains the searchers asserted that they could 
recognise the body of Ragu. It was impossible to draw up a 
death certificate on such evidence, but a legend arose to the 
effect that Ragu had perished either accidentally or by suicide 
amidst the furious madness born of his crime. In this case, 
if Josine were a widow, why should she not live with Luc ? 
And why should not the Jordans accept the situation? The 
union of the young couple seemed so natural, so firm, so in- 
dissoluble, that later on the idea that they were not legally 
married occurred to nobody. 

At last, one bright February morning, Doctor Novarre 
declared that he thought he might answer for Luc; and, 
indeed, a few days later the latter was quite convalescent. 
Then Josine, who had not spared herself throughout his 
illness, in her turn required to be nursed, for she gave birth 
to a vigorous boy, named by his parents Hilaire. During the 
weeks which followed, Luc often spent an hour, seated in an 
arm-chair, near Josine’s bed. The early springtide filled the 
room with sunshine; on the table there was always a fresh 
bunch of lovely roses which the doctor brought from his 
garden, like a prescription of youth, health, and beauty, as he 
was wont to say. Between the parents was the cradle occu- 
pied by little Hilaire, whom Josine herself nursed. Yet 
greater strength and hope than they had previously known 
now flowered from their lives in the person of that child. As 
Luc constantly repeated, amidst the many plans for the 
future in which he indulged pending the time when he might 
set to work once more, he was now at ease, convinced that he 
would found the city of justice and peace, since in Josine and 
Hilaire he had love—fruitful love—upon his side. Nothing 
is founded without a child. A child is living work, the 
broadening and the propagation of life, the assurance that to- 
morrow will duly follow to-day. The mated couple alone 
brings life, alone works for human happiness, and will alone 
save poor men from iniquity and wretchedness. 

On the first day when Josine, erect once more, was able to 
begin her new life by the side of Luc, he caught her in his 
arms, exclaiming: ‘Ah! you are mine alone! your child is 
mine alsod And now we are perfected, and fear nothing 
more from fate!’ 
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As soon as Luc was able to resume the management of 
the works, the sympathy which had gone out to him on all 
sides helped him to accomplish prodigies. Moreover, it was 
not only the baptism of blood which brought about the 
success of La Crécherie, a success which now ever increased, 
continuously and invincibly. There was also a lucky dis- 
covery: the mine once more became a source of great wealth, 
for they fell at last upon considerable lodes of excellent ore, 
thus proving that Morfain had been right. From that time 
forward iron and steel were turned out of such excellent quality, 
and at such a low cost, that the Abyss was even threatened 
in its manufacture of superfine articles. All competition 
became impossible. And then there was also the effect of the 
great democratic movement which now tended on all sides to 
an increase in the means of communication, to an endless 
extension of railway lines, and to the erection of bridges, 
buildings, whole cities indeed, in which iron and steel were 
employed to a prodigious and ever larger and larger extent. 
Since the days of the first Vulcans who had smelted ore in a 
pit for the purpose of forging weapons to defend themselves 
and conquer dominion over beings and things, the employ- 
ment of iron had been steadily spreading, and when its con- 
quest by science should be perfect, when it would be possible 
to work it for next to nothing and adapt it to all usages, iron 
itself would become a source of justice and peace. That, 
however, which more particularly brought about the prosperity 
and triumph of La Crécherie was its improved management, 
into which there entered increase of truth, equity, and 
solidarity. Its success had been certain from the day when 
it had been founded on the provisional system of an association 
between capital, labour, and intelligence; and the difficult 
days through which it had passed, the obstacles of all kinds, 
the various crises which had been deemed deadly, were simply 
so many inevitable jolts upon the road during the first trying 
days of the advance, when it is necessary that one should 
brace oneself for resistance if one desires to attain one’s goal. 
All this was now clearly manifest ; the enterprise had ever 
been full of life, laden with sap whence the harvests of the 
future would spring. 

The works were now like a practical lesson, a decisive 
experiment which would gradually convince everybody. How 
was it possible to deny the strength of that association of 
capital, lubour, and intelligence when the profits became 
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larger from year to year, and the workmen of La Crécherie 
earned twice as much as those of other establishments ? How 
could one do otherwise than admit that eight hours’, six hours’, 
three hours’ work—work rendered attractive by variety, and 
accomplished in bright, gay workshops with the help of 
machinery which children might have directed—was the 
fundamental principle necessary for future society, when one 
saw the wretched wage-earners of yesterday born anew, be- 
coming healthy, intelligent, cheerful, and gentle men again 
as things progressed towards complete liberty and justice? 
How also could one do otherwise than conclude in favour of 
the necessity of co-operation which would suppress all inter- 
mediary parasitic growths, mere trading in which so much 
wealth and strength is swallowed up, when the general stores 
of La Crécherie worked so smoothly, ever increasing the com- 
fort of those who yesterday had been famished, and loading 
them with enjoyments hitherto reserved for the rich alone ? 
How again could one do otherwise than believe in the pro- 
digies accomplished by solidarity, which renders life so plea- 
sant and makes it a continual festival for one and all, when 
one attended the happy meetings at the common-house, 
destined to become the people’s royal palace, with its libraries, 
its museums, its concert-halls, its gardens, and its many 
diversions? And how could one do otherwise than renew the 
whole system of educating and rearing children in such wise 
that this system should no longer be based on a theory of the 
innate idleness of man, but on his inextinguishable craving 
for knowledge? And how refuse to render study agreeable 
and leave each pupil in possession of his individual energy, 
and allow the two sexes to mingle from infancy—since they 
are destined to share life side by side—when one beheld the 
prosperity of the schools of La Crécherie, whence all excessive 
book-learning was banished, where lessons were mingled with 
play and rudimentary notions of professional apprenticeship, 
so as to help each fresh generation to draw nearer to that ideal 
community towards which mankind has been marching for so 
many centuries ? 

Thus the extraordinary example which La Crécherie day 
by day displayed in the broad sunlight became contagious. 
There was no longer any question of theories, but one of facts 
evident to the eyes of all. And naturally the association 
gained more and more support; crowds of fresh workmen 
presented themselves for admission, attracted by the larger 
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earnings, the increase of comfort; and new buildings arose 
on all sides, continually adding themselves to those which 
had been first erected. In three years the population was 
doubled, and the pace of the progress was increased till it 
became one of incredible rapidity. This was the dreamt-of 
city, the city of reorganised work, restored to its status of 
nobility, the city of happiness at last conquered, springing 
naturally from the soil around the works, which likewise grew 
and spread, becoming, as it were, a metropolis, a central 
heart, the source of life, dispensing and regulating social 
existence. The workshops, the great halls became larger and 
larger until they covered acres of ground, whilst the little 
bright, gay dwelling-houses, standing amidst the greenery of 
their gardens, multiplied incessantly even as the number of 
workers increased. And this overflowing wave of new build- 
ings advanced towards the Abyss, which it threatened to 
destroy and submerge. At first, between the two establish- 
ments there had been a great bare space made up of all the 
uncultivated land which Jordan owned below the ridge of the 
Bleuse Mountains. Now, beyond the few houses first built 
near La Crécherie, there had come others and ever others, 
lines of houses invading everything like a rising tide, which 
only some two or three hundred yards separated from the 
Abyss. And whenever the waves might advance against it, 
would it not be covered, carried away, to be replaced by a 
triumphant florescence of health and joy? Even Old 
Beauclair was threatened, for one part of the new city was 
marehing thither, and would sweep off that black and evil- 
smelling den of the old-time workers, that nest of pain and 
pestilence, where the wage-system lay at its last gasp under 
the crumbling ceilings of the hovels. 

One evening, when Luc stood gazing at his new city, 
which he could already picture covering the whole estuary of 
the Brias gorges, Bonnaire brought Babette, Bourron's wife, 
to him. Said she, with her everlasting expression of good 
humour, ‘It’s like this, Monsieur Luc. My man would very 
much like to come back to work at La Crécherie. Only he 
wasn’t bold enough to come and speak to you himself, for he 
remembers that he took himself off in a very wrong fashion. 
So I’ve come for him.’ 

Then Bonnaire added: ‘One ought to forgive Bourron. 
That wretched Ragu led him astray. There’s ro malice in 
Bourron ; he’s only weak, and perhaps we can still save him.’ 
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‘Oh, let him come back!’ Lue gaily exclaimed. ‘I do 
not desire the death of a sinner—rather the reverse! How 
many there are who only take to bad courses because they are 
led to them by their mates, idlers and revellers whom they 
cannot resist! Bourron will be a good recruit; we'll make 
an example of him for the benefit of the others.’ 

Never had Luc felt so happy. Bourron’s return seemed 
to him a decisive symptom, albeit the man had become 
® mediocre worker. But, then, as Bonnaire said, would 
not his redemption be a victory over the wage-system ? 
And besides, this would mean another household in the 
new town, another little wave added to all the others which 
helped to swell the tide by which the old world would be 
swept away. 

Some days later Bonnaire again came to ask Luc to admit 
one of the men of the Abyss. On this occasion, however, 
the recruit was such a pitiable one that the former master- 
puddler was not disposed to insist on the matter. 

‘It’s that poor Fauchard,’ said Bonnaire; ‘he’s made 
up his mind at last. He prowled about La Crécherie on 
several occasions, as you may remember; but he could come 
to no resolution, he was afraid to choose, to such a degree had 
he been brutified, exhausted by excessive labour, ever the 
same. He’s no longer a man, you know; he’s simply an old 
warped bit of mechanism. I fear that we shall never get 
anything good out of him.’ 

Luc was reflecting, recalling the first days that he had 
spent at Beauclair. ‘Ah! yes,’ he said, ‘I know; he has a 
wife called Natalie, isn’t that so? A woman of complaining 
mind, full of care, who is always in search of credit. And 
he has a brother-in-law, Fortuné, who when I first met him 
was only sixteen years old, and looked so pale, so bewildered, 
s0 shattered already by mechanical toil! Ah! the poor 
creatures! Well, let all of them come; why shouldn’t 
they? This will be another example, even if we cannot make 
Fauchard a free and cheerful man again.’ 

Then in a jocular, joyful manner he added: ‘This will 
mean another family, another house added to the others. 
La Crécherie is becoming populous, eh? Do you know, 
Bonnaire, we are now on the high road to that beautiful 
great city of which I used to speak to you at the very begin- 
ning, whan you were so incredulous! Do you remember? 
You were anxious as to the result of the experiment; and if 
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you remained on my side it was chiefly out of gratitude. But 
are you convinced now ?’ 
onnaire, who seemed somewhat embarrassed, did not 
immediately reply. At length, in his usual frank way, he said : 
‘Is one ever convinced? It’s necessary that one should be 
able to touch the result with one’s finger. The works are 
rosperous, no doubt; our association is growing, the men 
ive in more comfort; there is a little more justice and 
happiness. But you know my ideas, Monsieur Luc; it is still 
the accursed wage-system, and I don’t yet see any realisation 
of Collectivism.’ 

It was only as a theorist that Bonnaire now defended 
himself. If he did not give up his ideas, as he expressed it, 
he at least showed admirable activity and courage in helping 
on the work which was going forward. He was the hero- 
worker, the real leader, whose brotherly example of solidarity 
had decided the battle in favour of La Crécherie. When he 
appeared in the workshops, looking so tall, so strong, and so 
good-natured, all hands were stretched towards him. And he 
was more won over to the cause than he was willing to 
admit, for it delighted him to see that his comrades suffered 
less, tasted all sorts of delights, and dwelt in healthy homes 
with flowers around them. After all it seemed as if he would 
not go off without seeing the fulfilment of his life dream, 
that dream of a world in which there would be less wretched- 
ness and more equity. 

‘Yes, yes, Collectivist society,’ said Luc, laughing, for he 
knew Bonnaire well, ‘ we shall bring it about, even in a better 
way perhaps than many of its partisans imagine; and if we 
don’t, our children will. Be confident, Bonnaire, and re- 
member that the future henceforth belongs to us, since our 
town is growing, always growing.’ 

Then, with a broad gesture Luc pointed to the houses 
which stood among the young trees, and whose roofs of 
coloured faience showed so gaily in the light of the setting 
sun. Ever and ever did he return to those living houses 
which seemed to rise from the ground at his command, and 
which he really pictured on the march like some pacific army 
which had set forth to sow the future on the ruins of Old 
Beauclair and the Abyss. 

If, however, the industrial workers of La Crécherie alone 
had triumphed, the result would simply have beert a happy 
one, with consequences still open to discussion. But it was 
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rendered decisive by the fact that the peasant workers of Les 
Oombettes triumphed on their side also in the association 
which had been formed between the ay and the factory. 
Here again there was only a beginning, but how great was 
the promise of prodigious fortune! Since the day when, real- 
ising that agreement was necessary if they were to struggle 
on and live, Mayor Lenfant and his assessor Yvonnot had 
become reconciled, and had prevailed on all the petty land- 
owners of the village to combine together in order to consti- 
tute one large estate of several hundreds of acres, the land 
had developed extraordinary fertility. Previously it had 
seemed as if it were becoming bankrupt, even like the great 
plain of La Roumagne which had once been so fruitful, and 
which now presented such a sorry spectacle with its poor, 
stunted, meagre crops. In point of fact this was simply the 
effect of man’s stubborn laziness and ignorance, his adherence 
to old-fashioned methods, and the lack of proper manure, 
machinery, and agreement. Thus what a lesson was given 
to others when the peasants of Les Combettes began to cul- 
tivate their land in common. They purchased manure cheaply 
and procured tools and machinery at La Crécherie in exchange 
for the bread, wine, and vegetables with which they supplied 
it. Strength came to them now that they were no longer 
isolated, but had formed a solid and henceforth indestructible 
bond between the village and the factory. And this was the 
long-dreamt-of reconciliation between peasant and mechanic, 
which for so many years had seemed impossible : the peasant 
supplying the corn that nourishes, and the other supplying 
iron and steel in order that the land might be sown with 
corn. If La Crécherie needed es Combettes, Les Combettes 
on the other hand could not have thriven without La 
Crécherie. At all events union was at last effected, there was 
& fruitful alliance whence the happy community of to-morrow 
would spring. And what a miraculous spectacle was pre- 
sented by that plain, now reviving to life. A short time pre- 
viously it had been almost abandoned, and now it overflowed 
with crops! Amidst the other stretches of land stricken by 
disunion and incompetence, Les Combettes formed as it were 
a little sea of rich verdure which the whole region contem- 
plated at first with stupefaction and then with envy. Such 
dryness, such sterility yesterday, and so much vigour and 
abundangee to-day! Why not follow, then, the example of the 
folk of Les Combettes? Neighbouring villages were already 


292 WORK 


making inquiries, and showing a desire to join the movement. 
It was said that the mayors of Fleuranges, Lignerolles, and 
Bonneheux were drawing up articles of association and col- 
lecting signatures. Thus the little green sea would soon 
grow, join other seas, and spread its waves of greenery afar 
until the whole expanse of La Roumagne would form but one 
sole domain, one sole pacific ocean of corn, vast enough to 
nourish the whole of a happy people. 

For pleasure’s sake, Luc often took long walks through 
those fertile fields, and he occasionally met Feuillat, 
Boisgelin’s farmer, who likewise strolled about, with his hands 
in his pockets, whilst contemplating in his silent enigmatical 
way the growth of the fine crops which sprang from that 
well-tilled land. Luc knew what a large part Feuillat had had 
in prompting Lenfant and Yvonnot to take the initiative, and 
he was aware that the farmer still advised them nowadays. 
Thus the young man remained full of surprise at seeing in 
what a lamentable condition the other left the land which he 
himself farmed—the land belonging to La Guerdache, whose 
sorry fields looked like an uncultivated desert beside the rich 
domain of Les Combettes. 

One morning, as Luc and Feuillat were chatting whilst 
they sauntered along the road which separated the two 
estates, the former could not help remarking: ‘I say, 
Feuillat, don’t you feel ashamed at keeping your land in 
such poor condition, when over the way your neighbours’ 
land is so admirably cultivated ? Surely your own interest 
ought to urge you to active and intelligent work, such as I 
know you to be quite capable of.’ 

At first the farmer simply smiled; then he fearlessly 
spoke out: ‘Oh, Monsieur Luc! shame is far too fine a 
sentiment for such poor devils as we are. As for my interest, 
it is just to get a living, and no more, out of this land which 
does not belong to me. That’s what I do; I cultivate it just 
sufficiently to procure bread. I should simply be a dupe if I 
were to work it properly, manure it and improve it; for all 
that would only enrich Monsieur Boisgelin, who each time 
my lease expires is free to turn me out of doors. No, no! 
To make a field a good field it ought to belong to oneself, 
better still to everybody.’ 

Then he began to jeer at the folk who shouted to the 
peasants: ‘Love the land! Love the land!’ No doubt he 
was willing to love it: but all the same he wished to be 
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loved in return, or rather he did not desire to love it for the 
sake of others. As he repeated, his father, his grandfather, 
and his great-grandfather had loved it in all good faith, 
bending beneath the rod of those who exploited them, and 
never drawing from it aught save wretchedness and tears. 
For his own part he would have none of the system by which 
landlords ferociously imposed upon their tenants that farm- 
ing system which meant that the farmer was to love and 
caress and fructify the soil in order to increase the owner’s 
wealth. 

A pause followed. Then in a lower voice, with an expres- 
sion of concentrated ardour, Feuillat added: ‘ Yes, yes, the 
land to everybody, so that one may love it again and cultivate 
it properly. For my part, I’m waiting.’ 

Greatly struck by these words, Luc again glanced at the 
farmer. Close as he might keep, he was evidently a man of 
keen intelligence. Behind the peasant, who simply seemed 
unobtrusive and somewhat shy, Luc now divined a skilful 
diplomatist, a keen-eyed precursor, one who gazed into the 
future and helped on the experiment at Les Combettes with 
& distant object, known to him alone, in view. Luc suspected 
the truth, and, wishing to make certain on the point, he 
said: ‘So, if you leave your land in that condition, it is in 
part to make people compare it with the neighbouring land 
and understand the reasons of the difference. But is it not 
all a dream? Surely Les Combettes will never invade and 
swallow up La Guerdache.’ 

Again did Feuillat break into a silent laugh. Then he 
contented himself with saying: ‘Something big would have 
to happen between now andthen. But, after all, who knows ? 
I’m waiting.’ 

They took a few steps, and then, with a sweeping gesture 
which embraced the whole scene, the farmer resumed: ‘ All 
the same, things are moving. Do you remember what a 
horrid view one had from here with all those little patches of 
ground which yielded such poor crops? And now just look! 
With everything united in one estate, and cultivation in 
common with the help of machinery and science, the ero 
overflow on all sides. Ah, it is indeed a splendid sight!’ 

The ardent love which he had secretly retained for the 
soil was manifest at that moment in the fire of his glance 
and thé enthusiasm of his voice. And Luo himself was 
impressed by the great gust of fruitfulness which passed, 
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quivering, over that sea of corn. If he felt so strong and 
competent at La Crécherie, it was because he now had his 
granary and was assured of bread, through having added a 
community of peasants to his community of industrial 
workers. And the delight he experienced when he saw his 
city marching on, its waves of houses ever advancing to the 
conquest of the Abyss and Old Beauclair, was no greater 
than that which he felt when he came to view the fertile 
fields of Les Combettes, which on their side were likewise 
marching on, stretching into the neighbouring fields, and 
gradually spreading out into an ocean of crops which would 
cover La Roumagne from one to the other end. Here as 
there the effort was identical; the same civilisation was 
coming—mankind was marching towards truth, justice, 
peace, and happiness. 

The first effect of La Crécherie’s success was to make the 
petty factories of the region understand the advantage they 
would reap by following its example and combining with it. 
The Chodorge works—nail works which purchased all their 
raw material from their powerful neighbours—were the first 
to come to a decision, allowing themselves to be absorbed by 
La Crécherie in the interest of both sides. Then the Hauser 
works, which after manufacturing sabres had made scythes 
and sickles their specialty, likewise joined the association, 
forming as it were a natural adjunct of the great forge. 
Some difficulties arose with another establishment, that of 
Mirande & Co., who built agricultural machinery, for one of 
the two partners was a reactionist, and fought against all 
novelties. But the position of the firm became so critical 
that, fearing a catastrophe, he withdrew from it, and the other 
partner hastened to save his works by merging them into 
those of La Crécherie. All the establishments thus drawn 
into the movement of association and solidarity accepted the 
same statutes—a division of profits based upon an alliance 
between capital, work, and intelligence. They ended by 
constituting one sole family made up of various groups, ever 
ready to welcome fresh adherents, and in this wise capable of 
spreading indefinitely. And in this there was a re-casting of 
society, which reconstituted itself on the basis of a new 
organisation of work, tending to the freedom and happiness 
of mankind. 

Beauclair was astonished and disconcerted, and itsanxiety 
soon reached a climax. What! would La Crécherie grow 
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without cessation, absorb every little factory it might meet, 
this one, that one, and then that other? And would the 
town itself and the immense plain beside it be swallowed up 
and become the dependencies, the domain, the very flesh of 
La Orécherie ? Men’s hearts were disturbed, and their brains 
began to wonder in what direction might lie the true interest 
of one and all, and the possibility of fortune. The perplexity 
of the petty traders, particularly the usual household pur- 
veyors, increased and increased as day by day their takings 
diminished. It became a question whether they would not 
be soon obliged to put up their shutters. The sensation was 
general when people learnt that Caffiaux, the grocer and 
taverner, had come to an arrangement with La Crécherie by 
which his establishment would be turned into a simple 
dépét, & kind of branch of the factory’s general stores. 
Caffiaux had long been regarded asthe hireling of the Abyss, 
more or less a spy, one who poisoned the worker with alcohol 
and then sold his secrets to hig masters, for taverns are the 
strongest pillars of the wage-system. At all events the 
man was & suspicious character, one who ever watched to 
see which side would prove victorious, and who was always 
prepared to commit some act of treachery, readily turning 
a coat with the ease of one who is by no means partial to 
eleat. 

Thus the circumstance that he had so jauntily set himself 
on the side of La Crécherie greatly increased the anxiety of 
his neighbours, who, for their own parts, wished to take up 
the most profitable position as soon as possible. A pro- 
nounced movement of adherence to the association then set 
in, and was destined to proceed more and more rapidly. 
Beautiful Madame Mitaine, the bakeress, had not waited for 
Caffiaux’s conversion to express approval of the develop- 
ments at lia Orécherie, and she was quite disposed to enter 
the association, though her establishment remained prosperous, 
thanks to the reputation for beauty and kindliness which 
she had imparted to it. Butcher Dacheux alone persevered 
in obstinate resistance, full of fury at the downfall of all 
his cherished notions. He declared that rather than yield to 
the current he would prefer to die amongst his last quarters 
of beef on the day when he should no longer find a bourgeots 
disposed to buy them at their proper price. And it seemed 
indeed ag if this would come to pass, for his customers were 
gradually deserting him, and such were his fits of wrath 
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that assuredly he was threatened with some sudden stroke of 
apoplexy. 

One day Dacheux betook himself to Laboque’s establish- 
ment, whither he had begged Madame Mitaine also to repair. 
It was a question, said he, of seeing to the moral and com- 
mercial interests of the whole district. A rumour was cur- 
rent that the Laboques, in order to avoid bankruptcy, were 
on the point of making peace with Luc and joining La 
Crécherie, in such a way as to become mere depositaries of 
its goods. Since the works had been directly exchanging 
their iron and steel, their tools and machinery for the bread 
of Les Combettes and the other syndicated villages, the 
Laboques had lost their best customers, the peasants of the 
environs, without counting the housewives and even the 
bourgeoises of Beauclair, who effected great savings by 
making their purchases at the stores of La Crécherie, which 
Luc by a happy inspiration had ended by throwing open to 
everybody. This meant the death of trade, such as it had 
hitherto been understood, such as it was personified by the 
middleman who intervened between producer and consumer, 
increasing the cost of life, and living like a parasite on the 
needs of others. And thus amidst their deserted bazaar the 
Laboques poured forth their lamentations. 

When Dacheux arrived, the woman, dark and scragegy, 
sat behind her counter doing nothing, for she lacked even the 
courage to knit herself some stockings; whilst the man, 
with the eyes and the snout of a ferret, came and went like 
a soul in distress, before the pigeon-holes full of unsold, dust- 
sovered goods. 

‘ What’s that I hear?’ cried the butcher, flushing purple. 
‘You’ve turned traitor, Laboque, so people say, you are on 
the point of surrendering! To think of it! You who lost 
that disastrous lawsuit, you who swore that you'd kill the 
bandit even if it should cost you your skin! Would you now 
set yourself against us, then, and add to the disaster ?’ 

ut Laboque, whose hopes were all shattered, burst into 
a rage. ‘I’ve quite enough worry; just leave me in peace,’ 
he answered. ‘As for that idiotic lawsuit, you all urged me 
to it. And now you don’t spend enough money with me to 
enable me to make my monthly payments. §So you need not 
come taunting me about saving my skin.’ And pointing to 
his dusty goods he went on: ‘My skin’s there, eand if I 
don’t come to an arrangement the bailiffs will be here next 
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Wednesday. Yes, it’s quite true, since you want me to say it; 
yes, I’m negotiating with La Crécherie, I’ve come to an 
understanding with them, and I shall sign the papers to- 
night. I was still hesitating, but I’m being worried beyond 
endurance.’ 

He sank upon a chair, whilst Dacheux, quite thunder- 
struck, and almost choking, was only able to stammer oaths. 
Then in her turn Madame Laboque, huddled up behind her 
counter, poured forth her plaint in a low and monotonous 
voice: ‘To have worked so hard, mon Diew, to have taken 
so much trouble when we first started in business and went 
selling ironmongery from village to village! And then too, 
all the efforts that we had to make here in order to open this 
shop, and enlarge it from year to year! We were rewarded, 
no doubt; the business prospered, and we dreamt of buying 
& house right in the country and of retiring to it and living 
on our income. But now everything is crumbling away, 
Beauclair has gone mad, though I can’t yet understand why, 
mon Drew!’ 

‘Why, why?’ growled Dacheux; ‘why, because the 
Revolution has come, and the bourgeois are cowards and 
don’t even dare to defend themselves. For my part, if I’m 
hustled too much I'll take my knives one morning, and then 
you'll see something.’ 

Laboque shrugged his shoulders. ‘A lot of use that 
would be!’ he exclaimed. ‘It’s all very well when folk are 
with one, but when a man feels that to-morrow he will be left 
quite alone, the best is to go where the others are going, how- 
ever much it may enrage one todo so. Cafhiaux understood 
it well enough.’ 

‘Ah! that filthy Caffaux!’ shouted the butcher, full of 
fury once more. ‘ There’sa traitor for you—a man who sells 
himself! You know that Monsieur Lue, that bandit, gave 
him a hundred thousand francs to desert us.’ 

‘A hundred thousand francs,’ repeated the ironmonger, 
whose eyes glowed, although he feigned ironical scepticism. 
‘I only wish he’d offer them to me, I'd take them at once. 
But no, it’s stupid to be obstinate, and the sensible course is 
always to side with the stronger.’ 

‘ How awful! how awful!’ resumed Madame Laboque in 
her whining voice. ‘The world is certainly being turned 
upside down; it is coming to an end.’ 

Beautiful Madame Mitaine, who was just then entering 
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the shop, heard those last words. ‘What! the end of the 
world,’ said she gaily, ‘why there were two babies, two fine 
big boys, born yesterday. And your children, Auguste and 
Eulalie, how are they? Aren’t they here?’ 

No, they were not there, they were never there. Auguste, 
now nearly two-and-twenty, had acquired a passion for 
mechanical arts, holding trade in horror; whilst Eulalie, who 
was a very sensible girl, already a little housewife at fifteen, 
lived for the most part with one of her uncles, a farmer of 
Lignerolles, near Les Combettes. 

‘Oh! the children,’ said Madame Laboque, again in a 
complaining voice, ‘ one can’t rely on the children.’ 

‘They are all so ungrateful,’ declared Dacheux, who was 
indignant at finding no trace of his own nature in his 
daughter Julienne, a plump, good-looking girl of a com- 
passionate disposition, who, although she had passed her 
fourteenth birthday, still played with all the little ragamuffins 
that infested the Rue de Brias. ‘When one relies on one’s 
children one may be sure of dying of misery and grief.’ 

‘ Well, I certainly rely on my Evariste, I do,’ resumed the 
baker’s wife. ‘He’s close on twenty now, but we shan’t 
quarrel because he has refused to learn his father’s calling. 
These young people naturally grow up with ideas different 
from ours, for they are born for times when we shall no longer 
be here. All I ask of my Evariste is to love me well, and that 
he does.’ 

She then plainly stated her position to Dacheux. If she 
had come to Laboque’s shop at his request it was in order that 
it might be fully understood between them that each trades- 
man of Beauclair ought to retain full freedom of action. She 
did not as yet belong to the association of La Crécherie, but 
she relied upon joining it when she might be so pleased, that 
is to say, when she might feel convinced that she would be 
acting in the general interest as well as in her own. 

‘It’s evident that we ought to be free,’ put in Laboque by 
way of conclusion. ‘As I can’t do otherwise, I shall sign 
to-night.’ 

Then Madame Laboque’s moan began once more: ‘I told 
you so, the world is topsy-turvy, this is the end of it.’ 

‘No, no!’ the beautiful Madame Mitaine again exclaimed. 
‘ How can the world be coming to an end when our children 
are just getting to an age when they may marryand have 
children of their own, who in their turn will marry and have 
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children too? The young people are pushing the others 
aside, the world is being renewed, that’s what it is—the end 
of a world, if you like.’ 

Those last words fell from her so sharply and decisively 
that Dacheux, banging the door behind him, went off exaspe- 
rated, with bloodshot eyes and a quiver of the apoplexy by 
‘which he was threatened. As Madame Mitaine had said, it 
was indeed the end of a world, the end of iniquitous and 
rotting trade, that trade which only creates the wealth of a 
fow at the expense of the greater number. 

But Beauclair was to be upset by another and greater 
blow. Hitherto the success of La Crécherie had reacted only 
on establishments of a similar nature, and on the petty 
traders, those who lived from day to day on passing customers. 
Thus the emotion became great indeed when one fine morning 
it was learnt that Mayor Gourier himself had been won over 
to the new ideas. He—firmly established, needing nobody, 
as he declared in a spirit of vanity—did not intend to join the 
association of La Crécherie. But he founded another one of 
a similar character, dividing his large boot-works of the Rue 
de Brias into shares, on the basis of a partnership between 
capital, work, and intelligence, amongst which the profits 
were to be apportioned in three parts. This was simply the 
establishment of a new group, what may be called the cloth- 
ing group, by the side of that which dealt in iron and steel. 
And the resemblance between the two became the more pro- 
nounced when Gourier succeeded in syndicating all the 
branches of the clothing industry : the tailors, hatters, hosiers, 
linendrapers, and mercers. Then, too, yet another group was 
spoken of, one which a big building contractor proposed to 
establish by associating all the workers of the building trade, 
masons, stonecutters, carpenters, locksmiths, plumbers, tilers, 
and painters. And this group would assuredly absorb the 
architects and artists, as well as the workers of the furniture 
trade, the cabinetmakers, upholsterers, and bronze-workers, 
and in time even the clockmakers and the jewellers. All this 
was simply logical; the example of La Crécherie had sown 
that fruitful idea of so many associations forming natural 
groups, which grew up by themselves, in an imitative spirit, 
through a craving to reach the greatest possible sum of life 
and happiness. The law of human creation was working, 
and it would, certainly work with increasing energy if such 
were necessary for the happy existence of the species. It 
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already became apparent that a general bond was in process 
of formation above these groups, a common link which 
would some day join them all together in a vast system of 
social reorganisation, which would prove the one code of the 
future community. 

However, the idea of escaping from La Crécherie by 
imitating it seemed too good a one to have emanated from 
a man of Gourier’s intellect. Thus the general opinion was 
that it must have been suggested to the mayor by Sub- 
Prefect Chatelard, who kept himself more and more in the 
background and displayed more and more quiet indifference 
as Beauclair gradually transformed itself. The guess was a 
correct one, for the matter had been settled at a little 
déjeuner, when the mayor and the sub-prefect had sat face 
to face with only the ever-beautiful Léonore beside them. 

‘My dear fellow,’ had said the sub-prefect, with his 
amiable smile, ‘I believe that we are at the end of our 
tether. Everything is going from worse to worse in Paris, 
and the Revolution is approaching to sweep away whatever 
remains of the old, rotting, ruinous social edifice. Here, our 
chief man, Boisgelin, is a poor, vain creature, who will be 
drained of his last copper by little Madame Delaveau. No- 
body excepting her husband is ignorant of what becomes of 
the money that he still makes at the Abyss in his heroic 
struggle against bankruptcy. And you'll see what a disaster 
there will be presently. So it would really be foolish if one 
did not think of oneself if one does not wish to be dragged 
down with the others.’ 

At this Léonore showed some anxiety. ‘Are you, your- 
self, threatened, my friend?’ she asked. 

‘I? Oh, no! Who thinks of me? No Government will 
trouble about my paltry self, for Iam clever enough to do as 
little as possible in the way of administrative duties, and I 
am always of precisely the same opinion as my superiors, 
whoever they may be. I shall die here, forgotten and happy, 
when the last Ministry collapses. But itis of you that 1 am 
thinking, my good friends.’ 

Thereupon he explained his ideas and enumerated all the 
advantages that would accrue from anticipating the Revolu- 
tion by making a second Crécherie of the Gourier boot 
works. The profits would not be diminished—on the con- 
trary. Besides, he was convinced—he was too intelligent, 
said he, to fail to understand the truth—the future lay in 
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that direction, reorganised labour would end by sweeping the 
old iniquitous bowrgeoise society away. As Chiatelard pro- 
ceeded it became manifest that in that peaceful, sceptical 
functionary who deliberately preserved an attitude of abso- 
lute inactivity, there had sprung up a genuine Anarchist, 
though in public he carefully kept this concealed beneath 
a demeanour of diplomatic reserve. 

‘You know, my dear Gourier,’ he concluded with a laugh, 
‘all this won’t prevent me from declaring myself openly 
against you when you have gone over to the new community. 
I shall say that you are a traitor or that you have lost your 
reason. But I shall embrace you whenever I come here, 
for you will have played them all a fine trick, which will 
ae you in a deal of money. You'll see what faces they'll 

ull!’ 

: All the same, Gourier was quite scared by the other’s 
suggestions. He did not consent, but argued the matter at 
great length. The whole of his past life rose up in protest. 
He rebelled at the idea of becoming nothing more than the 
partner of hundreds of workers, of whom hitherto he had 
been absolute master. Beneath his heavy exterior, however, 
there was a very shrewd business mind ; he fully understood 
that he would risk nothing by the change, but, on the con- 
trary, would assure his establishment against all the dangers 
of the future should he adopt the advice of Chatelard. Be- 
sides, he himself had been touched by the passing gale, that 
exaltation, that passion for reform, whose contagious fever at 
times of Revolution transports the very classes which are 
about to be despoiled. Gourier, indeed, ended by believing 
that the other’s idea was his own, even as Léonore, by the 
advice of her friend Chatelard, repeated to him every morn- 
ing, and thus he at last set to work. 

The whole bourgeotsie of Beauclair was scandalised. De- 
putations called upon Judge Gaume to beg him to intervene 
with the mayor, since the sub-prefect, anxious to avoid com- 
promising the Government, had formally declined to meddle 
in this sorry affair, which he proclaimed to be scandalous. 
Judge Gaume now led a very retired life, seeing virtually 
nobody since his daughter Lucile, compromised it seemed 
beyond remedy by an intrigue with a notary’s clerk, had been 
obliged to seek a refuge with him. On being approached he 
followed the same course as Chatelard, and showed great 
unwillingness to go to the mayor with representations which 
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the latter would doubtless take in very bad part. It was 
then resolved to bring pressure to bear upon the judge. 
Captain Jollivet, his son-in-law, after Lucile’s flight from her 
home, had, with growing wrath, thrown himself into re- 
actionary courses. He contributed such violent articles to 
the ‘Journal de Beauclair’ that Lebleu, the printer and 
proprietor, becoming anxious at the turn which things were 
taking, feeling that 1t was necessary to be on the side of the 
stronger, and thus pass from the Abyss to the Crécherie 
party, one day closed his door to him. The captain, thus 
disarmed and reduced to idleness, spent his time in airing his 
futile rancour abroad, when the idea suddenly occurred to his 
fellow-townsmen that he alone might compel the judge to 
range himself on their side. Asa matter of fact the captain 
had not broken off all intercourse with his father-in-law; 
they exchanged salutes whenever they met. Accordingly, on 
being entrusted with the delicate mission, Jollivet presented 
himself at the judge’s house in the most ceremonious fashion, 
and two long hours elapsed before he came out of it again. It 
was then learnt that he had only been able to extract some 
evasive replies from his father-in-law, but that he had become 
reconciled with his wife. On the following day she returned 
to the conjugal roof, the captain having forgiven her on her 
solemn promise that she would never transgress again. All 
Beauclair was stupefied by this dénowement to a very scan- 
dalous business, and the affair ended in a great outburst of 
laughter. 

It was the Mazelles who ultimately succeeded in drawing 
from Gaume an expression of his views, and this purely by 
chance, without having been entrusted with any mission 
whatever. Asarule the judge went out every morning and 
made his way to the Boulevard de Magnolles, a long, deserted 
avenue, where he walked up and down in a gloomy reverie, 
with his head bent and his hands clasped behind him. He 
stooped as if beneath some final collapse, as if weighed down 
by the failure of bis whole life, the harm he had done, or the 
good which he had found he could not do. And whenever he 
raised his eyes for a moment and gazed far away, he seemed 
to be looking and waiting for something which did not come, 
which perchance he would never see. Now one morning, on 
the Boulevard de Magnolles, the Mazelles, who had risen 
early to go to mass, mustered sufficient courage to approach 
the judge in order to ask him his opinion on public affairs, 
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so greatly did they fear that these would lead to some disaster 
for themselves. 

‘Well, Monsieur le Président, and what do you think of 
all that is happening ?’ asked Monsieur Mazelle. 

The judge raised his head, and for a moment gazed into 
the distance. Then, reverting to his torturing reverie, think- 
ing aloud as though nobody were listening to him, he said : 
‘I say that the hurricane is a long time coming—yes, the 
hurricane of truth and justice which will end by sweeping 
this abominable world away.’ 

‘What! what!’ stammered the Mazelles, thunderstruck, 
and imagining that they had misunderstood him. ‘You 
want to frighten us, eh, because you think that we are not 
over-brave? That’s in a measure true, and people tease us 
about it.’ 

But Gaume had recovered his self-possession, and as soon 
as he recognised the Mazelles, who stood before him scared, 
with pale faces, perspiring with anxiety for their money and 
their idle lives, his lips became curved into an expression of 
disdainful irony. ‘Whatdo you fear?’ he resumed; ‘the 
world will well last another twenty years, and if you are still 
alive then you will console yourselves for the exnwis of the 
Revolution by witnessing some very interesting things. It is 
your daughter who ought to think of the future.’ 

At this Madame Mazelle sorrowfully exclaimed: ‘Ah! 
that’s the very thing that Louise does not think about—ah ! 
not at all. "Bhe is scarcely thirteen as yet, and when she 
hears us talking of what goes on, as we naturally do from 
morning till evening, she finds it very funny. While we 
despair she simply laughs. Whenever I say to her, “ You 
wretched girl, why, you won’t have a penny,’’ she jumps about 
like a goat, and answers: “Oh! I don’t mind that—no, not 
a bit; I shall be all the merrier!’’ But, all the same, she’s 
a very dear girl, although she does so little of what we 
desire.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Gaume; ‘she dreams of mapping out her life 
for herself. There are girls like that.’ 

Mazelle remained perplexed, for he feared that the judge 
was again poking fun at him. ‘The idea that he had made a 
fortune in ten years, that he had since been leading the 
delightful life of sloth of which he had dreamt already in his 

outh, and ¢hat his felicity might now come to an end, that 
te might, perhaps, be compelled to work again if work should 
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become the general rule, filled him with ceaseless, intolerable 
anguish, which was like a first punishment for his sins. 

‘But the Rentes, Monsieur le Président, what would 
become of them, in your opinion, if all those Anarchists 
should succeed in turning the world topsy-turvy? As you 
may remember, that Monsieur Luc, who is behaving s0 
badly, used to make fun of us, saying that the Rentes would 
be suppressed. In that case they may as well cut our 
throats.’ 

‘Sleep in peace, I tell you,’ Gaume repeated with quiet 
Pony ‘the new social fabric will feed you if you won’t 
work.’ 

Then the Mazelles went off to church, where they now 
burnt tapers to the Virgin in the hope of inducing her to 
cure Madame Mazelle; for Doctor Novarre had one day been 
brute enough to tell the old lady that she was not ill at all. 
Not ill, indeed! when she had been nursing her illness so 
lovingly for so many years—that illness which was her very 
life—to such a point had she made it her occupation, her joy, 
her vatson d’étre! If the doctor forsook her it must be that 
he deemed her incurable; at which thought, full of terror, 
she had addressed herself to religion, in which she now found 
great relief. 

There was another promenader on the Boulevard de 
Magnolles, that desert whose quietude was so seldom disturbed 
by any passer-by. This was Abbé Marle, who came thither to 
read his breviary. But he often let the hand which held the 
book fall beside him, whilst still slowly walking on, absorbed, 
like the judge, in a gloomy reverie. Since the last events, 
those incidents of the evolution which was bearing the town 
towards a new destiny, his church had become still emptier. 
By way of congregation, there only remained some very old 
women of the people, dull-witted, obstinate creatures, and a 
few bouwrgeotses who supported religion because they deemed 
it to be the last rampart of fine society which was now 
crumbling to pieces. When the last of the faithful should 
desert the Catholic churches, leaving them to brambles and 
nettles like the ruins of a dead social system, another civilisa- 
tion would begin. And with this threat above his head, the 
presence of the few bourgeotises and old women of the people 
in no wise consoled Abbé Marle, who felt that the void around 
him was ever increasing. Léonore, the mayor’s wife, looked 
very decorative, no doubt, at high mass on Sundays, end 
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opened her purse widely to contribute to the expenses of 
public worship; but he knew her indignity, her life of sin, 
which the whole town accepted, and over which he himself 
had been compelled to cast the cloak of his holy office, though 
he regarded that life as one leading to eternal perdition, for 
which he himself would be accounted responsible. And still 
less did the support of the Mazellescontent him. They were 
s0 childish and so basely egotistical. If they came to him, it 
was solely in the hope of extracting some personal felicity 
from heaven. Even as they had invested their money, so 
did they invest their prayers—that is, with the object of 
deriving Rentes from them on high. And one and all were 
the same in that dying society, all lacked the true faith which 
in the first centuries had given Christianity its force, all 
lacked the spirit of renunciation and absolute obedience—a 
spirit which was more than ever necessary nowadays if the 
power of the Church was to be maintained. Thus the priest 
no longer hid it from himself—the days were numbered, and 
if God in His mercy did not soon call him hence, he would, 
perhaps, behold the awful catastrophe—the steeple of his 
church falling, bursting through the roof of the nave, and 
crushing the altar of the Divinity. 

It was in such sombre reveries that he indulged for hours 
whilst he walked about the Boulevard de Magnolles. He 
kept them well within him, and affected to remain brave and 
haughty, full of disdain for passing events, under the pretext 
that the Church was the mistress of eternity. But whenever 
he met Hermeline the schoolmaster, who was in a continuous 
rage over the successes of La Crécherie, and ready to go 
over to the reactionists in order to save the Republic, he no 
longer discussed things with his former bitterness, but 
declared that he placed his trust in the Divinity, who must 
certainly be allowing these Anarchist saturnalia with the 
object of ultimately striking down the enemies of religion, 
and thus making it triumphant. Doctor Novarre Jestingly 
said that the Abbé abandoned Sodom on the eve of the rain 
of fire. By Sodom he meant Beauclair, that plague-spot, 
bourgeois Beauclair, devoured by egotism, the town con- 
demned to be destroyed and of which the earth must be 
purified, if on its site one desired to see the city of health 
and delight, justice and peace arise. Every symptom 
pointed tg the approach of the final rending: the wage- 
system was at its last gasp, the distracted bourgeoisie 
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was passing over to the revolutionists, the despairing desire 
to save something of one’s interests was bringing all the 
living strength of the country over to the conquerors; and as 
for what remained, the scattered, worn-out, unusable rem- 
nants of the old system, they would be swept away by the 
wind. The radiant Beauclair of to-morrow was already 
emerging from the ruins; and when Abbé Marle, as he 
strolled under the trees of the Boulevard de Magnolles, let 
his breviary fall, and slackening his pace, half-closed his eyes, 
it was assuredly a vision of that coming city that arose 
before him and filled him with such intense bitterness. 

At times, Judge Gaume and Abbé Marle met in the course 
of those silent solitary walks. At first they did not see one 
another, but walked on with lowered heads, so absorbed in 
the contemplation of what they pictured that nothing of their 
surroundings remained visible to them. Each on his own 
side chewed the cud of his own despair—the one his regret 
for the world which was disappearing, the other his appeal 
to the world which was now rising from the ground. 
Exhausted religion was unwilling to die; justice, awaiting 
birth, was in despair that its advent should be so long 
delayed. However, the two men at last raised their heads, 
and recognised one another. Then it became necessary for 
them to exchange a few words. 

‘This is very gloomy weather, Monsieur le Président. 
We shall have some rain,’ the priest would say. 

‘I fear so, Monsieur l’Abbé,’ replied the judge. ‘It is 
quite cold for the month of June.’ 

‘Ah! how can it be otherwise? The seasons are all out 
of order now. There is no equilibrium left.’ 

‘True; yet life goes on. The good sun will perhaps set 
everything right again.’ 

Then each resumed his solitary perambulations, sank into 
his reflections, carrying hither and thither the eternal battle 
between the past and the future. 

It was, however, especially at the Abyss that one felt the 
effects of the evolution of Beauclair which the reorganisation 
of labour was gradually transforming. At each fresh success 
achieved by La Crécherie Delaveau had to display more 
activity, intelligence, and courage ; and naturally everything 
which contributed to the prosperity of the rival works to him 
brought disaster. Thus the discovery of excellent lodes of 
ore in the once-abandoned mine dealt him a terrtble blow, 
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since it so greatly reduced the price of raw material. He 
could no longer continue struggling so far as commercial iron 
and steel were concerned. And the manufacture of guns 
and projectiles likewise suffered. There had been a marked 
alling off in orders since the money of France had been 
more particularly spent on manufactures that symbolised 
peace and social solidarity—such as railways, bridges, struc- 
tures of all kinds in which iron and steel triumphed. The 
worst was that the orders for ordnance, which went to only 
a few establishments, no longer sufficed to enable all of 
them to pay their way, and, if the market was to be cleared, 
one of them at least must be killed. The least firmly estab- 
lished of all being at that moment the Abyss, it was the 
latter which the other competing foundries savagely resolved 
to destroy. 

The difficulties of the Abyss were becoming the greater 
since its workmen no longer remained faithful to it. Ragu’s 
attempt to kill Luc had thrown the comrades that he left 
behind him into confusion. And when Bourron, converted, 
brought round to reason, had returned to La Crécherie fol- 
lowed by Fauchard, a general movement set in, most of the 
other men asking themselves why they should not follow 
Bourron’s example, since so many advantages awaited them 
yonder. The success of Luc’s experiment was now evident ; 
the men employed at La Crécherie earned twice as much as 
at the Abyss, and yet they only worked eight hours. And, 
besides, there were other attractions—the pleasant little 
houses, the schools where the children learned things so well 
and so merrily, the common-house which was ever en féte, 
and the general stores, whose prices were fully a third lower 
than those of other places, the whole tending to increase of 
health and increase of comfort. 

Nothing is of any avail against figures. The men of the 
Abyss, wishing to earn as much as those of La Crécherie 
demanded a rise in wages. As it was impossible to grant this 
demand, many of them naturally went off. And, finally, 
Delaveau was paralysed by the lack of a reserve fund. He 
did not yet confess himself conquered ; he would have held 
out for a long time, and would, in his own opinion, have 
ended by triumphing if he had possessed a few hundred 
thousand francs to help him to pass through this crisis, which 
he obstinately believed to be a temporary one. Only how 
was he to tontinue fighting ? how was he to face pay-deys 
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when money failed him? Moreover, the money which he 
had already borrowed was proving a crushing charge on the 
business. Yet he struggled on heroically, ever erect, devoting 
all his intelligence, his very life, to his work, in the hope that 
he might still save the crumbling past which he supported, 
and that he might wring from the capital entrusted to him 
the revenue that he had promised. 

Delaveau’s worst sufferings, indeed, arose from the fact 
that he could no longer hand Boisgelin the profits which he 
had covenanted to extract from the business, and his defeat 
became materialised in the most cruel fashion on the days 
when he was compelled to refuse his cousin money. Although 
on the last occasion when accounts had been balanced the 
position had proved to be disastrous, Boisgelin would in no 
respect curtail his expenditure at La Guerdache. In this 
matter he was inflamed by Fernande, who treated her hus- 
band like an ox at the plough, one that needed to be goaded 
till it bled in order to discharge its work properly. Never 
had the young woman shown herself more ardent, more 
insatiable than now. She was consumed by a passion for 
excesses. There was something wild in her glance, some- 
thing that suggested a desire for the impossible. Her 
acquaintances felt anxious about her, and Sub-Prefect 
Chatelard confidentially told Mayor Gourier that the little 
woman would assuredly end by perpetrating some great piece 
of folly, from which all of them would suffer. Hitherto she 
had contented herself with changing her home into a hell by 
urging Boisgelin upon her husband, pressing him with con- 
tinual demands for money, whereby Delaveau was thrown 
into such a state of exasperation that he even continued 
growling at night when resting his head on the conjugal 
pillow. Fernande, by her remarks, maliciously kept his 
wound open. Nevertheless, he still adored her, set her upon 
one side like an innocent, immaculate being whom it was 
impossible to suspect. 

November came with intense early cold. The payments 
which fell due that month were so large that Delaveau fancied 
he could feel the very ground he walked upon trembling 
beneath him. He had not the necessary amount of money 
in the safe. On the evening before the day on which the 
payments had to be made he shut himself up in his private 
room to reflect and write some letters, whilst Ferngnde went 
to dine at La Guerdache, whither she had been invited, 
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Though she was unaware of it, he himself had gone thither 
in the morning, and had had a decisive conversation with 
Boisgelin, in which, after plainly stating the terrible position, 
he had at last prevailed on him to reduce his expenditure. 
He meant to limit him to s proper allowance for several 
years, and had even advised him to sell La Guerdache. And 
now, alone in his private room, Delaveau walked about 
slowly, every now and then mechanically stirring the large 
coke fire which was burning in a kind of stove before the 
chimney-piece. The only possible means of salvation was to 
secure time: he must write to the creditors, who could not 
possibly desire to see the works closed. However, he did 
not hurry about it; he would write his letters after dinner. 
Meantime, he continued thinking whilst going from one 
window to the other, ever returning to the one whence he 
could see the far-spreading lands of La Crécherie, even to the 
distant park and the pavilion where Luc resided. The cold, 
frosty atmosphere was very clear, and the sun was setting in 
a sky as pure as crystal, a pale golden glow bringing the 
growing town into delicate relief against a purple back- 
ground. Never had Delaveau seen it so plainly. It seemed 
to palpitate with life; he could have counted the light slender 
branches of the trees, and he was able to distinguish the 
smallest details of the houses, down to the decorations of 
faience which rendered them so gay. There came a moment 
when, under the oblique rays of the sun, all the windows 
began to flame and sparkle like hundreds of bonfires. It 
was like a triumph, a glory. And Delaveau remained there, 
drawing the cretonne curtains aside, and gazing at that 
triumph with his face close to the window-pane. 

Even as Luc over yonder, at the other end of the lands of 
La Crécherie, occasionally watched his town marching on, 
spreading out and threatening the Abyss with invasion, so 
Delaveau on his side often came to gaze at it, and found it 
ever growing, threatening him with conquest. How many 
times of recent years had he not lingered at that window, and 
on each occasion he had seen the rising tide of houses grow- 
ing larger and drawing nearer to the Abyss. It had started 
from a remote point of a great stretch of uncultivated, 
deserted land; one house had appeared there like a little 
wave, then another, and another. And those waves had 
covered the whole space before them, and now they were only 
a few hundred yards away, and were rolling in a sea of 
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incalculable power, ready to carry off everything which might 
oppose them. To-morrow would witness an irresistible inva- 
sion; all the past would be swept away, the Abyss and 
Beauclair, too, would be replaced by the young and triumphant 
city. At one moment, when a very severe crisis had fallen 
on La Crécherie, Delaveau had hoped that the advance would 
stop, but before long the new town had resumed its march so 
impulsively that the old walls of the Abyss were now already 
shaking. Yet he would not despair; he tried to stiffen 
himself against the evidence of facts, and flattered himself 
that he would find the necessary dyke and rampart in his own 
energy. 

That particular evening, however, he was enervated by 
anxiety, and began to feel some covert regrets. Had he not 
formerly made a mistake in letting Bonnaire take himself off ? 
He remembered certain prophetic words spoken by that 
strong, yet simple, man at the time of the great strike. And 
it was on the morrow of that strike that Bonnaire, like a good 
worker, had helped to found La Crécherie. Since then the 
Abyss had scarcely ever ceased to decline: Ragu had besmirched 
it with attempted murder; Bourron, Fauchard, and others 
were quitting it as they might have quitted an accursed ruin- 
breeding spot. And afar off the new town was still flaming 
in the sunlight. At the sight of it sudden anger seized upon 
Delaveau—anger whose violence restored him to himself, to 
the beliefs of his whole life. No, no! he had been right, 
the truth was in the past; nothing could be extracted from 
men unless one bent them beneath the authority of dogma ; 
the wage-system remained the true law of labour, and beyond 
its pale there could be naught save madness and catastrophe. 
Then Delaveau, intent on seeing nothing more, drew the 
large cretonne curtains together, lighted his little electric 
lamp, and again began to reflect as he strolled about his 
well-closed room, which the glowing stove rendered extremely 
warm. 

At last, after dinner, Delaveau sat down at his writing 
table to attend to his letters, in accordance with the plans 
which he had been maturing for hours, plans whereby he 
hoped to save the business. Midnight struck and he still 
sat there, completing that worrying and difficult correspond- 
ence. And doubts had now come to him, he was again 
possessed by fear. Did salvation really lie in the dirdction he 
Was taking ? What would he be able to do, even if the delays 
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he asked for should be granted? Exhausted by the super- 
human effort he was making to save the Abyss, he at last 
bowed his head and let it rest upon his hands. And thus he 
remained, deep in anguish. But at that same moment the 
rattle of a carriage was heard, and words rang out. Fernande 
had just returned from the dinner at La Guerdache, and was 
sending the servants to bed. 

When she entered her husband’s private room it was with 
hasty gestures and excited speech, like a woman who is beside 
herself, one who has been restraining and nursing her anger 
for hours. 

‘Good heavens, how hot it is here! How can one live 
with such a fire?’ 

Then sinking back in an armchair she unclasped and 
threw off the magnificent furs which covered her shoulders, 
and appeared in all her marvellous beauty, gowned in silk 
and white lace, with arms and bosom bare. Her husband 
expressed no surprise at her luxurious ways—he did not even 
notice them—he loved her solely for herself, her beauty ; and 
passion always rendered him obedient to her whims, deprived 
him of both foresight and strength. Never, too, had a more 
intoxicating charm emanated from her person than at this 

eriod. 
: That evening, however, when Delaveau, with his head 
still buzzing, looked up at her, he became anxious: ‘ What 
is the matter with you, my dear ?’ he asked. 

It was evident that she was greatly upset. Her large 
dark blue eyes, which as a rule had such a caressing expres- 
sion, now glowed with a sombre fire. Her little mouth, 
which usually smiled in such a tenderly deceitful way, 
opened, showing her strong teeth, whose lustre nothing could 
tarnish, and which seemed ready to bite. And the whole of 
ber face, which displayed such a charming oval under her 
black hair, was swollen as by a craving for violence. 

‘What is the matter with me?’ she ended by saying, 
whilst she still quivered, ‘ Nothing.’ 

Silence fell again, and amidst the lifeless quietude of that 
winter night one heard the growling of the busy Abyss, the 
blows of whose hammers continuously shook the house. As 
a rule the Delaveaus remained unconscious of it, but that 
night, in spite of the falling off in business, the huge steam- 
hammer had been set to work to forge the tube of a great 
gun in all haste; and the ground quaked, the vibrations of 
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each blow seemed to resound in that very room, coming 
thither along the light wooden gallery which connected it 
with the works. 

‘Come, there is something the matter with you,’ Delaveau 
resumed. ‘ Why won’t you tell me what it is?’ 

A gesture of wrathful impatience escaped Fernande, who 
replied : ‘Let us go to bed, that will be better.’ 

Nevertheless she did not stir; with feverish hands she 
continued twisting her fan, whilst her breath came short and 
quick, and her bosom heaved. At last she blurted out what 
was stifling her. 

‘So you went to La Guerdache this morning ?' 

‘Yes, I went there,’ answered Delaveau. 

‘And what Boisgelin has just told me is true, then? The 
works are in danger of bankruptcy, we are on the eve of ruin 
—such ruin, indeed, that I shall have to content myself with 
woollen gowns and dry bread!’ 

‘T had to tell him the truth.’ 

Fernande was trembling, and had to restrain herself from 
bursting forth into reproaches and insults at once. It was 
all over, her life of enjoyment was threatened—nay, ended. 
No more festivities, neither dinners, nor balls, nor hunts, 
would be given at La Guerdache. Its doors would be closed 
to her, for had not Boisgelin confessed that he would perhaps 
be compelled to sell the property? And her dream of re- 
turning to Paris with millions to squander was ended also. 
All that she had imagined she held within her grasp, fortune, 
luxury, and pleasure, had crumbled to pieces. Nought but 
ruin encompassed her, and that wretched Boisgelin had 
increased her exasperation by his supineness, his cowardice 
in bending his head beneath the disaster. 

‘You never tell me anything about our affairs,’ she con- 
tinued bitterly. ‘I’m treated as if I were a fool. That news 
fell on me as if the very ceilings were coming down. But if 
things are like that what are we going to do, just tell me?’ 

‘We shall work,’ Delaveau simply answered ; ‘ there is no 
other means of salvation possible.’ 

But she did not hear his last words, she had ceased to 
listen. ‘Did you for a moment imagine,’ said she, ‘that I 
should consent to remain with nothing to wear, to trudge 
about in worn-out boots and begin afresh that wretched life 
which I remember like a nightmare? Ah, no! .I’m not 
like you others, I won’t have it, I won’t. You wil have to 
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arrange something, you and Boisgelin between you, for I 
won't be poor again.’ 

Then she went on pouring forth all that was distracting 
her mind. There was her wretched youth, when living with 
her mother, the music teacher, she had failed to capture the 
prize which her great beauty had seemed to promise her—for 
after seduction she had been abandoned. And following 
upon that odious adventure, the memory of which she hid 
deep within her, had come her marriage, all calculation and 
diplomacy, the acceptance of that ugly insignificant Delaveau 
whom she had taken because she felt the need of some 
support, a husband whom she might put to use. And then 
had come a lucky stroke, the acquisition of the Abyss, the 
success of her plans, her husband procuring victory for her, 
Boisgelin conquered, La Guerdache and every luxury and 
enjoyment at her disposal. Twelve years had followed, 
replete with all the pleasures that she had tasted there, like 
the enjoyer, the perverter she was, satisfying her endless 
appetites and the dark rancour amassed within her since 
childhood, happy in lying, betraying, bringing ruin and dis- 
order with her, and, in particular, exulting over the tears 
which she drew from Suzanne’s eyes. But now, to think 
that this was not to last, that she was destined to relapse, 
vanquished, into the poverty of her former days! 

‘You must arrange something—arrange something,’ she 
repeated. ‘I won’t go bare; I won’t dispense with anything 
to which I have been accustomed ! ’ 

Delaveau, growing impatient, shrugged his sturdy 
shoulders. He was still resting his massive bulldog head, 
with projecting jaws, upon his two fists, whilst looking at her 
with his big dark eyes, his face reddened the while by the 
great heat of the fire. 

‘You were right, my dear,’ said he, ‘don’t let us talk of 
these matters, for you seem to me to be scarcely reasonable 
to-night. Iam very fond of you, as you know, and am read 
to make any sacrifice to spare you suffering. ButI hope that 
you will resign yourself to doing as I myself intend todo. I 
mean to fight as long as there is breath inmy body. If neces- 
sary I shall get up at five in the morning, live on a crust of 
bread, give my whole day to work, and no doubt I shall go to 
bed at night feeling quite content. Besides, what if you do 
have to wear more simple gowns, and have to go out on 
foot! Only the other evening you yourself were telling me 
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how all these pleasures, ever the same, wearied and disgusted 
ou!’ 

j This was true. Fernande’s blue, caressing eyes darkened 
till they almost became black as she thought of it. For some 
time bet she had failed to satisfy her passion for enjoyment. 
Though bas was unwilling to give up her present life, it palled 
upon She was full of rancour against both her husband 
and her aver. who no longer amused her, and she often won- 
dered wrathfully whether she would ever feel amused again. 
Thus, it was with insulting contempt that she had greeted the 
lamentations of Boisgelin when the latter had told her of his 
despair at being compelled to cut down his expenses. And 
this also was why she had returned home in such a passion, 
eager to bite and to destroy. 

‘Yes, yes,’ she stammered, ‘those pleasures which are 
always the same! Ah! it isn’t you who'll ever give me 
any new ones! ’ 

In the works the heavy blows of the steam hammer still 
resounded, making the ground tremble. Long had that 
hammer forged delight for her, by wringing from steel the 
wealth she coveted, whilst the grimy flock of toilers gave their 
lives in order that her own might be one of full and free enjoy- 
ment. For a moment she listened to the dolorous commotion 
of labour sounding amidst the heavy silence. Then, with her 
savage hatred increasing, she turned upon her husband. ‘It 
ig all your fault if this has happened!’ she cried, ‘I told 
Boisgelin so. If you had begun by strangling that wretched 
Luc Froment, we should not now be on the eve of ruin. But 
you have never known how to conduct business.’ 

At this Delaveau abruptly rose from his chair, and, resist- 
ing the anger which was gaining on him, retorted, ‘ Let’s go 
to bed. If we went on discussing, you would end by making 
me say things which I should regret afterwards.’ 

But she did not stir; she continued a aking so bitterly, 
80 aggressively, accusing her husband of having wrecked her 
life, that he, on his side, waxing brutal, at last exclaimed: 
‘Why, when I married you, my dear, you hadn’t a halfpenny ; 
it was I who had to buy you some clothes. You were on the 
point of falling to the streets, and where would you have been 
now ?’ 

At this, thrusting her face and bosom forward, she 
answered, with a murderous glance, ‘What! do you imagine 
that, beautiful as I was, & prince’s daughter, I should have 
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accepted such a man as you, ugly, common, and without posi- 
tion, if I had only had bread? Just look at yourself, my 
friend! I took you because you promised to win a fortune, a 
royal position for me. And if I tell you this it is because you 
have kept none of your engagements.’ 

Delaveau was now standing before her, letting her talk on, 
whilst clenching his fists and striving to retain his sangfrotd. 

‘You hear!’ she repeated, with furious obstinacy, ‘none 
of your engagements—none! No more with Boisgelin than 
with me, for it’s certainly you who have ruined the poor fellow. 
You prevailed on him to trust his money to you; you pro- 
mised him a fabulous income, and now he won’t even have 
enough money left him to buy a pair of shoes. When a man 
isn’t capable of managing a large business, my friend, he 
remains a petty clerk, and lives in a hovel with a wife ugly 
enough and stupid enough to wash a pack of children, and 
mend their socks. Yes, bankruptcy has come, and it is your 
fault; you hear me, your fault—yours! yours alone!’ 

Delaveau was unable to restrain himself any longer. 
Those savage words tortured him as if a knife had been 
turned round and round in his heart and conscience. To 
think that he had loved that woman so well, and to hear 
her speak of their marriage as a base bargain, in which on 
her side there had only been so much necessity and calcula- 
tion! For nearly fifteen years he had been striving so loyally 
and so heroically to keep the promise he had made his cousin, 
and yet she accused him of incapacity and lack of business 
knowledge! He caught hold of her bare arms with both 
hands, and shook her, saying in a low tone, as if he feared 
that the sound of his own voice might unhinge him, ‘ Be quiet, 
you unhappy woman; do not madden me!’ 

But she in her turn arose and freed herself, stammering 
with anger and pain at the sight of the red circles which his 
rough grasp had left round her delicate white arms. ‘ You 
beat me now, you blackguard, you brute!’ she cried. ‘Ah! 
you beat me, you beat me!’ 

And again she thrust forward her beautiful face, now con- 
vulsed by wrath, and spat out all her contempt full in that 
man’s countenance which she longed to lacerate with her 
nails. Never had she hated him so much; never had the 
sight of his massive bulldog figure irritated her to such a 
degree as ow. All the rancour amassed within her arose 
once more, urged her on to some irreparable insult which 
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should end everything. With instinctive cruelty she sought a 
means of inflicting some poisonous wound, something that 
should make him howl and suffer. 

‘ You are only a brute!’ she cried. ‘ You are not capable 
of directing a gang of ten men!’ 

At this singular insult, which seemed to him stupid and 
childish, Delaveau burst into convulsive laughter. And this 
laughter exasperated Fernande to such a point that she 
became half delirious. What could she say to him that 
would prove a mortal blow and bring his laughter to an end ? 

‘Yes, it was I who made you what you are!’ she ex- 
claimed. ‘If it had not been for me you would not have 
remained director of the Abyss a single year!’ 

At this he laughed all the louder: ‘You are mad, my 
dear; you say such stupid things that they don’t affect me! ’ 

‘I say foolish things, do I? So it was not thanks to me 
that you kept your place ?’ 

Confession had suddenly risen to her throat. Ah! to 
shout it full in his dog’s face, to shout that she had never 
loved him, and that she was another’s mistress. That was 
the knife-thrust which would make his laughter cease. And 
how it would relieve her! what terrible and ferocious and 
voluptuous enjoyment she would taste in that collapse of her 
life which was already crumbling to pieces! She flung her- 
self into the pit with a cry of horrible delight: ‘ The things 
I say are not stupid, for I’ve been Boisgelin’s mistress for 
twelve years past.’ 

Delaveau did not immediately understand her. Those 
horrible words, striking him full in the face, had almost 
stunned him. 

‘What is that you say ?’ 

‘I say that I’ve been Boisgelin’s mistress for twelve years 
past, and since there’s nothing left, since all is falling to 
pieces, well, there, that’s the end of it!’ 

In his turn half delirious, stammering, with his teeth 
clenched, Delaveau rushed upon her, caught hold of her arms, 
shook her, and threw her into the arm-chair. He would have 
liked to pound and annihilate all that provoking nudity which 
she displayed, her bare shoulders and bare bosom, to prevent 
her from ever insulting and torturing him again. The veil 
was at last torn away, and he saw and divined things clearly. 
She had never loved him; her life beside him had never been 
aught but hypocrisy, ruse, falsehood, and betrayal. From 
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that beautiful, polished, charming woman whom he had 
adored there suddenly emerged a she-wolf, all sombre fury 
and brutal instinct. Many things of the cause of which he had 
been ignorant had sprung from her; she was the perverter, 
the poisoner, who had slowly corrupted all around her ; hers 
was the flesh of cruelty and treachery, whose enjoyment had 
been made up of the tears and blood of others. 

But whilst he was still struggling with his stupefaction 
she insulted him again: ‘With your fists, eh, you brute! 
Oh! go on, hit, hit, like your workmen do when they are 
drunk!’ 

Then, amidst the frightful silence which fell between 
them, Delaveau heard the rhythmic blows of the steam- 
hammer, the commotion of labour which, without a pause, 
accompanied both his days and his nights. The sound 
came to him like a well-known voice, whose clear language 
acquainted him with the whole of the horrible adventure. 
Was it not Fernande, with her little teeth of unchangeable 
lustre, who had devoured all the wealth which yonder hammer 
had forged? That burning thought possessed his brain: 
she was the devourer, the one cause of the disaster, of the 
squandering of millions, of the inevitable, approaching bank- 
ruptcy. Whilst he had been heroically striving to keep his 
promises, working eighteen hours a day, endeavouring to 
save the old and crumbling world, it was she who had 
gnawed at the edifice and rotted it. She had lived there 
beside him, looking so quiet, with her soft smiling face, and 
yet she herself was the poison, the destructive agent who had 
paralysed his efforts and annihilated his work. Yes, ruin had 
ever been present beside him, at his table, in his bed, and he 
had not seen it. She had shaken everything with her little 
agile hands, and pulverised everything with her little white 
teeth. He remembered nights when she had returned from 
La Guerdache, intoxicated by the caresses of her lover, by 
the wine she had drunk, by the waltzes she had danced, by 
the money which she had flung around her, and, when she had 
slept off that intoxication, lying by his side, whilst he, with 
his eyes wide open, peering into the darkness, tortured his 
brain in striving to devise some means for saving the Abyss, 
and did not even stir for fear of disturbing her slumber. 
And this, which seemed to him the supreme horror of all, 
inspired him with mad fury and made him shout: ‘You 
ghall die!’ 
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She sat up in the chair, her elbows resting on its arms, 
her bare bosom and her charming face again thrust forward 
under her black casque of splendid hair: ‘Oh! as for that 
I’m agreeable. I've had enough of you and the others, and 
myself, and life as well! I’d rather die than live in wretched- 
ness.’ 

‘You shall die! you shall die!’ he howled, growing 
wilder and wilder, 

But he had no weapon, and vainly sought one whilst he 
turned around the room. He had not even a knife, nothing 
save his two hands, with which he might strangle her. But 
what use would that be? What could he do afterwards— 
cei he go on living? A knife would have sufficed for 

oth. 

She noticed his embarrassment, his momentary hesita- 
tion, and triumphed over it, believing that he would not 
again find the strength to kill her. And in her turn she 
began to laugh, with an insulting, taunting laugh. ‘ What! 
are you not going to kill me, then? Kill me, kill me then, if 
you dare!’ 

All at once, in the midst of his wild search for a weapon, 
Delaveau perceived the sheet-iron stove in which such a 
brasier of coke was glowing that the room seemed to be on 
fire already. And utter dementia suddenly fell upon him, 
making him forget everything, even his daughter, his fondly- 
loved Nise, who was sleeping quietly in her little room on 
the second floor. Oh! to make an end of himself, annihilate 
himself amidst the fury which transported him! Oh! to 
carry that hateful woman to death, so that she might never 
more belong to another, and to go with her, and cease to 
live, since life was now utterly soiled and wrecked ! 

She was still urging him on with her lashing, con- 
temptuous laugh. ‘ Kill me! kill me then! You are far too 
big a coward to kill me!’ 

Yes, yes, thought Delaveau, to burn everything, to destroy 
everything by a huge conflagration in which the house and 
the works alike would disappear, a conflagration which would 
complete the work of ruin carried on by that woman and her 
idiotic lover! Ay, a gigantic pyre on which he himself 
would crumble into ashes with that malignant, devouring, 
lying creature, amidst the smoking ruins of that old social 
system which he had so foolishly striven to defend. 

With a terrible kick, he overturned the stove,’and pro- 
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jected it into the middle of the room, ever repeating his 
shout: “ You shall die! you shall die!’ 

The red-hot coke spread in a red sheet over the carpet. 
Some pieces rolled as far as one of the windows. Then the 
cretonne curtains were the first to flare, whilst the carpet 
began to burn. The furniture and the walls flamed in their 
turn with overwhelming rapidity. The house, which was but 
lightly built, caught fire and sparkled and smoked like a mere 
wisp of hay. 

The rest was frightful. Fernande had sprung up in her 
terror, gathering the silk and lace of her skirts together, and 
seeking a passage where the flames would not reach them. 
She darted towards the door opening into the hall, feeling 
certain that she would have time to escape, that she would 
reach the garden at a bound. But in front of the door she 
found Delaveau, whose arms barred her passage. He looked 
so terrible that she then sprang towards the other door, 
the one which opened into the wooden gallery, connecting the 
room with the works. But it was too late to flee in that 
direction—the gallery was burning, acting like a chimney, in 
which the draught urged on the flames with such rapidity 
that the adjacent business offices were already threatened. 
So she came back to the centre of the room, stumbling, 
blinded, suffocating, full of rage and terror at feeling that 
her dress was flaring, that her uncoiled hair also was catch- 
ing fire, covering her bare shoulders with burns. And in a 
frightful voice she gasped : 

‘I will not die! I will not die! let me pass, murderer |! 
murderer !’ 

Then again she threw herself towards the door opening 
into the hall, and strove to force a passage, rushing upon her 
husband, who still stood there, erect and motionless, full of 
fierce determination. Without any violence he simply re- 
peated: ‘I tell you that you are going to die.’ 

To force him to give way, she dug her nails into his flesh, 
and then only did he catch hold of her again and bring her 
back into the centre of the room, which had now become a 
perfect brasier. And here there was a horrible battle. She 
siruggled with all her strength, which was increased tenfold 
by the dread of death; she sought the doors, the windows 
with the instinctive eagerness of a wounded animal; whilst 
he still kept her amidst the flames in which he wished to die, 
and in whieh he wished her to perish with him, in order that 
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the whole of their abominable existence might be annihilated. 
And to accomplish this he needed all the strength of his 
strong arms, for the walls were cracking, and ten times in 
succession did he have to drag her from the outlets by which 
she might have escaped. At last he imprisoned her in a 
final savage embrace, and they fell together amidst the embers 
of the flooring, whilst the last hangings burnt away like 
torches, and ardent brands rained from the woodwork over- 
head. And although she bit him, he did not release her, but 
held her fast, carrying her away into nothingness, both of 
them burning together with the same avenging fire. Soon 
all was over, the ceiling fell upon them with a great crumb- 
ling of flaming beams. 


That night at La Crécherie, as Nanet left the machinery 
gallery, where he was now serving his apprenticeship as an 
electrician, he perceived a red glow in the direction of the 
Abyss. At first he imagined that it came from the cement- 
ing furnaces. But its brightness increased, and all at once 
he understood the truth—the manager’s house was on fire. 
He experienced a sudden shock, for he thought of Nise, 
and then ran off wildly and came into collision with the 
party-wall, over which, in former times, they had both climbed 
so nimbly in order to be together. And once again, with the 
help of hands and feet, he somehow got over the wall and 
found himself in the garden, alone as yet, for no alarm had 
been given. It was, indeed, the house that was burning, and 
the frightful feature of the conflagration was that like a fire 
lighted at the base of some huge pyre, it spread from ground- 
floor to roof, without anybody within showing sign of life. 
The windows remained closed, and the door was already 
burning, in such wise that one could neither go in nor out. 
It merely seemed to Nanet that he could hear some loud 
cries and a commotion like that of some horrible death 
struggle. But at last the shutters of one of the second-floor 
windows were flung back violently, and then, amidst the 
smoke, appeared Nise, all in white, wearing only her chemise 
and a petticoat. She called for help and leant out, terrified. 

‘Don’t be frightened, don’t be frightened,’ cried Nanet in 
distraction, ‘I’m going up.’ 

He had perceived a long ladder lying alongside a shed. 
But on going to take it he found that it was chained. A 
moment of terrible anguish ensued. The lad took up a large 
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stone and struck the padlock with all his strength in order to 
break it. Meantime the flames were roaring, and the whole 
of the first floor took fire amidst such an outpouring of smoke 
and sparks, that at certain moments Nise, up above, quite 
disappeared from sight. Nanet still heard her cries, however, 
which grew wilder and wilder, and he struck and struck 
the padlock, whilst calling in response: ‘ Wait! wait! I'm 
coming !’ 

At last the padlock was crushed and he was able to take 
the ladder. He never remembered afterwards how he had 
managed to set it erect. It was a prodigious feat; but he 
was able to rear it under the window. Then, however, he 
perceived that it was too short, and such was his despair at 
the discovery that his courage wavered. Boy hero that he 
was, only sixteen years of age, he was resolved to save that 
young girl of thirteen, his friend and playmate; but he was 
losing his head, and no longer knew how to act. 

Nevertheless, he called again: ‘Wait! wait! It doesn’t 
matter, I’ll come somehow!’ 

At that moment one of the two servant girls, whose garret 
bedroom had a window opening on to the roof, managed to 
get out, clutching hold of the guttering. But, maddened by 
terror, imagining that the flames were already reaching her, 
she suddenly leapt into space and fell, dead, with her skull 
broken, beside the flight of steps. 

Nanet, unhinged by Nise’s cries, which had become more 
and more frightful, fancied that she also was about to jump 
out. He pictured her lying at his feet, covered with blood, 
and he raised a last terrible call: ‘Don’t jump; I’m coming, 
I’m coming !’ 

Then, in spite of everything, the young fellow ascended 
the ladder, and when he reached the burning first floor he 
entered the house by one of the windows whose panes had 
been burst by the violence of the heat. Help was now 
arriving ; there were a number of people already on the road 
and in the garden. And the throng spent some minutes of 
frightful anxiety in watching one child save the other with 
such wild bravery. The conflagration was still and ever 
spreading ; the walls cracked, and the very ladder seemed to 
ignite as it stood against the house front, whilst neither the 
boy nor the girl reappeared. But at last Nanet came back, 
carrying Nise on his shoulders as a shepherd may carry a 
Taint: H8 had managed to climb through the furnace from 
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one story to the other, take her up, and come down again; 
but his hair was singed and his clothes were burning, and 
when he had slipped, rather than stepped, down the ladder 
with his well-loved burden, both he and she were covered with 
burns and fell fainting in one another’s arms, clasped in so 
close an embrace that they had to be carried thus to La 
Crécherie, whither Scourette, who had now been warned, 
repaired to nurse them. 

Half an hour later the house fell; not a stone of it 
remained standing. And the worst was that the fire, after 
reaching the general offices by way of the wooden gallery, had 
now gained the neighbouring buildings, and was devouring 
the great hall where the puddling-furnaces and the rolling- 
machinery were installed. The entire works were in danger ; 
the fire blazed amidst those old buildings, almost all of which 
were of dry woodwork. It was said that the Delaveaus’ other 
servant, having managed to escape by way of the kitchen, had 
been the first to give the alarm to the night-shifts, who had 
hurried up from the works. But they had no fire-engine, and 
nothing could be done till their comrades of La Crécherie, 
headed by Luc himself, came in brotherly fashion to the help 
of the rival establishment with both engine and firemen. 
The Beauclair fire brigade, whose organisation was very defec- 
tive, only turned upafterwards. And it was too late to save the 
Abyss; it was now blazing from one to the other end of its 
sordid workshops over an expanse of several acres, forming & 
huge brasier whence emerged only the lofty chimneys and the 
tower in which great cannon were tempered. 

When the dawn rose after that night of disaster numerous 
groups of people still stood before the smouldering wreckage 
under the livid, chilly November sky. The Beauclair autho- 
rities, Sub-Prefect Chatelard and Mayor Gourier, had not 
quitted the scene of the catastrophe, and Judge Gaume was 
with them, as well as his son-in-law, Captain Jollivet. Abbé 
Marle, warned late, only arrived when it was light, and was 
soon followed by a stream of inquisitive folk, bourgeois and 
shopkeepers, the Mazelles, the Laboques, the Caffiaux, and 
even Dacheux. A gust of terror was sweeping by; one and 
all spoke with bated breath, their great anxiety being to know 
how such a catastrophe could possibly have taken place. 
Only one witness remained, the servant-girl who had managed 
to escape. She related that Madame had returned from La 
Guerdache about midnight, and that immediately afterwardy 
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there had been some loud shouting, after which the flames 
had suddenly appeared. People listgned to her, and repeated 
her story in low tones; and those who had been intimate with 
the Delaveaus divined the frightful tragedy which had taken 
place. It was evident, as the servant said, that Monsieur and 
Madame had perished in the fire. The horror, which was 
spreading, increased still further on the arrival of Boisgelin, 
who had to be helped out of his carriage, such was his faint- 
ness and pallor. He ended by swooning, and Doctor Novarre 
had to attend to him there, before that Held of ruin where the 
remnants of his fortune were smoking, and where the bones 
of Delaveau and Fernande were at last crumbling into dust. 

However, Luc continued directing the last efforts made by 
his men to save the still burning gallery where the steam- 
hammer was installed. Jordan, wrapped in a rug, obstinately 
remained in spite of the intense cold. Bonnaire, who had 
arrived one of the first, had distinguished himself by his 
courage in saving such machinery and appliances as was 
possible. Bourron, Fauchard, and all the other former hands 
of the Abyss who had gone to La Crécherie, helped him, 
exerted themselves devotedly on that ground which they knew 
so well, where they had toiled for so many dolorous years. 
But destiny in its fury seemed to have transformed itself into 
a hurricane. In spite of all the efforts, everything was carried, 
swept away, and annihilated. Fire the avenger, fire the 
purifier had fallen upon the walls like lightning, razed every- 
thing, cleared the expanse of the ruins with which the down- 
fall of the old world had littered it. And now the work was 
done, the ground stretched away clear and open, and the rising 
city of justice and peace might carry its conquering waves of 
houses even to the end of the great plains. 

All at once Lange, the potter, the Anarchist, who stood in 
one of the groups of people, was heard saying in his rough 
but jovial voice: ‘No, no, I haven’t to pride myself on it, 
for I didn’t light it. But, no matter, it’s fine work, and it’s 
rather funny that the masters should help us by roasting 
themselves.’ 

He was referring to the conflagration. And such was 
the shudder that passed through all his listeners that none 
attempted to silence him. The feelings of the throng impelled 
it towards the victorious forces; the authorities of Beauclair 
congratulated Luc on his devotion; the tradespeople and 
petty bourgeois surrounded the workers of La Crécherie, at 
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last openly ranging themselves upon their side. Lange was 
right; there are tragic hours when decaying soeieties, stricken 
with madness, fling themselves upon the pyre. And now, of 
all those grimy works of the Abyss, where the wage-system 
had gasped in the last hours of dishonouring, accursed toil, 
there only remained against the grey sky a few crumbling 
walls supporting the frameworks of roofs, above which the 
high chimneys and the tempering tower alone rose up, useless 
and woebegone. 

That morning, about eleven o’elock, when the sun at last 
made up its mind to show itself, Monsieur Jéréme passed by 
in his bath-chair propelled by a servant. He was making 
his usual promenade. He had just followed the Combettes 
road, skirting the works and the growing town of La Crécherie, 
which looked so bright and gay in the dry, sunshiny weather. 
And now he beheld the field of defeat, the Abyss sacked and 
destroyed by the justice-dealing violence of the flames. For 
a long time his clear and empty eyes, as transparent as spring 
water, gazed upon the scene. He spoke no word, he made 
no gesture; he simply looked, and then was wheeled away, 
nothing about him telling whether he had really seen and 
understood, 
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BOOK III 


I 


THE blow was a terrible one at La Guerdache. Ruin sud- 
denly fell upon that residence of luxury and pleasure, which 
had continually resounded with festivities. A hunt had to 
be countermanded, and it was necessary to stop the grand 
Tuesday dinners. The numerous domestics would have to 
be discharged en masse, and there was already some talk of 
the sale of the carriages, horses, and kennels. All the noisy 
life of the gardens and park, the endless affluence of visitors, 
had ceased. In the huge house itself the drawing-rooms, 
dining-room, billiard-room, and smoking-room became so 
many deserts, quivering with the blast of disaster. It was a 
stricken dwelling agonising in the sudden solitude born of 
misfortune. 

To and fro through that infinite sadness went Boisgelin 
like a woeful shadow. Utterly overcome, with his mind 
almost unhinged, he spent the most frightful days, at a loss 
what to do with himself, wandering about like a soul in 
distress amidst the downfall of his life of enjoyment. He 
was at bottom a sorry being, a horseman and clubman, an 
amiable mediocrity whose fine presence and correct, proud 
mien—the mien of the fool who wears a single eyeglass— 
collapsed entirely at the first tragic gust of truth and justice. 
He had hitherto taken his pleasures like one convinced that 
they were due to him; he had never done the slightest work 
in his life; he imagined himself to be different from others— 
a privileged being, one of the elect, born to be fed and amused 
by the labour of others—and so how could he have under- 
stood the catastrophe which had so logically fallen upon him ? 
His egotistical creed had received too severe a shock, and he 
remained, in dismay before the future, respecting which he 
had not previously felt any disquietude. In the depths of his 
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bewilderment there was particularly the terror of the idler, 
the kept-man, one who was utterly upset by the thoughi thut 
he was incapable of earning his living. As Delaveau was 
gone, from whom could he now demand the profits which 
had been promised him on the day when he had invested his 
capital in the Abyss? The works were burnt, the capital 
had vanished in the ruins, and where would he now find the 
money to live? He roamed like & madman through the 
deserted gardens and the lugubrious house without finding 
an answer to that question. 

At firsi, on the evening following the tragedy, Boisgelin 
was haunted by thoughts of the frightful death of Delaveau 
and Fernande. He could have no doubt on the matter, for 
he remembered in what a mood the young woman had left 
him—full of wrath and pouring forth threats against her 
husband. It was certainly Delaveau who, after some terrible 
scene. had set fire to the house in order to destroy both the 
guilty woman and himself. In that vengeance, for a mere 
enjoyer of life like Boisgelin, there was a sombre ferocity, a 
monstrous violence, which inspired him with unending fright. 
But the greatest blow was to understand that he was deficient 
in strength of intellect, and that he lacked the necessary 
energy to set his affairs in order. From morning till evening 
he ruminated over various plans without knowing which to 
adopt. Would it be best to try to resuscitate the works, seek 
money and an engineer, endeavour to establish a company to 
carry on the business? He feared that he might not succeed 
in such attempts, for the losses were very great, and must in 
the first instance be made good. Ought he not rather to 
wait for a purchaser who would take the land, and such plant 
and materials as had been saved, at his risk and peril? But 
Boisgelin greatly doubted whether such a purchaser would 
ever turn up, and in particular he doubted whether he would 
obtain from him a sufficiently large sum to liquidate the 
situation. Moreover, the question of his future life still 
remained to be settled; for the estate of La Guerdache was 
aN expensive one to keep up, and perhaps at the end of the 
et he would no longer have enough money to buy even 

read. 

In this emergency one sole creature took pity on the 
wretched, trembling, forsaken man, who soained about his 
empty house like a lost child, and this was Suzanne} his wife, 
that woman full of heroic gentleness whom he had so cruelly 
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outraged. At the outset, when he had imposed his liaison 
with Fernande upon her, she had again and again resolved 
upon asserting herself and driving the intruder, the strange 
woman, from her house; but in the end she had invariably 
refrained from taking that course, for she felt certain that if 
she were to drive Fernande away, her infatuated husband 
would follow her. Then, their relative positions being settled, 
Suzanne had taken a room for herself and had become a wife 
in name only, keeping up appearances in the presence of 
visitors, but devoting herself entirely to the education of 
Paul, whom she wished to save from disaster. Had it not 
been for that dear child, fair and gentle like herself, she 
would never have become resigned to the position. It was 
he who had brought about her renunciation, her sacrifice. 
She had removed him as much as possible from the influence 
of his unworthy father, anxious that his mind and heart, in 
which by way of consolation she hoped to cultivate sense and 
kindlinegss, should belong to herself alone. In this wise years 
went by, amidst the delight of seeing him grow up reasonable 
and affectionate; and it was only from a distance, so to say, 
that Suzanne had beheld the slow ruin of the Abyss and the 
growing prosperity of La Crécherie. Like her husband, she 
had no doubt whatever that Delaveau, informed of the truth, 
had personally fired that huge pyre in order to destroy him- 
self with that corrupting, devouring creature, his guilty wife. 
Suzanne shuddered as she thought of it, and asked herself 
if she had not in some small degree contributed to the 
catastrophe by her own resignation, her weakness, in 
tolerating betrayal and shame in her own home during so 
many years. If she had only rebelled at the outset, perhaps 
the crime would never have reached that climax. And her 
qualms of conscience quite upset her, and moved her to com- 
passion for the wretched man whom, since the days of the 
catastrophe, she had seen roaming about like one demented, 
through the deserted garden and the empty house. 

One morning, as she herself was crossing the grand 
drawing-room where Boisgelin had given so many fetes, she 
perceived him there huddled up on an arm-chair, and sobbing 
and weeping like a child. She was quite stirred, filled with 
pity at the sight. And she, who for many years had never 
spoken to him unless it were necessary to do so in the presence 
of guests drew near and said, ‘It is not in despairing that 
you will find the strength you need.’ 
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Amazed at seeing her there, at hearing her speak to him, 
he looked at her through the tears which blurred his eyes. 

‘ Yes,’ she continued, ‘it is of no use roaming about from 
morning till night—you must find courage in yourself, you 
will not find it elsewhere.’ 

He made a gesture expressive of desolation, and answered 
in a faint voice: ‘I am so much alone.’ 

He was not by nature an evilly disposed man; he was 
simply a fool and a weakling, one of those cowards whom 
egotistical pleasure turns into brutes. And it was with 
such utter dejection that he complained of the solitude in 
which she left him amidst his misfortune, that she again felt 
very touched. 

‘You mean,’ she said, ‘that you wished to be alone. 
Since those frightful occurrences why have you not come to 
m 9 


‘Good God!’ he stammered, ‘can you forgive me ?’ 

Then he caught hold of her hands, which she left in his 
grasp, and, overwhelmed and wildly repentant, confessed his 
fault. He acknowledged nothing but what she knew already, 
his long betrayal, the mistress whom he had brought into his 
home, that woman who had maddened him and urged him on 
to ruin; but in accusing himself he displayed such passionate 
frankness that Suzanne was touched as by some spontaneous 
confession which he might have spared himself. 

‘It is true,’ he ended by saying, ‘I have wronged you so 
long, I have behaved abominably. Ah! why did you aban- 
don me, why did you try nothing to win me back ?’ 

His words awoke in her those qualms of conscience, the 
covert remorse which she felt at the thought that she had 
perhaps not done all her duty, that she had erred in not 
trying to stop him on his downward course. And the recon- 
ciliation which pity had initiated was completed by a feeling 
of indulgence. Are not the most pure, the most heroic 
partially responsible at times, when the weak and the erring 
succumb around them ? 

‘Yes,’ she said, ‘I ought to have battled more, but I was 
too intent on sparing my pride and procuring quietude. We 
peas ohh need of forgetfulness, we must regard all the past 
as dead.’ 

Then, as their son Paul happened to pass through the 
garden under the windows, she called him indoors.: He was 
now a big fellow of eighteen, intelligent and refined, @ son 
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after her own image, very affectionate and very sensible, free 
from all caste prejudices, and ready to live on the fruit of 
his own exertions whenever circumstances might require it. 
He had begun to take a passionate interest in the land, and 
spent whole days at the farm, busy with questions of culture, 
the germination of seed and harvesting of crops. As it hap- 
pened, when his mother asked him to come in for a moment, 
he was about to repair to Feuillat’s to see a new type of 
plough. 

‘Come in, my boy, your father is in great grief, and I 
wish you to kiss him,’ said Suzanne. 

There had been a rupture between father and son as 
between husband and wife. Won over entirely to his mother’s 
side, Paul, in growing up, had felt nothing but cold respect 
for his father, whose conduct, he divined, must be the cause 
of his mother’s frequent sorrow. Thus he now came into the 
drawing-room, feeling both surprised and moved, and fora 
few seconds remained gazing at his parents, whom he found 
so pale, so upset by emotion. Then, understanding the posi- 
tion, he kissed his father very affectionately, and flung his 
arms around his mother’s neck, anxious to embrace her also 
with all his heart. The family bond was formed once more, 
and there came a happy moment, when one might have 
believed that agreement would henceforth be complete 
between them. 

When Suzanne in her turn had kissed her son, Boisgelin 
had to restrain a fresh flow of tears. ‘Good, good! now we 
allagree. Ah! that gives me some courage again. We are 
in such a terrible position! We shall have to come to some 
arrangement, take some decision.’ 

They went on talking for a little while, all three of them 
seated there together ; for Boisgelin felt a desire to unburden 
himself and confide in that woman and that lad after roam- 
ing about alone so distressfully. He reminded Suzanne how 
they had bought the Abyss for a million, and La Guerdache 
for five hundred thousand francs, out of the two millions 
which had remained to them, the one which had formed her 
dowry, and the other which had been saved in the wreck of 
his own fortune. The five hundred thousand francs left out 
of the two millions had been handed to Delaveau, and had 
served as working capital for the Abyss. All their money 
was thuseinvested in that enterprise, but unfortunately during 
recent financial embarrassments it had been necessary to 
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borrow six hundred thousand francs, a debt which had 
weighed heavily upon the business. It really seemed as if 
the works were quite dead since they were burnt, and besides, 
before erecting them atresh it would be necessary to pay the 
debt of six hundred thousand francs. 

‘Then what do you intend to do?’ Suzanne inquired. 

Boisgelin thereupon explained the two solutions between 
which he hesitated, unable to adopt either, so great were the 
difficulties which attended both. On the one hand they 
might rid themselves of everything, sell what remained of 
the Abyss for what it would fetch—that is, no doubt, barely 
enough to pay the outstanding debt of six hundred thousand 
francs; or, on the other hand, they might try to find fresh 
funds, and establish a company, to which he would belong 
by contributing the land and the plant that had been saved. 
But here again there seemed little hope of effectii.2z such a 
combination. Mcantime, a solution was every day becoming 
more necessary, for their ruin was growing more and more 
complete. 

‘We also have La Guerdache—we can sell it,’ remarked 
Suzanne. 

‘Oh! sell La Guerdache!’ he answered in a despairing 
way. ‘Part with this property to which we are so accus- 
tomed, so attached! And all to go and hide ourselves in 
some wretched hovel! What a downfall it would be, what a 
lot more grief it would bring!’ 

Suzanne became grave again, for she well perceived that 
he was not resigned to the idea of leading a reasonable modest 
life. ‘We shall inevitably have to come to it, my friend,’ 
said she. ‘ We cannot continue living upon such a footing.’ 

‘No doubt, no doubt, we shall sell La Guerdache, but 
later on, when an opportunity presents itself. If we were to 
put it up for sale now we should not obtain half its value, for 
in doing so we should confess our ruin, and the whole district 
would league itself against us to rejoice and speculate on our 
misfortunes.’ Then he added more direct arguments: ‘ Besides, 
my dear, La Guerdache belongs to you. As is stated in the deeds, 
the five hundred thousand francs of the purchase money were 
taken from your dowry, the remaining five hundred thousand 
francs of which formed half of the million which the Abyss 
cost us. Whilst we are co-proprietors of the works, La 
Guerdache is entirely your own property, and I simply desire 
to keep it for you as long as possible.’ 
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Buzanne did not wish to insist on the subject, but she 
made a gesture as if to say that she had long since resigned 
herself to every sacrifice. Her husband was looking at her, 
and all at once he seemed to remember something. 

‘Oh, by the way,’ he exclaimed, ‘I’ve a question to ask 
a Have you ever seen your old friend, Monsieur Luc 

roment, again ?’ 

She remained for a moment stupefied. Following upon 
the foundation of La Crécherie and the acute rivalry which 
had ensued between that enterprise and the Abyss, had come 
a rupture with Luc, a rupture which had not been the slightest 
of her sorrows amongst her many bitter experiences. She felt 
that she had lost in Luc a cordial, consoling, brotherly friend 
who would have helped and sustained her. But once again 
she had resigned herself, and whenever she had chanced to 
meet him at long intervals, on one of the few occasions when 
she went out, she had never spoken to him. He imitated 
her discretion and renunciation, and it seemed as if their 
old intimacy were quite dead. Still this did not prevent 
Suzanne from taking quite a passionate interest in Luc’s 
enterprise, an interest of which she spoke to nobody. In 
secret she remained upon his side in the generous efforts 
which he was making to set a little more justice and love 
upon the earth. Thus she had suffered with him and tri- 
umphed with him, and when at one moment she had imagined 
him to be dead, killed by Ragu’s knife-thrust, she had 
for forty-eight hours shut herself up alone, far away from 
everybody. 

In the depths of her grief she had then discovered an in- 
tolerable anguish; that /caison with Josine which Ragu’s crime 
had revealed to her left a torturing wound in her heart. 
Had she then been in love with Luc without knowing it? 
Perhaps so, for had she not dreamt of the joy, the pride that 
she would have felt at having such a husband as he, one who 
would have turned fortune to such good and magnificent 
use? Had she not thought, too, that she would have helped 
him, and that between them they would have accomplished 
prodigies in the cause of peace and kindness? But he grew 
well again, and was now the husband of Josine; and Suzann- 
felt everything crumbling once more, leaving her nought but 
the abnegation of a sacrificed wife, of a mother who only 
continued diving for her son’s sake. From that moment 
Luc ceased to exist for her, and the question which her 
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husband had now put revived what seemed to be such a 
distant past that she was unable to hide her surprise. 

‘How can I have seen Monsieur Froment again?’ she at 
last answered. ‘You know that for more than ten years all 
intercourse between us has been broken off.’ 

But Boisgelin quietly shrugged his shoulders. ‘Oh! that 
doesn’t prevent it; you might have met him and have spoken 
to him. You agreed so well together formerly. So you have 
kept up no relations with him at all?’ 

‘No,’ she answered, somewhat sharply. ‘If I had, you 
would know it.’ 

Her astonishment was increasing; she felt hurt by her 
husband’s insistence; ashamed, too, at being questioned in 
that manner. What could be his object? why did he wish 
that she had kept up relations with Luc? In her turn she 
felt inquisitive, and inquired: ‘ Why do you ask me that?’ 

‘Oh! for nothing—only an idea which occurred to me 
just now.’ 

Finally, he reverted to the subject, and revealed what he 
had on his mind. ‘This is it. I was telling you a little while 
ago that we could adopt one of two courses; either sell the 
Abyss, rid ourselves of everything, or start a company to which 
I should belong. Well, there’s also a third course, a com- 
bination, as it were, of both the others, and that would be to 
sell the Abyss to La Crécherie, but in such a way as to reserve 
to ourselves the larger part of the profits. Do you under- 
stand ?’ 

‘No, not exactly.’ 

‘But it is very simple. That fellow Luc must havea great 
desire to acquire our land. Well, he has done us enough 
harm; is that not so? And it ig quite legitimate that we 
should get a large sum out of him. And our salvation 
certainly lies in that direction, particularly if we acquire an 
interest in the business which would enable us to keep La 
a without need of retrenchment in our manner of 

6.” 

Suzanne listened with sorrow and dismay. What! he 
was still the same man as formerly; that frightful lesson had 
not corrected him! He only dreamt of speculating on others, 
of deriving profit from the situation in which they found 
themselves. And in particular he still had one sole object, 
that of doing nothing, of remaining an idler, » kept-man, 
otherwise a capitalist. In the wild despair amidst which he 


WORK 333 


had been struggling sinee the eatastrophe there had been but 
terror, hatred of work, and one haunting thought: how eould 
he so arrange matters that he might continue to live, doing 
nothing? His tears were already dry, and now, all at once, 
he peappoaret such as he really was—a man intent on enjoy- 
ment. 

However, Suzanne wished to know everything. 

‘But what have I to do with this matter?’ she inquired ; 
‘why did you ask me if I had kept up any relations with 
Monsieur Froment ?’ 

‘Oh, mon Diew!’ he quietly replied; ‘ because that would 
have facilitated the overtures which I think of making to 
him. As you can understand, after years of rupture, it is 
not easy to approach a man to discuss questions of interest, 
whereas things would be much easier if he had remained 
your friend. In that case you yourself, perhaps, might have 
seen him, spoken to him ; 

With a sudden wave of her hand Suzanne stopped her 
husband: ‘I would never have spoken to Monsieur Froment 
under such circumstances. You forget that I had a sisterly 
affection for him.’ 

Ah, the wretched being! So now he had sunk to so low a 
degree of baseness that he was ready to speculate on such 
affection as Luc might have retained for her, and it was she 
whom he thought of employing to touch his adversary, in such 
wise that the latter might then be more easily conquered. 

Boisgelin must have understood that he had hurt Su- 
zanne’s feelings, for he could see that she had become much 
paler and colder, as if she had again withdrawn from him. 
He wished to efface that bad impression. ‘ You are right,’ 
said he, ‘ business is not a thing for women to attend to. As 
you say, also, you could not have undertaken such a com- 
mission. But all the same I am well pleased with my idea, 
for the more I think it over, the more convinced I feel that 
our salvation lies in it. I shall prepare my plan of attack, 
and find a means of opening up intercourse with the director 
of La Crécherie—unless, indeed, I allow him to take the first 
steps, which would be a more skilful course.’ 

He was quite enlivened by the hope of duping another and 
deriving sustenance and pleasure from him as he had hitherto 
done. There would still be something good in life if one 
could live it with white and idle hands, ignorant of work. 
He rose, gave a sigh of relief, and looked on the great park. 
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It seemed more extensive still on that clear winter day, and 
he hoped to give fétes in it again as soon as the spring should 
come. Finally he exclaimed: ‘It would really be too stupid 
for us to distress ourselves. Can folk like ourselves ever 
become paupers ?’ 

Suzanne, who had remained seated, felt her painful sadness 
increase. For a moment she had entertained the naive hope 
of reforming that man, and now she perceived that every 
tempest and revolution might pass over him without bringing 
amendment, or even understanding of the new times. The 
ancient system of the exploitation of man by man was in his 
blood, he could only live on others. He would always remain 
8 big bad child who would fall to her charge later on should 
justice ever do its work. And thus she could only regard him 
with great and bitter pity. 

Throughout that long conversation Paul had remained 
motionless, listening to his parents with his usual gentle, in- 
telligent, and loving expression. All the feelings which in 
turn agitated his mother were reflected in his large pensive 
eyes. He was in constant communion with her, and suffered 
like herself at seeing how unworthy his father was. She at 
last perceived his painful embarrassment, and asked him: 
‘Where were you going just now, my child ?’ 

‘I was going to the farm, mother; Feuillat must have 
received the new plough for the winter ploughing.’ 

Boisgelin laughed : ‘ And that interests you?’ he asked. 

‘Why yes, father. At Les Combettes they have steam 
ploughs which turn up furrows several thousand yards long 
now that all the fields have been joined together; and it is 
superb to see the land turned up like that and fertilised.’ 

He was overflowing with youthful enthusiasm. His 
mother, who felt touched by it, smiled at him. ‘Go, go, my 
boy,’ she said, ‘go and see the new plough, and work—your 
health will be all the better for it.’ 

During the ensuing days Suzanne noticed that her hus- 
band evinced no haste in putting his project into execution. 
It seemed as if he deemed it sufficient to have discovered a 
solution which in his opinion would savethem all. That done 
he relapsed into indolence, incapable of any effort. However, 
there was another big child at La Guerdache, whose manner 
suddenly caused Suzanne considerable disquietude. Monsieur 
Jéréme, her grandfather, who had just reached the advanced 
age of eighty-eight, in spite of the species of living death to 
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which paralysis had reduced him, still led a silent and retired 
existence, having no intercourse with the outer world apart 
from his frequent promenades in the bath-chair which a 
servant propelled. Suzanne alone entered his room and 
ministered to his wants, evincing the same loving attention 
as she had already shown when a mere girl, thirty years 
previously, in that same large ground-floor room looking 
towards the park. She was so accustomed to the old man’s 
clear, fathomless eyes, which seemed, as it were, full of 
spring water, that she was able to detect the slightest shadow 
that passed over them. Now, since the recent tragical events, 
those eyes had darkened somewhat after the fashion of water 
when rising sand renders it turbid. For many monotonous 
years Suzanne had seen nothing in them, and finding them 
so limpid and so empty had imagined that power of thought 
had for ever departed from her grandfather. But was it now 
returning? Did not those shadows in Monsieur Jéréme’s 
eyes, and his feverishness of manner, indicate a possible 
awakening ? Perhaps, indeed, he had always retained his 
consciousness and intelligence; perhaps, too, by some kind of 
miracle, now when he was drawing nigh to death, the hard 
physical bond of paralysis was relaxing in some slight 
measure, releasing him from the silence and immobility in 
which he had so long lived imprisoned. It was with grow- 
ing astonishment and anguish that Suzanne watched that 
slow work of deliverance. 

One night the servant who propelled Monsieur Jéréme’s 
bath chair ventured to stop her just as she was coming from 
the old man’s room, quite stirred by the living glance with 
which he had watched her depart, ‘Madame,’ said the ser- 
vant, ‘I made up my mind to tell you. It seems to me that 
there is a change in Monsieur. To-day he spoke.’ 

‘What ! he spoke?’ she answered, thunderstruck. 

‘Yes, even yesterday I fancied that I could hear him 
stammering words in an undertone when we halted for a little 
while on the Brias road in front of the Abyss. But to-day, 
when we passed before La Crécherie, he certainly spoke, I'm 
sure of it.’ 

‘ And what did he say ?’ 

‘Ah, madame, I did not understand, his words were dis- 
connected, one couldn’t make sense of them.’ 

From that moment Suzanne, full of anxious solicitude, 
had a close watch kept upon her grandfather. The servant 
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received orders to report to her every evening what had hap- 
pened during the day. In this wise she was able to follow 
the growing fever which seemed to have come upon Monsieur 
Jéréme. He was possessed by a desire to see and hear, he 
made it plain by signs that he wished to have his outings 
prolonged, as if he were eager for the sights which he found 
upon the roads. But he particularly insisted on being taken 
each day to the same spots, either the Abyss or La Orécherie, 
and he never wearied of contemplating the former’s sombre 
ruins and the latter’s gay prosperity. He compelled his ser- 
vant to slacken his pace, made him go past the same spot 
several times, and all the while he more and more distinctly 
stammered those disjointed words, whose sense was not yet 
apparent. Suzanne, quite upset by this awakening, at last 
sent for Doctor Novarre, whose opinion she was anxious to 
ascertain. 

‘Doctor,’ said she, after explaining the case to him, ‘ you 
cannot conceive how it frightens me. It is as if I were 
witnessing a resurrection. My heart contracts, it all appears 
to me like some prodigious sign announcing extraordinary 
events.’ 

Novarre smiled at her nervousness, and wished to see things 
nimeself. But it was not easy to deal with Monsieur Jéréme ; 
he had closed his door to doctors as well as to others; and 
besides, as his ailment admitted of no treatment, Novarre had 
for years abstained from making any attempt to enter his 
room. In the present instance the doctor had to wait for the 
old man in the park, where he bowed to him as he passed in 
his bath chair. Next he followed him along the road, and 
on drawing near saw that his eyes began to gleam whilst his 
lips parted, and a vague stammering came from them. In 
his turn Novarre felt astonished and stirred. 

‘You were quite right, Madame,’ he came to tell Suzanne, 
‘ the case is a very singularone. We are evidently in presence 
of some crisis affecting the whole organism, and arising from 
some great internal shock.’ 

‘But what do you expect will happen, doctor ?’ Suzanne 
anxiously inquired, ‘and what can we do?’ 

‘Oh, we can do nothing, that is unfortunately certain, and 
as for foresecing what such a condition may lead to, I won't 
attempt it. Yet I ought to tell you that if such cases are very 
rare they do occasionally occur. Thus I remember examining 
at the asylum of Saint-Cron an old man who had’been shut 
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up there for nearly forty years, and whom the keepers, to the 
best of their remembrance, had never once heard speak. 
Quite suddenly, however, he appeared to awake, at first spenk- 
ing in a confused manner, and then very plainly, whereupon 
an interminable flow of speech set in—whole hours of ceaseless 
chatter. But the extraordinary part of it was that this old 
man, who was regarded as an idiot, had seen, heard, and 
understood everything during his forty years of apparent 
slumber. And when he recovered the power of speech it was 
an endless narrative of his sensations and recollections stored 
furs him since his entry into the asylum that poured from 
is lips.’ 

Although Suzanne strove to hide the frightful emotion 
into which this example threw her, she could not help shud- 
see ‘And what became of that unhappy man?’ she 
asked. 

Nevarre hesitated for a second, then replied: ‘ He died 
three days afterwards. I must own it, madame, a crisis of 
that sort is almost always a symptom of approaching dissolu- 
tion. One finds in it the eternal symbol of the lamp which 
throws up a last flame before going out.’ 

Deep silenee reigned. Suzanne had become very pale. 
The icy breath of death swept by. But it was not so much 
the thought that her unhappy grandfather would soon die 
that pained her—she had another poignant fear. Had he 
seen, heard, and understood everything throughout his long 
eng even after the fashion of the old man of Saint- 

ron ? 

At last she summoned sufficient bravery to ask another 
question : ‘Do you think, doctor,’ she inquired, ‘ that intelli- 
gence has quite departed from our dear patient? In your 
opinion does he understand, does he think?’ 

Novarre made a vague gesture, the gesture of the scientist 
who does not consider it right to venture on any pronounce- 
ment respecting matters outside the pale of scientific cer- 
tainty. 

‘Oh! you ask me too much, madame,’ said he. ‘ Every- 
thing is possible in that mystery, the human brain, into which 
we still penetrate with so much difficulty. Intelligence can 
certainly remain intact after the loss of speech; because one 
cannot speak it does not follow that one is unable to think. 
However, I may say that I should formerly have believed 
in a perthanent weakening of all Monsieur Jéréme’s mental 
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reaps I should have thought him sunk im senile infancy 
or ever.’ 

‘ Still, it is possible that he may have retained his faculties 
intact.’ 

‘ Quite possible ; I even begin to suspect that such is the 
case, as is indicated by that awakening of his whole being, 
and that return of speech which seems to be coming back to 
him gradually.’ 

This conversation left Suzanne in a state of dolorous 
horror. Sbe could no longer linger in her grandfather’s 
room and witness his slow resurrection without a secret 
feeling of alarm. If amidst the mute rigidity in which he 
had been chained by paralysis he had indeed seen, heard, and 
understood everything, what a terrible drama must have 
filled his long silence! For more than thirty years he had 
remained an impassive witness, as it were, of the decline of 
his race, those clear eyes of his had beheld the rout of his 
descendants, a downfall accelerated from father to son by the 
vertigo born of wealth. In the devouring blaze of enjoyment 
two generations had sufficed to consume the fortune which 
his father and he had built up, and which he had deemed so 
firm. He had seen his son Michel ruin himself for worthless 
women directly he became a widower, and blow his brains 
out with a pistol-shot ; whilst his daughter Laure, losing her 
head in mysticism, entered a convent; and his second son, 
Philippe, married to a hussy, perished in a duel after an 
imbecile career. He had also seen his grandson Gustave 
impel his father Michel to suicide by robbing him of his 
mistress and of the hundred thousand francs that he had 
collected for his business payments; whilst at the same time 
his other grandson André, Philippe’s child, was relegated to 
alunaticasylum. He had further seen Boisgelin, the husband 
of his granddaughter Suzanne, purchase the imperilled Abyss, 
and confide its management to a poor cousin, Delaveau, who, 
after restoring it to prosperity for a brief period, had reduced 
it to ashes on the night when he had discovered the betrayal 
of his wife Fernande and that coxcomb Boisgelin—the pair 
of them maddened by such a craving for luxury and pleasure 
that they had destroyed all around them. And he had seen 
the Abyss, his well-loved work, so small and modest when he 
had inherited it from his father, so greatly enlarged by 
himself, he had seen that Abyss, which he had hoped his race 
would make a city, the empire as it were of iron ahd steel, 
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decline so rapidly that with the second generation of his 
descendants not a stone of it remained standing. Finally, 
he had seen his race, in which creative power had accumulated 
so slowly through a long line of wretched toilers, till it had 
burst forth at last in his father and himself; he had seen his 
race spoilt, debased, and destroyed by the abuse of wealth, 
as if nothing of the Qurignons’ heroic passion for work 
glowed among his grandchildren. And thus how frightful 
must be the story amassed in the brain of that octogenarian, 
what & procession of terrible occurrences, synthetising a whole 
century of effort, and casting light on the past, the present, 
and the future of a family! And what a terrifying thing, 
too, it was that the brain in which that story had seemed to 
slumber should at last slowly awaken to life, and that every- 
thing should threaten to come forth from it, in a great flood 
of truth, if indeed the tongue that already stammered should 
end by speaking plainly ! 

It was for that terrible awakening that Suzanne now 
waited with growing anxiety. She and her son were the last 
of the race; Paul was the sole heir of the Qurignons. Aunt 
Laure had lately died in the Carmelite convent where she had 
lived for nearly forty years; and Cousin André, cut off from 
the world since infancy, had been dead for many years already. 
Thus nowadays, whenever Paul went with his mother into 
Monsieur Jéréme’s room, the old man’s eyes, once more 
gleaming with intelligence, rested on him for a long while. 
That lad was the sole frail wattle of the oak from whose 
powerful trunk he had once hoped to see a number of vigorous 
branches, a whole swarming family, fork and grow. Was not 
that family tree full of new sap, health, and vigour, derived 
from sturdy, toiling forerunners? Would not his line blossom 
forth and spread around to conquer all the wealth and all the 
joy of the world? But, behold the sap was already exhausted 
with the coming of his grandchildren; in less than half a 
century a misspent life of wealth had consumed the whole 
strength amassed through a long ancestry! How bitter it 
was when that unhappy grandfather, the supreme witness 
surviving amidst so much ruin, found himself confronted by 
one sole heir, that gentle, delicate, refined Paul, who was like 
the last gift vouchsafed by life, which perhaps had left him 
to the Qurignons in order that they might grow afresh and 
flower in new soil! But what dolorous irony there was in 
the fact that only that quiet, thoughtful lad remained in that 
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huge, royal residence of La Guerdache which Monsieur 
Jéréme had originally purchased at such great cost, in the 
hope of seeing it some day peopled by his numerous de- 
scendants. He had pictured its spacious rooms occupied by 
ten households; he had imagined that he could hear the 
laughter of an ever-increasing troop of boys and girls; in his 
imagination the place became the happy, luxurious family 
estate where the ever-fruitful dynasty of the Qurignons would 
reign. But, on the contrary, the rooms had grown emptier 
day by day; drunkenness, madness, and death had swept by, 
accomplishing their destructive work; and then a final cor- 
rupting creature had come to complete the ruin of the house; 
and since the last catastrophe two-thirds of the rooms were 
kept closed, the whole of the second floor was abandoned to 
the dust, and even the ground-floor reception-rooms were only 
opened on Saturdays in order to admit a little sunshine. 
The race would end if Paul did not raise it up afresh; the 
empire in which it should have prospered was already naught 
but a large empty dwelling which would crumble away in 
abandonment unless new life were imparted to it. 

Another week went by. The servant who attended 
Monsieur Jéréme could now distinguish certain words amidst 
his stammering. At last a distinct phrase was detected, and 
the man came to repeat it to Suzanne. 

‘Oh! he did not manage it without difficulty, madame, 
but I assure you that this morning Monsieur repeated: “ One 
must give back, one must give back.”’’ 

Suzanne was incredulous. The words seemed to have no 
meaning. What was to be given back ? 

‘You must listen more attentively,’ she said to the servant ; 
‘try to distinguish the words better.’ 

On the morrow, however, the man was still more positive. 
‘IT assure madame,’ said he, ‘ that Monsieur really says: “One 
must give back, one must give back.’’ He says it twenty and 
thirty times in succession in a low but persistent voice, as if 
putting all his strength into it.’ 

That same evening Suzanne determined to watch her 
grandfather herself, in order that she might understand things 
better. On the following day the old man was unable to get 
up. Whilst his brain seemed to be freeing itself from its 
bonds, his legs and soon his trunk were attacked by paralysis, 
and became quite lifeless. Suzanne was greatly alarmed by 
this, and again sent for Novarre, who was unable to do any- 
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thing, and warned her that the end was approaching. From 
that moment she did not quit the room. 

It was a very large room, with very thick carpets and 
heavy hangings. A deep ruddy hue and a substantial and 
rather sombre luxury prevailed there. The furniture was of 
carved rosewood, the bed was @ large four-poster, and there 
was a tall mirror in which the park was reflected. When the 
windows were open the view, beyond the lawns, between the 
old trees, stretched over an immense panorama in which one 
saw first the jumbled roofs of Beauclair, and then the Bleuse 
Mountains with La Crécherie and its smeltery, and the Abyss, 
whose gigantic chimneys still rose erect. 

One morning Suzanne sat down near the bed, after 
drawing back the window curtains, in order to admit the 
winter sunshine; and all at once she felt greatly moved on 
hearing Monsieur Jéréme speak. For o few moments his 
face had been turned towards one of the windows through 
which he had been looking at the distant horizon. And at 
first he only uttered two words: 

‘Monsieur Luc.’ 

Suzanne, who had distinctly heard them, was quite over- 
come with surprise. Why Monsieur Luc? Her grandfather 
had never had any intercourse with Luc, he ought to have 
been ignorant of his existence, unless indeed he was aware of 
what had lately occurred, had seen everything, and under- 
stood everything, even as hitherto she had only suspected and 
feared. Indeed, those words ‘Monsieur Luc,’ falling from 
his lips which had been sealed so long, were like a first proof 
that he had retained a lively intelligence amidst his silence, 
and could see and understand. Suzanne felt her anguish in- 
creasing. 

‘Is it really Monsieur Lue that you say, grandfather ?’ 
she asked. 

‘Yes, yes, Monsieur Luc.’ 

He pronounced the name with increasing distinctness and 
energy, keeping his ardent glance fixed upon her. 

* But why do you speak to me of Monsieur Luc ?’ she said. 
‘Do you know him then? Have you something to say to me 
about him ?’ 

Monsieur Jéréme hesitated, doubtless because he could not 
find the words he wished ; then with childish impatience ha 
repeated : 

‘Monsieur Luc!’ 
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‘He used to be my best friend,’ resumed Suzanne, ‘ but 
for long years now he has ceased coming here.’ 

Monsieur Jéréme quickly nodded his head, and then, as if 
his tongue were gradually acquiring the power of speech, he 
paid: ‘I know, I know—I wish him to come.’ 

‘You wish Monsieur Luc to come to see you—you wish to 
speak to him, grandfather ?’ 

. Yes, yes, it is that. Let him come at once—I will speak 
to him.’ 

The surprise and the vague fright that possessed Suzanne 
were now increasing. What could Monsieur Jéréme wish to 
say to Luc? There were such painful possibilities, that for 
& moment she tried to avoid granting the old man’s request, 
as if indeed she imagined him to be delirious. But he was 
in full possession of his senses, and entreated her with in- 
creasing fervour, all the strength indeed remaining in his poor 
infirm frame. And at this Suzanne felt profoundly disturbed, 
asking herself if it would not be wrong of her to refuse the 
dying man’s request for that interview, although she shud- 
dered at the thought of the dimly threatening things which 
might result from it. 

‘Cannot you say what you wish to me, grandfather ?’ she 
ultimately asked. 

‘No, no—to Monsieur Luc. I will speak to him at once— 
oh, at once!’ 

‘Very well, then, grandfather, I will write to him, and I 
hope that he will come.’ 

When §uzanne sat down to write, however, her hand 
trembled. She penned only two lines: ‘ My friend, I have 
need of you, come at once.’ Nevertheless she was twice com- 
pelled to pause, for she lacked strength to trace even those 
few words, so painful were the memories that they aroused 
within her—memories of her lost life and of the happiness 
beside which she had passed, and which she would never 
know. At last, however, the note was written, and it was 
scarcely ten in the morning when one of the servants, a lad, 
set out to take it to La Crécherie. 

Luc, as it happened, was standing outside the common- 
house, finishing his morning inspection, when the note was 
handed to him; and without delay he followed the young 
messenger. But how great was the emotion which he felt on 
reading those simple yet touching words: ‘ My friend, I have 
need of you, come at once.’ Events had parted him from 
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Suzanne for twelve long years, yet she wrote to him as if they 
hademet only the previous day—like one, too, who was certain 
that he would respond to her appeal. She had not doubted 
his friendship for a moment, and he was touched to tears at 
finding her ever the same, still full of sisterly affection as in 
former times. The most frightful tragedies had burst forth 
around them, every passion had run riot, sweeping away men 
and things, yet after those years of separation they found 
themselves hand in hand once more. Whilst walking on 
quickly, and drawing near to La Guerdache, Luc began to 
wonder, however, why she had sent for him. He was not 
ignorant of Boisgelin’s desire to speculate on the situation and 
sell the Abyss for as much money as possible; but he had 
resolved that he would never buy it. The only acceptable 
solution of the matter in his opinion was the entry of the 
Abyss into the association of La Crécherie, after the fashion 
of the other smaller factories. For a moment it occurred to 
him that Boisgelin might have asked his wife to make over- 
tures to him, but he knew her, and felt that she was incapable 
of playing such a part. It seemed to him that she must be 
exhausted by some great anxiety, that she must need his help 
in some tragic circumstance. And so he puzzled his mind no 
more—she herself would soon tell him what service she re- 
quired of his affection. 

Suzanne was waiting for him in one of the little drawing- 
rooms, and when Luc entered it she thought she was about 
to faint, so great became her perturbation. He himself felt 
upset, and at first neither of them could utter a word. They 
looked at one another in silence. 

‘Oh, my friend, my friend!’ Suzanne murmured when 
she was at last able to speak. 

Those simple words were fraught with all the emotion she 
felt at the thought of those last twelve years—their separation, 
broken only by a few silent chance meetings, the cruel life 
which she herself had led in her defiled home, and the work 
which he meantime had accomplished, and which she had 
watched from afar, enthusiastically. He had become a hero for 
her, she had worshipped him, and had longed to throw herself 
at his knees, nurse his wounds, and become his consoling 
helpmate. But another had stepped between them—VJosine, 
who had caused her so much suffering that now all passionate 
love seemed dead. Nevertheless, at the sight of Luc standing 
once more before her all those hidden things rose from the 


344 VORK 


depths of her being, and the intensity of her emotion 
moistened her eyes and made her hands quiver. 

‘Oh, my friend, my friend!’ she repeated, ‘so it was 
sufficient that I should send for you!’ 

Lue quivered with a similar sympathy, and he also re- 
called the past. He knew how unhappily she had lived 
beneath the horrible insult offered to her, the presence of her 
husband's mistress in herhome. He knew, too, what dignity 
and heroism she had shown in remaining in that home with 
head erect, for her son’s sake and her own. Thus in spite of 
separation she had never been absent from his mind and 
heart—he had pitied her more and more at each fresh trial 
that fell upon her. He had often wondered how he might 
help her. It would have greatly delighted him to be able to 
prove that he had forgotten nothing, that he was still the 
same good friend as formerly. And this was why he had now 
hastened to respond to her first summons, full of an anxious 
affection which made his heart swell and prevented him from 
speaking. 

At last, however, he was able to reply: ‘Yes, your 
friend, one who has never ceased to be so, and who only 
awaited your summons to hasten here.’ 

They were at that moment so keenly conscious of the bond 
that for ever united them like brother and sister, that they 
embraced and kissed each other on the cheeks, even as friends 
who fear nought of human folly or suffering, but are certain 
that they will only impart peacefulness and courage to one 
another. All the strength and tenderness with which the 
friendship of man and woman may be instinct bloomed in their 
smiles. 

‘If you only knew, my friend,’ said Luc, ‘ how great my 
fears were when I realised that my competition would end by 
destroying the Abyss! Was it not you whom I was ruining ? 
And what faith in my work I needed to prevent those 
thoughts from staying my hand! Great sorrow often came 
upon me—I believed that you must curse me, that you would 
never forgive me for being the cause of the worries in which 
you must be struggling.’ 

‘Curse you, my friend! But I was with you, I prayed for 
you—your victories were my onlyjoy. And living in a sphere 
that hated you, it was very sweet for me to have a secret 
affection, to be able to understand and love you, unknown to 
everybody.’ 
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‘None the less I have ruined you, my friend,’ Lue retorted. 
‘ What will become of you now, accustomed as you have been 
since childhood to a life of luxury ?’ 

‘Oh, ruined! That would have come about without 
you! It was the others who ruined me. And you will see 
how brave I can be, no matter how delicate you may think 
me.’ 

‘But Paul, your son ?’ 

‘Paul! Why, nothing happier eould have befallen him. 
He will work. You know what wealth has done to my 
people.’ 

Then Suzanne at last told Luc why she had sent him such 
&® pressing summons. Monsieur Jéréme, the wondrous awa- 
kening of whose intelligence she revealed, wished to speak to 
him. It was the desire of a dying man, for Doctor Novarre 
believed in his imminent dissolution. Astonished by these 
tidings even as she had been, seized too, like herself, with 
vague alarm at the thought of this resurrection in which 
he was so strangely desired to intervene, Luc none the less 
answered that he was entirely at her disposal, and ready to 
do whatever she might request. 

‘Have you warned your husband of Monsieur Jéréme’s 
desire and my visit ?’ he inquired. 

Suzanne looked at him and shrugged her shoulders. ‘No, 
I did not think of it—besides, it is useless,’ said she; ‘for a 
long time past it has seemed as if my grandfather no longer 
knew that my husband existed. He does not speak to him, 
he does not even seem to see him. Moreover, my husband 
went out shooting early this morning, and he has not yet come 
home.’ Then she added, ‘If you will follow me, 1 will take 
you to my grandfather at once.’ 

When they entered Monsieur Jéréme’s room, the old man, 
who was sitting up in the large rosewood bed supported by 
several pillows, still had his eyes turned towards the window 
whose curtains had been drawn back. In all probability he 
had never ceased gazing over the park and the spreading 
horizon, with the Abyss and La Orécherie showing yonder, 
beside the Bleuse Mountains, above the jumbled roofs of 
Beauclair. It was a scene which seemed to attract him 
irresistibly, like some symbolism of the past, the present, 
and the future, which he had had before him during all his 
long silens years. 

‘Grandfather,’ said Suzanne, ‘I have had Monsieur Luo 
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Froment fetched for you. Here he is, he was kind enough to 
come at once.’ 

The old man slowly turned his head, and looked at Luc 
with his large eyes, which had grown it seemed yet larger 
than formerly, and which were now full of deep light. He 
said nothing, no word of greeting or thanks came from his 
lips, and the heavy silence lasted several minutes, whilst he 
kept his gaze fixed upon that stranger, the founder of La 
Crécherie, as if he were anxious to know him thoroughly, to 
dive indeed into his very soul. 

At last Suzanne, who felt slightly embarrassed, resumed, 
‘You do not know Monsieur Froment, grandfather; but per- 
haps you may have noticed him when you were out.’ 

Monsieur Jéréme did not appear to hear his granddaughter, 
for he still returned no answer. After a moment, however, 
he once more turned his head and looked round the room. 
And failing to find what he sought he ended by speaking one 
word—a naiue—‘ Boisgelin.’ 

This caused Suzanne fresh astonishment as well as anxiety 
and embarrassment. ‘ You are asking for my husband, grand- 
father—do you wish him to come here?’ she inquired. 

‘Yes, yes, Boisgelin.’ 

‘But 1 am afraid that he has not come home yet. Mean- 
time you ought to tell Monsieur Froment why you wished to 
see him.’ 

‘No, no, Boisgelin, Boisgelin.’ 

It was evident that he wished to speak in Boisgelin’s 
presence. Suzanne therefore apologised to Luc and left the 
room to seek her husband. Meanwhile Luc remained face to 
face with Monsieur Jéréme, conscious that the latter’s bright 
glance was still and ever fixed upon him. In his turn he then 
began to scrutinise the old man, and found him looking won- 
drously handsome in his extreme old age, with his white face 
and regular features, to which the approach of death seemed 
to impart an expression of sovereign majesty. The wait was 
s long one, and not a word was exchanged by those two men, 
whose eyes dived into one another’s. All around them the 
room with its heavy hangings and massive furniture seemed 
to be slumbering. Nota sound arose—there was naught but 
the quiver which came through the walls from the large 
empty closed rooms, the stories and stories which had been 
abandoned to dust. And nothing could have been more 
tragical or solemn than that spell of silent waiting. 
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Aé last Suzanne returned, bringing with her Boisgelin, who 
had just come home. He still wore his shooting-jacket, 
gloves, and gaiters, for she had not allowed him time to change 
his clothes. And he came in with an anxious, bewildered air, 
astonished at such an adventure. All that his wife had just 
rapidly told him of the summoning of Luc, his presence in 
Monsieur Jéréme’s room, the old man’s recovery of his intelli- 
gence, and the statement that he was awaiting him—Boisge- 
lin—before speaking, all those unforeseen occurrences quite 
upset Suzanne’s husband, who had not been allowed even a 
few minutes of reflection. 

‘ Well, grandfather,’ said Suzanne, ‘here is my husband. 
Speak if you have something to tell us. We are listening.’ 

But again the old man looked round the room, and once 
more he asked, ‘ Paul, where is Paul?’ 

‘Do you want Paul to be here too ?’ 

‘Yes, yes, 1 want him.’ 

‘But the fact is that he must be at the farm. Fully a 
quarter of an hour will be necessary to fetch him.’ 

‘He must come—I want him, I want him!’ 

Suzanne yielded, and hastily despatched a servant for her 
son. And then the waiting began afresh, and proved even 
more solemn and tragic than before. Luc and Boisgelin had 
simply bowed to one another, finding nothing to say on 
meeting after so many years in that room which an august 
breath already seemed to fill. Nobody spoke, and amidst the 
quiver of the air one only heard the somewhat heavy respira- 
tion of Monsieur Jéréme. Once again his large eyes, full of 
light, were turned towards the window, towards that horizon 
symbolical of the labour of manhood, where the past had 
undergone accomplishment, and where the future would be 
born. And the minutes went by, slowly, regularly, in that 
anxious wait for what was to come, the act of sovereign gran- 
deur whose approach could be divined. 

Some light footsteps were heard at last, and Paul came in, 
his face glowing healthily from contact with the open air. 

‘My aa said Suzanne, ‘it is your grandfather who has 
brought us all together here. He wishes you to be present 
while he speaks.’ 

On the hitherto rigid lips of Monsieur Jéréme a smile of 
infinite tenderness had at last appeared. He signed to Paul 
to approachy and made him sit down as near as possible, on 
the edge of the bed. It was particularly for him, the last heir 


348 WORK 


of the Qurignons, through whom the race might flower anew 
and yet yield excellent fruit, that he desired to speak, And 
on seeing how moved the youth looked, full of grief at the 
thought of a last farewell, he continued for a moment trying 
to reassure him with his affectionate glances, like one to whom 
death was sweet since he was about to bequeath as inheritance 
to his great-grandson an act of goodness, justice, and paci- 
fication. 

At last he began to speak, amidst the religious silence of 
one and all. He had turned his face towards Boisgelin, and 
at first he merely repeated the words which his servant had 
for two days past heard him stammering in an undertone, 
amidst other confused utterances : 

‘One must give back, one must give back!’ 

Then, seeing that the others did not appear to understand 
what he meant, he turned to Paul and repeated with growing 
energy : 

‘One must give back, my child, give back!’ 

Suzanne shuddered, and exchanged a glance with Luc, 
who also was quivering; whilst Boisgelin, seized with un- 
easiness and alarm, pretended to detect in all this some ram- 
bling on the old man’s part. But Suzanne inquired: ‘ What 
do you desire to tell us, grandfather—what is it that we must 
give back ?’ 

Monsieur Jér6me’s speech was fast becoming easier and 
more distinct. ‘Everything, my child—the Abyss yonder 
must be given back; La Guerdache must be given back. One 
must give back the land of the farm. Iverything must be 
given, because nothing ought to belong to us, because every- 
thing ought to belong to all.’ 

‘But explain to us, grandfather—to whom are we to give 
these things ?’ 

‘I tell you, my girl, they must be given back to all. 
Nothing of what we thought to be our property belongs to us. 
If that property has poisoned and destroyed us, it is because 
it belonged to others. For our happiness, and the happiness 
of all, it must be given back, given back!’ 

Then came a scene of sovereign beauty, incomparable 
grandeur. The old man did not always find the words he de- 
sired, but his gestures indicated his meaning. Amidst the 
silence of those who surrounded him, he went on slowly, and 
in spite of all difficulties succeeded in making himself under- 
stocd. He had seen everything, heard everything, understood 
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everything, and even as Suzanne had divined with quivering 
anguish, it was all the past which now came back, all the 
truth of the terrible past, pouring forth in a flood from that 
hitherto silent, impassive witness, so long imprisoned within his 
own body. It seemed as if he had only survived the many 
disasters, a whole family of happy, then stricken, beings, in 
order to draw from everything the great lesson. On the day 
of awakening, before going to his death, he spread out all the 
torture he had suffered as one who, after believing in the 
triumphant reign of his race over an empire established by 
himself, had lived long enough to see both race and empire 
swept away by the blast of the future. And he told why all 
this had happened, he judged it, and offered reparation. 

At the outset came the first Qurignon, the drawer who 
with a few mates had founded the Abyss, he being as poor as 
they were, but probably more skilful and economical. Then 
came himself, the second Qurignon, the one who had gained a 
fortune, and piled, up millions in the course of a stubborn 
struggle, in which he had displayed heroic determination, cease- 
less and ever-intelligent energy. But if he had accomplished 
prodigies of activity and creative genius, if he had gained 
money, thanks to his skill in adapting the conditions of pro- 
duction to those of sale, he knew very well that he was simply 
the outcome of long generations of toilers from whom he had 
derived all his strength and triumph. How many peasants 
perspiring as they tilled the glebe, how many workmen ex- 
hausted by the handling of tools had been required for the 
advent of those two first Qurignons who had conquered 
fortune! Among those forerunners there had been a keen 
passion to fight for life, to make money, to rise from one class 
to another, to pursue all the slow enfranchisement of the poor 
wretch who bends in servitude over his appointed task. And 
at last one Qurignon had been strong enough to conquer, to 
escape from the gaol of poverty, to acquire the long-desired 
wealth, and become in his turn a rich man, a master! But 
immediately afterwards, that is in two generations, his descen- 
dants collapsed, fell once more into the dolorous struggle for 
existence, exhausted already as they were by enjoyment, con- 
sumed by it as by a flame. 

‘One must give back, one must give back, one must give 
back!’ repeated Monsieur Jéréme. 

There was his son Michel, who after years of excesses 
had killed thimself on the eve of a pay-day; there was his 
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other son Philippe, who, having married a hussy, had been 
ruined by her, and had lost his life in a foolish duel. There 
was his daughter Laure, who had died in a convent, her mind 
weakened by mystical visions. There were his two grand- 
sons, André, & rachitic semi-maniac, who had passed away in 
an asylum, and Gustave, who had met a tragic death in Italy 
after impelling his father to suicide by robbing him of his 
mistress and the money he needed for his business payments. 
Finally, there was his granddaughter Suzanne, the tender- 
hearted, sensible, well-loved creature, whose husband after 
repurchasing the Abyss and La Guerdache had completed the 
work of destruction. The Abyss was now in ashes, and La 
Guerdache, where he had hoped to see his race swarming, 
had become a desert. And whilst his race had been collapsing, 
carrying off both his father’s work and his own, he had seen 
another work arise, La Crécherie, which was now full of 
prosperity, throbbing with the future that it brought with it. 
He knew all those things because his clear eyes had witnessed 
them in the course of his daily outings, those hours of silent 
contemplation, when he had found himself outside the Abyss 
at the moment when one or another shift was leaving, or 
outside La Crécherie where the men who had deserted 
his own foundation took off their caps to him. And again 
he had passed before the Abyss on the morning when of 
that well-loved creation he had found nought but smoking 
ruins left. 

: ‘One must give back, one must give back, one must give 

ack |’ 

That cry, which he constantly repeated amidst his slowly 
flowing words, which he emphasised each time with more and 
more energy, ascended from his heart like the natural conse- 
quence of all the disastrous events which had caused him so 
much suffering. If everything around him had crumbled 
away 50 s00n, was it not because the fortune which he had 
acquired by the labour of others was both poisoned and 
poisonous ? The enjoyment that such fortune brings is the 
most certain of destructive ferments—it bastardises a race, 
disorganises a family, leads to abominable tragedies. In less 
than half a century it had consumed the strength, the intelli- 
gence, the genius which the Qurignons had amassed during 
several centuries of rough toil. The mistake of those robust 
workers had been their belief that to secure personal happi- 
ness they ought to appropriate and enjoy the wealth created 
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by the exertions of their companions. And the wealth they 
had dreamt of, the wealth they had acquired, had proved their 
chastisement. Nothing can be worse from the moral point of 
view than to cite as an example the workman who grows rich, 
who becomes an employer, the sovereign master of thousands 
of his fellow-men who bend perspiring over their toil, pro- 
ducing the wealth by which he triumphs! When a writer 
says: ‘ You see very well that with order and intelligence a 
mere blacksmith may attain to everything,’ he simply con- 
tributes to the work of iniquity, and aggravates social dis- 
equilibrium. The happiness of the elect is really compounded 
of the unhappiness of others, for it is their happiness which 
he cuts down and purloins. The comrade who makes his 
way, a8 the saying goes, bars the road to thousands of other 
comrades, lives upon their misery and their suffermg. And 
it often happens that the happy one is punished by success, 
by fortune itself, which coming too quickly and dispropor- 
tionately, proves murderous. This is why the only right 
course is to revert to salutary work, work on the part of all— 
all earning their livings and owing their happiness solely to 
the exertion of their minds and their muscles. 

‘One must give back, one must give back, one must 
give back!’ repeated Monsieur Jéréme. 

One must give back, indeed; one must restitute because 
one is liable to die of that which one steals from another. 
One must give back, because the sole cure, the only certainty 
of happiness lies in doing so. One must give back in a spirit 
of justice, and even more in one’s own personal interest, since 
the happiness of each can only reside in the happiness of all. 
One must give back in order that one may enjoy better health 
and live a happy life in the midst of universal peace. One 
must give back because if all the unjust victors of life, all the 
egotistical holders of the public fortune, were to restore the 
wealth that they squander for their personal pleasures—the 
great estates, the great industrial enterprises, the roads, the 
towns—peace would be restored to-morrow, love would flow er 
once more among men, and there would be such an abundance 
of possessions that not one single being would be left in penury. 
One must give back because one must set the example if one 
desires that other wealthy folk may understand, may realise 
whence have come all the evils from which they suffer, and 
may be inspired to endow their descendants with renewed 
vigour by plunging them once more into active life, daily 
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work. One must give back, too, whilst there is yet time to 
do so, whilst there is still some nobility in returning to one’s 
comrades, in showing them that one was mistaken, and that 
one returns to one’s place in the ranks to participate in the 
common effort, with the hope that the hour of justice and 
peace will soon strike. And one must give back in order to 
die with a clear conscience, a heart joyful at having accom- 
plished one’s duty, at leaving a repairing and liberating lesson 
to the last of one’s race, so that he may restore it, save it from 
error, and perpetuate it in strength, delight, and beauty. 

‘One must give back, one must give back!’ 

Tears had appeared in Suzanne’s eyes as she perceived the 
exaltation with which her son Paul was filled by her grand- 
father’s words; whilst Boisgelin expressed his irritation by 
impatient movements. 

‘But, grandfather,’ said she, ‘ to whom and how are we to 
give back ?’ 

The old man turned his bright eyes upon Luc. ‘If I de- 
sired the founder of La Crécherie to be present,’ said he, ‘it 
was in order that he might hear me and help you, my children. 
He has already done much for the work of reparation, he 
alone can intervene and restore what remains of our fortune 
to the sons and grandsons of those who were my own and my 
father’s comrades.’ 

Luce was filled with emotion by the wondrous nobility of 
the scene, yet he hesitated, for he could divine Boisgelin’s keen 
hostility. ‘I can only do one thing,’ said he—‘ that is, if the 
owners of the Abyss are willing I will procure them admission 
into our association at La Crécherie. In the same way as 
other factories have already done, the Abyss will increase our 
family—double, in fact, the importance of our growing town. 
If by ‘ giving back’ you mean a return to increase of justice, 
a step towards the absolute justice of the future, I will help 
you, I will consent to what you say with all my heart.’ 

‘IT know you will,’ Monsieur Jérdme slowly answered; ‘I 
ask nothing more.’ 

But Boisgelin, unable to restrain himself any longer, began 
to protest. ‘Ah! that is not what I desire. However much 
it may distress me to do so, I am willing to sell the Abyss to 
La Crécherie. A price will have to be agreed upon, and in 
addition to the amount which may be fixed I desire to retain 
an interest in the enterprise, which also will have to be 
arranged, I need money and I wish to sell.’ ° 
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This was the plan which he had been maturing for some 
days past, in the idea that Luc was eager to secure possession 
of the Abyss land, and that he would be able to obtain a con- 
siderable sum from him at once, as well as a future income. 
But this plan entirely collapsed when Luc declared in a voice 
expressive of irrevocable determination : ‘It is impossible for 
us to buy. It is contrary to the spirit which guides us. We 
are simply an association, a family open to all those brothers 
who may wish to join us.’ 

Then Monsieur Jéré6me, whose bright eyes had been fixed 
on Boisgelin, resumed with sovereign tranquillity of manner : 
‘It is I who wish it and who order it. My granddaughter, 
Suzanne, here present, is co-proprietress of the Abyss, and she 
will refuse her consent to any other arrangement than that 
which I desire. And, like myself, I am sure that she will 
have but one regret, that of being unable to restore everything, 
of having to accept interest on her capital, which she will dis- 
pose of as her heart may dictate.’ 

And as Boisgelin remained silent, submitting to the others 
with the weakness that had come with his ruin, the old man 
continued: ‘But that is not all, there remain La Guerdache 
and the farm—they must be given back, given back.’ 

Then, though he was again experiencing a difficulty in 
speaking and was well-nigh exhausted, he made his iust desires 
known. As the Abyss would be blended with La Crécherie, 
he wished the farm to join the association of Les Combettes, 
so as to enlarge the fields which had been united by Lenfant, 
Yvonnot, and all the other peasants, who had been living 
together like brothers since a proper understanding of their 
interests had reconciled them. There would be but one stretch 
of earth, one common mother, loved by all, tilled by all, and 
feeding all. The whole plain of La Roumagne would end by 
yielding one vast harvest to fill the granaries of regenerated 
Beauclair. And as for La Guerdache, which entirely belonged 
to Suzanne, he charged her to restore it to the poor and 
suffering, so that she might keep nothing of the property 
which had poisoned the Qurignons. Then, reverting to Paul, 
who still sat on the edge of the bed, and taking his hand in 
his own, and looking at him earnestly with his eyes which 
were now growing dim, Monsieur Jéréme said in a lower and 
lower voice: ‘One must give back, one must give back, my 
child. You will keep nothing, you will give yonder park to 
the old comrades, so that they may rejoice there on high days, 
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and so that their wives and children may walk there and enjoy 
hours of gaiety and good health under the fine trees. And 
you will also give back this house, this huge residence which 
we did not know how to fill in spite of all our money, for I 
wish it to belong to the wives and the children of poor 
workmen. They will be welcomed here and nursed when 
they are ailing or when they are weary. Keep nothing, give 
all, all back, my child, if you wish to save yourself from poison. 
And work and live solely on the fruits of your work, and seek 
out the daughter of some old comrade who still works and 
marry her, so that she may bring you handsome children, 
who also will work, who will be just and happy beings, and in 
their turn have handsome children for the eternal work of 
futurity. Keep nothing, my child, give everything back, for 
therein alone lies salvation, peace, and joy.’ 

They were all weeping now—never had a more beautiful, 
8 loftier, a more heroic breath passed over human souls. The 
great room had become august. And the eyes of the old man, 
which had filled it with light, faded slowly, whilst his voice 
likewise became fainter, returning to eternal silence. He had 
at last accomplished his sublime work of reparation, truth, and 
justice, to help on the advent of the happiness which is the 
primordial right of every man. And his duty done, that same 
evening he died. 

Before then, however, when Suzanne and Luc left Mon- 
sieur Jéréme’s room together, they found themselves alone 
for a moment in the little salon. They were so overcome by 
emotion that their hearts rose to their lips. 

‘Rely on me,’ said Luc. ‘I swear to you that I will watch 
over the fulfilment of the supreme desires which have been 
committed to you. I will attend to matters from this 
moment.’ 

She had taken hold of his hands. ‘Oh! my friend,’ she 
answered, ‘I place my faith in you. I know what miracles 
you have already performed, and I do not doubt the prodigy 
which you will accomplish by reconciling us all. Ah! there 
is ee but love. Ah! if Thad only been loved as I myself 
loved!’ 

She was trembling. The secret of which she herself had 
been ignorant so long, escaped her at that solemn moment. 
‘My friend, my friend,’ she repeated, ‘ what strength I should 
have had for doing good, what help might I not have given 
had I felt beside me the arm of a just man, a hero,‘one whom 
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I should have made my god! But if it be too late for that, 
will you at least accept what help I may be able to give as a 
friend, a sister : 

He understood her. It was a repetition of Sceurette’s 
sweet, sad case. She had loved him without revealing it, 
without even owning it to herself, like an honest woman eager 
for tenderness, who amidst the torments of her household 
dreamt of happy love. And now that Josine was chosen, now 
that all else was dead without possibility of resurrection, she 
gave herself, even as Sceurette had done, as a sisterly com- 
panion, a devoted friend, who longed to participate in his 
mission. 

‘If I will accept your help!’ cried Luc, who was touched 
to tears. ‘Ah! yes indeed, there is never enongh affection, 
enough help and active tenderness. The work is vast, and 
you will have ample opportunities for giving without stint 
your heart. Come with us, my friend, and stay with us, and 
you will be part of my thoughts and my love.’ 

She was transported by his words, she threw herself into 
his arms, and they kissed. An indissoluble bond was being 
formed between them, a marriage of sentiment, of exquisite 
purity, in which there was nought but a common passion for 
the poor and the suffering, an inextinguishable desire to 
obliterate the misery of the world. 

Months went by, and the liquidation of the affairs of the 
Abyss, which were extremely involved, proved a most laborious 
matter. Before everything else it was necessary to get rid of 
the debt of six hundred thousand francs. Arrangements were 
at last entered into with the creditors, who agreed to accept 
payment in annuities levied upon the share of profits to which 
the Abyss would be entitled when it entered the Crécherie 
association. Then it was necessary to value the plant and 
materials saved from the fire. These, with all the land 
stretching along the Mionne as far as Old Beauclair, formed 
the share of capital which the Boisgelins brought into the 
association ; and a modest income, levied on the profits before 
they were divided among the creditors, was ensured them. 
Old Qurignon’s desires were but half fulfilled during that 

eriod of transition, when capital still held a position similar 
to that of work and intelligence, pending the time when, with 
the victory of sovereign work, it would altogether disappear. 

At least, however, La Guerdache and the farm returned 
completelyeto the commonalty, the heirs of the toilers, who 
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had formerly paid for them with the sweat of their brows, for 
as soon as the farm lands—entering the Combettes associa- 
tion in accordance with the long-planned schemes of Feuillat 
—began to prosper and yield gain, the whole of the money was 
employed to transform La Guerdache into a convalescent 
home for weak children and women who had recently become 
mothers. Free beds were installed there, with gratuitous 
board, and the park now belonged to the humble ones of the 
world, forming a huge garden, a paradise as of dreamland, 
where children played, where mothers recovered their health, 
where the multitude enjoyed recreation as in some palace of 
nature which had become the palace of one and all. 

Years went by. Luc had ceded one of the little houses of 
La Crécherie, near the pavilion which he still occupied, to the 
Boisgelins. And at first that modest life proved very hard 
for Boisgelin, who did not become resigned to it without 
violent fits of revolt. At one moment he even wished to go 
to Paris to live there chancewise, as he listed. But his innate 
sloth and the impossibility of earning his own living rendered 
him as weak as a child, and placed him in the hands of 
whoever cared to take him. Since his downfall Suzanne, 
so sensible, so gentle, and yet so firm, had acquired absolute 
authority over him, and he always ended by doing what she 
wished, like a poor rudderless creature carried away by the 
stream of life. Soon, too, among that active world of workers 
he felt idleness weighing upon him to such a degree that he 
began to desire some occupation. He felt weary of dragging 
himself about all day long, he suffered from a secret feeling 
of shame, a need of action, for he could no longer tire himself 
with the management and squandering of a large fortune. 
Shooting remained a resource for him during the winter 
months, but as soon as the fine weather came there was 
nothing for him to do except to ride out occasionally, and 
dismal ennui then crushed himdown. Andso when Suzanne 
prevailed on Luc to confide an inspectorship to him, a kind 
of control over a department of the general stores, which 
meant employment for three hours of his time every day, he 
ended by accepting the offer. His health, which had suffered, 
then improved ; still he always displayed anxiety, wearing & 
lost, unhappy air, such as one might find in a man who had 
fallen from one planet to another. 

And years again went by. Suzanne had become the friend 
and sister of Josine and Sceurette, in whose work she partici- 
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pated. All thred surrounded Lue, sustaining him and com- 
pleting him, like personifications of kindness, love, and 
gentleness. He called them with a smile his three virtues. 
They busied themselves with the créches, the schools, the 
infirmaries, and the convalescent homes, they went wherever 
there might be weakness to protect, pain to assuage, joy to 
initiate. Sceurette and Suzanne, in particular, took on them- 
selves the most ungrateful tasks, those which require per- 
sonal abnegation, entire renunciation ; whilst Josine, having 
to attend to her children, her ever-growing home, naturally 
bestowed less of her time upon others. She, moreover, was 
the amorosa, the flower of beauty and desire, whilst Sceurette 
and Suzanne were the friends, the consolers, and the coun- 
sellors. At times some very bitter trials still fell on Luc, and 
often, on quitting his wife’s embrace, it was to his two friends 
that he listened, charging them to dress the wounds they 
spoke of and devote themselves to the common work of salva- 
tion. It was by and for women that the future city had to be 
founded. 

Hight years had already elapsed when Paul Boisgelin, who 
Was seven-and-twenty, married Bonnaire’s eldest daughter, 
then twenty-four years old. As soon as the lands of La 
Guerdache had entered the Combettes association, Paul, with 
Feuillat, the former farmer, had begun to take a passionate 
interest in promoting the fertility of the vast expanse which 
those fields had enlarged. Je had become an agriculturist, 
and directed one of the sections of the domain, which it had 
been necessary to divide into several groups. And it was at 
his parents’ little house at La Crécherie, whither he returned 
to sleep every night, that he had renewed his acquaintance 
with Antoinette, who lived with her parents in a neighbouring 
house. Close intercourse had sprung up between that simple 
family of workers and the former heiress of the Qurignons, 
who now lived so modestly and welcomed every one so kindly. 
And although Madame Bonnaire, the terrible La Toupe, had 
remained a rather difficult customer to deal with, the simple 
nobility of character displayed by Bonnaire, that hero of 
work, one of the founders of the new city, had sufficed to 
render the intercourse intimate. It was charming to see the 
children loving one another, and drawing yet closer the links 
which had thus been formed between the representatives of 
two classes ewhich had formerly fought one against the other. 
Antoinette, who resembled her father, being a good-looking, 
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sturdy brunette, possessed of no little natural gracefulness, 
had passed through Sceurette’s schools, and now helped her at 
the big dairy which was installed at the end of the park be- 
side the ridge of the Bleuse Mountains. As she said with a 
laugh, she was simply a dairymaid, expert with milk, and 
cheese, and butter. When the young people married, he, Paul, 
a bourgeois by birth, who had gone back to the soil, and she, 
Antoinette, a daughter of the people working with her hands, 
a great féte was given, for there was a desire to celebrate as 
gloriously as possible those symbolical nuptials, which pro- 
claimed the reconciliation, the union of repentant capitalism 
and triumphant work. 

During the ensuing year, one warm June day, shortly 
after the birth of Antoinette’s first child, the Boisgelins, ac- 
companied by Luc, once more found themselves together at 
La Guerdache. Nearly ten years had now elapsed since the 
death of Monsieur Jéréme and the restitution of the estate to 
the people in accordance with his desire. Antoinette had for 
some time been a pensionnaire in the convalescent home 
which had been installed in the chateau where the Qurignons 
had reigned; and, leaning on the arm of her husband, she 
was now able to stroll under the beautiful foliage of the park, 
whilst Suzanne, like a good grandmother, carried the baby. 
A few paces in the rear walked Luc and Boisgelin. And what 
memories arose at the sight of that princely house, those 
copses, those lawns, those avenues where the uproar of costly 
Jétes, the galloping of horses and the baying of hounds no 
longer resounded, but where the humble of the world at last 
enjoyed the health-giving open air, and the restful delight 
thut came from the great trees! All the luxury of that 
magnificent domain was now theirs, the convalescent home 
opened its bright bed-rooms, its pleasant salons, its well- 
stocked larders to them, the park reserved for them its shady 

aths, its crystalline springs, its lawns where for their de- 
light gardeners cultivated beds of perfume-shedding flowers. 
They found there their long-withheld share of beauty and grace. 
And it was delightful to see infancy, youth, and motherhood— 
which for centuries had been condemned to suffering, shut 
up in sunless hovels, dying of filthy wretchedness—suddenly 
summoned to partake of the joy of life, the share of happiness 
belonging by right to every human creature, that luxury of 
happiness at which innumerable generations of starvelings had 
gazed from afar without ever being able to touch it! 
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As the young married couple, followed by the others, at 
last reached a pool of water glistening with mirror-like 
limpidity under the blue sky, beyond a row of willows, Luc 
began to laugh softly. 

‘Ah, my friends!’ said he, ‘what a gay and pretty scene 
this recalls to me! ‘You know nothing about it,eh? Never- 
theless it was at the edge of this calm water that Paul and 
Antoinette were betrothed a score or so of years ago.’ 

Then he spoke of the delightful scene which he had 
witnessed beside that pond on the occasion of his first visit to 
La Guerdache—the invasion of the park by three youngsters 
of the streets, Nanet bringing his companions, Lucien and 
Antoinette Bonnaire, through a gap in the hedge in order that 
they might play beside the pond; then Lucien’s ingenious 
invention, the little boat which travelled all alone over the 
water ; and the arrival of the three little bourgeois, Paul 
Boisgelin, Nise Delaveau, and Louise Mazelle, who all mar- 
velled at the boat, and immediately made friends with the 
intruders. And couples had been formed quite naturally, 
there had been betrothals at once, Paul with Antoinette, Nise 
with Nanet, Louise with Lucien, amidst the smiling complicity 
of kind-licarted Nature, the eternal mother. 

‘Don’t you remember it?’ asked Luc gaily. 

The young couple, who joined in his laughter, declared 
that he went back too far. ‘If I was only four years old,’ 
said Antoinette, who felt highly amused, ‘my memory could 
not have been a very strong one.’ 

But Paul, gazing fixedly into the past, was making an 
effort to recall the scene. ‘Iwas seven,’ said he. ‘ Wait a 
moment! It seems to me that I vaguely remember—the 
little boat had to be brought back with a pole whenever its 
wheels ceased turning ; and then one of the little girls nar- 
rowly missed falling into the pond; and afterwards the 
intruders, the little bandits, ran away on seeing some people 
approach.’ 

‘That was it!’ cried Luc. ‘Ab! so you remember! 
Well, for my part, I remember that day experiencing a quiver 
of hope in the future, for that scene in some measure sug- 
gested the reconciliation which was to come. Childhood in 
its naive fraternity was at work here, taking a first step 
towards justice and peace. And whatever fresh happiness 
you may bring about, you know, will be yet increased by that 
little gentleman yonder.’ 


360 WORK 


He pointed to the baby, little Ludovic, now lying in the 
arms of Suzanne, who felt so happy at being a grandmother. 
She, on her side, jestingly retorted : ‘For the time being he 
is very good, because he is asleep. Later on, my dear Luc, 
we will marry him to one of your granddaughters, and in that 
manner the reconciliation will be complete, all the combatants 
of yesterday will be united and pacified in the persons of their 
eee yi Are you willing? Shall we have the betrothal 
to-day ?’ 

‘Am I willing? Certainly Iam! Our great-grandchildren 
will push on our work hand in hand.’ 

Paul and Antoinette felt moved, and kissed one another, 
whilst Boisgelin, who was not listening, looked round the 
park, his former estate, in a mournful manner, though with- 
out any bitterness, to such a degree indeed had the new world 
upset and stupefied him. And then they all resumed their 
walk along the shady paths, Luc and Suzanne silently ex- 
changing smiles which told their joy. 

When they all came back to the house they paused for a 
moment before it, to the left of the steps, under the windows 
of the very room where Monsieur Jéréme had died. From 
that point one perceived—between the crests of the great 
trees—the distant roofs of Beauclair, and then La Crécherie 
and the Abyss. They gazed upon that spreading panorama 
in silence. They could plainly distinguish the Abyss, now 
built afresh on the same plan as La Crécherie, and forming 
with it one sole city of work—work, reorganised and ennobled, 
transformed into man’s pride, health, and gaiety. More 
justice and more love were born there every morning. And 
the waves of little smiling houses, set in greenery, those 
waves which the anxious Delaveau had seen always advancing, 
had flowed over the once black land without a halt, ever 
enlarging the future city. They now occupied the whole 
expanse from the ridge of the Bleuse Mountains to the 
Mionne, and they would soon cross the narrow torrent, to 
sweep away Old Beauclair, that sordid agglomeration of the 
hovels of servitude and agony. And as they advanced they 
built up stone by stone—under the fraternal sun, even to the 
verge of the fertile fields of La Roumagne—the city where 
all at last would be freedom, justice, and happiness. 
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II 


Wuitst evolution was carrying Beauclair towards its new 
destiny, love, young, gay, and victorious, asserted itself, and 
on all sides there came frequent marriages, drawing various 
classes together and hastening the advent of harmony and 
final peace. Love the victorious overthrew all obstacles, 
triumphed over the greatest resistance with a passion full of 
happy vitality, an explosion of joy which proclaimed in the 
broad sunlight what happiness there was in being, in loving, 
in creating yet more and more. 

Luc and Josine had set the example. During the last ten 
years a family of three boys and two girls had sprung up 
around them. Hilaire, the eldest, born before the collapse of 
the Abyss, was already eleven. Then, at intervals of two 
years, had come the others: Charles, who was now nine years 
old; Thérése, who was seven; Pauline, who was five; and 
Jules, who was three. To the old pavilion another structure 
had been added, and there these children romped, filling the 
place with gaiety and hope, and growing up for future unions. 
As Lue, in delight, often said to the smiling Josine, the con- 
stancy of their affection sprang largely from that triumphant 
fruitfulness. In Josine, the amorosa had now largely given way 
to the mother ; yet she and Luc were still lovers, for love does 
not age, it remains the eternal flame, the immortal brazier 
whence the life of the world derives its being. Never had a 
home resounded with brighter gaiety than theirs, full as it was 
of children and flowers. And they loved one another so well 
there, that misfortune passed them by. Whenever any recol- 
lection of the dolorous past returned, when Josine recalled her 
sufferings and the downfall in which she would have perished 
had it not been for Luc’s helping hand, she flung her arms 
around his neck in a transport of inexhaustible gratitude, 
whilst he, full of emotion, felt that the iniquitous opprobrium 
from which he had saved her rendered her all the dearer to 
him. 

Nanet, little Nanet, who was now becoming a man, lodged 
with Luc, beside his ‘big sister,’ as he still called Josine. 
Gifted with keen intelligence and an enterprising bravery 
which wag ever on the alert, the young fellow captivated Lue, 
whose dearest pupil he became, a youthful disciple full of the 
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master’s lessons. And meantime, at the Jordans’, whose 
house was so near to Luc’s, Nise, little Nise, was likewise 
growing up in the affectionate charge of Sceurette, who had 
given her a home on the morrow of the destruction of the 
Abyss, happy in being able to adopt the young girl, in whom 
she found a charming companion ae | assistant. And it 
followed that Nanet and Nise, seeing one another every day, 
ended by living solely one for the other. As a matter of fact, 
did not their betrothal date from infancy, from the distant 
days when child-love, divine ingenuousness, had filled them 
with a craving to be together, impelling them to brave all 
punishments and even to scale walls in order to meet? They 
had been fair and curly like little lambs in those days, and 
how silvery had seemed their laughter when at each meeting 
they embraced, knowing nothing of what parted them socially, 
she the bourgeoise by birth, the master’s daughter, and he the 
urchin of the streets, the penniless son of a wretched manual 
worker. Then had come the frightful tempest of flames, Nise 
saved by Nanet, to whose neck she had clung, both of them 
covered with burns, and at one moment in danger of death. 
And to-day also they were both fair and curly, they gave vent 
to the same light laughter as in childhood, and displayed a 
similarity of demeanour as if one matched the other. But 
Nise had now become a big girl, Nanet a big youth, and they 
adored one another. 

The idyll lasted for nearly seven years longer, whilst Luc 
was making a man of Nanet, and Sceurette was helping Nise 
to grow up in kindJiness and beauty. Nise had been thirteen 
years of age at the time of the terrible death of her father and 
mother, whose remains had been reduced to ashes, in such 
wise that nothing of them was found under the remnants of the 
burnt house. For long years the girl shuddered at the recollec- 
tion of that night. There was no reason to hurry her marriage ; 
so far as that was concerned, indeed, her friends wished to 
wait until she should be twenty in order that she herself 
might come toa free and sensible decision. Besides, Nanet 
himself was very young, her elder by scarcely three years, and 
still an apprentice. With their gay playful natures, more- 
over, simply intent as they were on making merry together, 
they themselves were in no hurry. They met every evening, 
and found a simple enjoyment in telling one another what 
they had done during the day. They would often sit hand in 
hand, and when they parted for the night they exchanged an 
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affectionate kiss. But amidst their cordial agreement there 
were at times some little quarrels. Nanet occasionally found 
Nise too proud and wilful ; she put on her princess’s airs, as 
he was wont to remark. Again, he sometimes thought her too 
coquettish, too fond of fine attire and of the fétes at which she 
displayed it. Of course it was not forbidden to appear 
beautiful—on the contrary ; but it was not right to spoil one’s 
beauty by assuming an air of contempt for others. At first 
Nise, in whom reappeared some little of her mother’s passion 
for enjoyment and her father’s despotic disposition, grew 
angry when she was reproved, and endeavoured to demon- 
strate that she was perfection itself. But as she worshipped 
Nanet she ended by confiding in him, listening to him, and 
striving to please him by becoming the best and gentlest of 
little women. And when, as sometimes happened, she did 
not succeed in this, she remarked with a laugh that if she 
should ever have a daughter the latter would no doubt be 
much better than herself, because it was necessary that the 
blood of the princes of this world should have time to become 
democratised among a more brotheriy line of descendants. 

The wedding at last took place, when Nise was twenty and 
Nanet twenty-three years old. It had long been wished for, 
foreseen, and awaited. For seven years not a day had elapsed 
without a step towards this dénowement of the long and happy 
idyll. And as this marriage of Delaveau’s daughter with 
the brother of Josine, who was now to all intents and pur- 
poses Luc’s wife, extinguished all hatred, and sealed a pact 
of alliance, there was a desire that it should be made a 
festival celebrating forgiveness of the past and the new com- 
munity’s radiant entry into the future. With this object it 
was decided that there should be singing and dancing on the 
very site of the Abyss, in one of the halls now erected there 
as an adjunct to La Crécherie, which at present spread over 
acres and acres of ground, and ever and ever grew. 

Luc and Sceurette were the organisers and masters of the 
ceremonies of this marriage festival, as well as the witnesses 
of the bridal pair, Luc being witness for Nanet, and Sceurette 
for Nise. They wished to impart to the festival all the 
splendour of a triumph, to endow it with the gaiety of hope’s 
fulfilment, to make it like the very victory of the city of work 
and peace, now founded and prosperous. It is good that 
commurities should indulge in great rejoicings; public life 
needs frequent days of beauty, joy, and exultation. Thus 
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Luc and Seeurette chose the great foundry hall, where so 
many of the monster-like hammers, the gigantic rolling 
bridges, the movable cranes of prodigious strength were 
gathered together. The new buildings, all bricks and steel- 
work, were clean and healthy, and full of joyous brightness 
with their large windows through which streamed both air 
and sunlight. And the plant was left in position, especially 
as, for a festival of triumphant work, one could not have 
devised any better decorations than were provided by those 
gigantic appliances, whose powerful forms were instinct with 
& sovereign beauty compounded of logic, strength, and 
certainty. However, they were decorated with foliage and 
crowned with flowers, even as were altars in ancient times. 
The brick walls, too, were ornamented with garlands of 
verdure, and the very pavement was strewn with roses and 
broom flowers. The whole seemed like the blossoming of 
man’s effort to attain happiness, an effort which had ended 
by flowering there, scattering perfume around the toil of the 
worker, a toil once unjust and hard, but now attractive and 
leading solely to happiness. 

Two processions set forth, one from the home of the 
bridegroom, the other from that of the bride. On his side 
Lue, followed by his wife Josine and their children, brought 
the hero Nanet; on hers, Sceurette, with her brother Jordan, 
brought their adopted daughter, the heroine Nise. The 
whole population of the new city, where all work was stopped 
in token of rejoicing, lined the road to acclaim the bridal 
pair. The beautiful sun shone out, the gay houses were 
decked with bright colours, the greenery was full of flowers 
and birds. And in the rear of either cortége followed the 
crowd of workers, a vast concourse of joyous people who 
gradually invaded the great halls of the works, which were 
as lofty and as broad as the naves of the old-time cathedrals. 
The foundry hall, whither the bridal couple repaired, was soon 
crowded to excess in spite of its immensity. In addition to 
Lue, his family, and the Jordans, there were the Boisgelins 
with Paul, who at that time had not yet married Antoinette, 
for their wedding was only to take place four years later. 
Then came the Bonnaires, the Bourrons, even the Fauchards, 
indeed, all those whose arms had contributed to the victory of 
work. Those men of good will and faith, those workers of 
the first days, had increased and multiplied. Was not the 
throng of comrades around them an enlargement of their 
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families, an assemblage of brothers whose numbers still 
increased daily ? There were five thousand of them, and soon 
there would be ten. They would increase to a hundred 
thousand, to a million, and would at last absorb all mankind. 

The ceremony, in the midst of the powerful machinery 
decked with flowers and garlands of verdure, was one of 
sovereign and touching simplicity. 

With smiling mien Luc and Sceurette placed Nanet’s and 
Nise’s hands one in the other. 

‘Love one another with all your hearts,’ they said to 
them, ‘ and have handsome children who will love one another 
as you yourselves will be loved.’ 

The crowd raised acclamations, and shouted the word 
‘Love!’ For it was King Love who alone could render work 
fruitful, by making the race ever more and more numerous, 
and inflaming it with desire, the eternal source of life. 

But in all this there was already too much solemnity for 
Nanet and Nise, who had loved one another so playfully ever 
since childhood. Although those two little curly lambs had 
grown up, at Eragpc tea like toys in their festival raiment, 
both clad in white, charming and delightful. And they were 
not content with a ceremonious hand-shake. They fell upon 
each other’s neck. 

‘Ah! my little Nise, how happy I am to have you for my 
wife at last, after waiting for you for years and years! ’ 

‘Ah! my little Nanet, how happy I am to belong to you, 
for it is quite true, you have earned it!’ 

‘ And little Nise, do you remember when I pulled you up 
by the arms to help you over the walls, and when I carried 
you pick-a-back, and played at being a rearing horse ?’ 

‘And little Nanet, do you remember when we played at 
hide-and-seek, and you ended by finding me among the rose- 
bushes, so well hidden there that it was enough to make me 
die of laughing ?’ 

‘Little Nise, little Nise, we’ll love each other as we 
played, very heartily, with all, all the strength of health and 

alety.’ 
‘ : Little Nanet, little Nanet, we played so much, and we 
will love one another so much, that we shall love yet again 
in our children, and play again even with our children’s 
children.’ 

And they embraced, and laughed, and played together, 
raised te the highest felicity. The throng, filled with 
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enthusiasm by the sight, traversed by a wave of sonorous 
gaiety, clapped hands and acclaimed love, almighty love, 
which without cessation creates more and more life and 
happiness. Then the singing began, chorus singing, in which 
the aged sang their well-earned rest, the men the triumph of 
their toil, the women the helpful sweetness of their love, the 
children the confident cheerfulness of their hopes. After- 
wards came the dances, with a great final round and chain, 
which brought all that brotherly little people hand in hand, 
stretching out and revolving for hours to the strains of gay 
music, through the halls of the huge works. They had 
formerly toiled so much and suffered so much in the dirty, 
grimy, unhealthy inferno which had stood there, and which 
the flames had swept away. The sunshine, the air, and life, 
now entered freely. And the marriage vonde still came and 
went around the huge appliances, the colossal presses, the 
formidable steam hammers, the gigantic planing-machines, 
which wore a smiling aspect beneath their adornments of 
flowers and foliage, whilst the young married couple led the 
dance, as if in them rested the soul of all those things, that 
morrow of increase in equity and fraternity, which the victory 
of their long affection had ensured. 

Luc was preparing & surprise for Jordan, for he also wished 
to celebrate the labour of the scientist whose endeavours 
would contribute more than a hundred years of politics could 
have done to the happiness of the city. When the night had 
fallen and it was quite dark, the whole works suddenly glowed, 
thousands of lamps casting the gay light of day-time over 
the place. Jordan’s researches, it should be said, had at last 
yielded fruit. After many defeats he had devised a system 
for the transport of electrical force without loss, employing 
new appliances, ingenious means of transmission. Henceforth 
the cost of conveying coal was saved, it was burnt at the pit’s 
mouth, and the machinery which transformed calorical into 
electrical energy sent it to La Crécherie by special cables, 
which allowed of no loss on the way, in such wise that the 
cost price was now only half of what it had formerly been. 
This then was a first great victory, La Crécherie profusely 
illumined, power distributed abundantly among both the large 
and the small appliances, comfort increased, work facilitated, 
and fortune augmented. And at the same time it was vir- 
tually a fresh step towards happiness. 

When Jordan, on beholding the festive illumination, 
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understood Luc’s affectionate intention, he began to laugh 
like a child. 

‘Ah! my friend, so you give me a bouquet too! As a 
matter of fact, I rather deserve it, for as you must remember 
I had been striving to solve the problem for ten long years! 
What obstacles, what defeats did I not encounter when I 
Imagined success to be a certainty! But, no matter, I set to 
work afresh on the morrow, on the ruins of all the experi- 
ments that had failed. A man always ends by succeeding 
when he works.’ 

Luc was laughing with his friend, whose courage and faith 
he shared. 

‘I know that very well,’ said he in reply; ‘you are the 
living proof of it. I know no greater, loftier master of energy 
than you, and I have tried to follow your example. Well, 
80 night is now vanquished, you have put darkness to flight, 
and as electricity at present costs so little, we shall be able to 
light up a planet above La Crécherie, to replace the sun as 
soon as evening comes. And you have also wrought economy 
in human toil, for, thanks to the abundance of mechanical 
power yielded by your system, one man now suffices for work 
in which two had to be employed. Thus we acclaim you 
as the master of light and warmth and power.’ 

Jordan, wrapped in a rug which Sceurette, fearing the 
coolness of the evening, had thrown over his shoulders, was 
still looking at the huge pile around him, now sparkling like 
a palace of fairyland. Short and puny, with a pale face and 
the feeble air of one who is on the point of dying, he strolled 
about those glowing halls, examining them curiously, for 
during the last ten years he had scarcely stirred from his 
laboratory. Thus he marvelled at the results already ob- 
tained, the success of a work of which he had been both the 
least known and the most active artisan. 

‘Yes, yes,’ he muttered, ‘the result is very good already, 
no little ground has been gained. We are advancing, the 
future we dreamt of is nearer to us. And I owe you my 
apologies, my dear Luc, for I did not hide from you at the 
outset that I scarcely believed in the success of your mission. 
But you still have a great deal to accomplish, and for my 
part, alas! I have done next to nothing by the side of all that 
I should like to do.’ 

He became grave and thoughtful. ‘Though we have re- 
duced thee cost of electricity by one half, it still remains too 
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high,’ he said; ‘and, besides, all the intricate and expensive 
installations at the mouths of the pits, the steam engines 
and the boilers, without mentioning the miles of cables which 
have to be kept in repair, are barbarous, and consume time 
and money. Something else is needed, something more prac- 
tical, simple, and direct. I know very well in what direction 
I ought to look, but such a search seems madness, and I don’t 
dare to tell people what work I have undertaken, for I myself 
can’t describe it clearly. Yet yes, one ought to suppress the 
engine and the boiler, which are cumbersome intermediaries 
between the coal extracted and the electricity which is pro- 
duced. In a word, one ought to be able to transform the 
calorical energy contained in the coal into electrical energy, 
without having to bring mechanical energy into play. Idon’t 
hg know how that is to be done, but I have set to work, and 

hope to succeed. And if Ido, you’ll then see that electricity 
will cost scarcely anything. We shall be able to give it to 
everybody, spread it broadcast, and make it the victorious 
agent of universal comfort.’ 

He grew more and more enthusiastic, drawing himself up 
with passionate gestures as he spoke, he who as a rule 
remained so silent and thoughtful. 

‘The day must come,’ he resumed, ‘when electricity will 
belong to everybody, like the water of the rivers and the 
breezes of the heavens. It will be necessary to give it abun- 
dantly to one and all, and to allow men to dispose of it as 
they choose. It must circulate in our towns like the very 
blood of social life. In each house one must merely have to 
turn on a switch or a tap to obtain a profusion of power, heat, 
and light. At night-time, in the black sky, electricity will set 
another sun, which will extinguish the stars. And it will 
suppress winter, it will bring eternal summer into being, 
warming the old earth, and ascending to melt the snow even 
among the clouds. This is why I am not particularly proud 
of what I have done as yet, for it is very little by the side of 
all that has to be accomplished.’ 

And with an air of quiet disdain he concluded: ‘I can’t 
even get a practical result from my electrical furnaces. They 
are still mere experimental furnaces. Electricity is still too 
costly—one must wait till its employment proves remunerative, 
and for that to be it should not cost us more than the waters 
of the rivers and the atmosphere of the heavens. When I 
am able to give it in a flood without counting, my furnaces 
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will revolutionise metallurgy, Oh! I well know the only path 
to follow, and I have already set to work!’ 

The night festival was a marvellous one. The dancing 
and singing had begun afresh in the dazzling halls, where the 
throng continued celebrating the marriage until the time 
eame to escort Nanet and Nise to their nuptial home, amidst 
acelamations in honour of the love which had united them. 

About this time love likewise revolutionised the bowrgeoisie 
of Beauclair, and it was in the home of the Mazelles, those 
idlers living on their income, that the tempest first burst forth. 
Their daughter Louise had always surprised and upset them, 
so different was her nature from their own. An extremely 
active and enterprising girl, she was ever at work in the house, 
declaring that idleness would kill her. Her parents, who 
placed their great delight in doing nothing, could not under- 
stand how it was that she spoilt her days by useless agitation. 
She was an only child, said they, and would have a very fine 
fortune invested in State Rentes, and so was she not unreason- 
able in refusing to shut herself up in her cosy nook, well 
sheltered from the worries of life? They, her parents, were 
content with their egotistical happiness, and why therefore 
did she trouble about the passing beggar, the ideas which 
were changing the world, the incidents which disturbed the 
streets? But whatever might be said, she remained all of a 
quiver, full of life, taking a passionate interest in everything ; 
and thus, amidst her parents’ deep love for her, there was a 
great deal of stupefaction at having a daughter so utterly 
unlike themselves. At last she utterly upset them by a cow 
de passion, at which they had at first simply shrugged their 
shoulders, thinking it some mere fancy or whim. But things 
soon came to such a climax that they almost believed the end 
of the world to be at hand. 

Louise Mazelle had remained a great friend of Nise 
Delaveau, whom she had frequently met at the home of the 
Boisgelins, since the latter had been installed at La Crécherie. 
There also she had again met Lucien Bonnaire, her former 
playmate, now a tall and handsome fellow of twenty-three, 
whilst she herself was twenty. Lucien no longer made little 
boats which travelled by themselves over the water, but under 
Liuc’s guidance he had become a very intelligent and inventive 
mechanician, destined to render great services to La Crécherie, 
where he already fitted up the machinery. He was not a 
‘monsieuy,’ he took a sort of courageous pride in remaining 
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simple workman, like his father, whom he revered. And no 
doubt, in the ardent love with which Louise was inspired for 
him, there was some little of the natural rebellion which 
urged her on to flout bourgeois notions, and to behave dif- 
ferently from the folk of her sphere. At all events her old 
friendship for Lucien became a passionate love that chafed 
at obstacles. He, touched by the keen attachment of that 
pretty, active, smiling girl, ended by loving her quite as 
deeply; but he was certainly the more reasonable of the two, 
and desired to hurt nobody’s feelings. He suffered at the 
idea that she was too Ea ie ¢ and too rich for him, and simply 
spoke of remaining a bachelor if he could not have her; 
whereas she, at the mere thought of opposition to their 
marriage, became wildly rebellious, and talked of throwing 
up position and fortune to go and live with him. 

During nearly six months the battle went on. Lucien’s 
parents looked on the proposed marriage with covert distrust. 
Bonnaire, with his common sense, would much have preferred 
to see his son marry some mate’s daughter. Time had already 
done its work, and there was no reason to be proud of seeing 
one’s son rise to another class, on the arm of a daughter of 
the expiring bourgeoisie. All the profit of such an alliance 
would soon be on the side of the lLourgecisie itself, which 
would intermarry with the people in order to regain blood and 
health and strength. Quarrels on the subject of the match at 
last broke out in Bonnaire’s household. His wife, the proud 
and terrible Toupe, would doubtless have consented to it, on 
condition that she also became a lady, with fine gowns and 
jewels to wear. Nought of the evolution now in progress 
around her had lessened her craving for domination and dis- 
play. She retained her hateful disposition even in her present 
easy circumstances, often reproaching her husband for not 
having made a big fortune like Monsieur Mazelle, an artful 
fellow, who had done no work for years past. However, when 
she heard Lucien declare that even if he should marry Louise, 
not a copper of the Mazelles’ money should ever enter his 
home, she quite lost her head, and in her turn opposed the 
match, since it would not bring her any profit. 

One evening there was a stormy explanation between La 
Toupe, Bonnaire, and Lucien, in the presence of Daddy 
Lunot, who was still alive, and more than seventy years old. 
They had just finished dining in the bright, clean dining- 
room, whose window opened on to the garden greenery. There 
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were even flowers on the table, where nowadays food was 
always plentiful. Daddy Lunot, who at present had as much 
tobacco as he cared for, had just lighted his pipe, when La 
Toupe, for the mere pleasure of getting into a temper, accord- 
ing to her old habit, turned to Lucien and said to him sourly : 
‘ So it’s decided, eh—you still mean to marry that demoiselle ? 
I saw you with her again this morning at Boisgelin’s door. 
It seems to me that if you cared anything for us you might 
have ceased meeting her, since you know that both your 
father and myself are by no means over-pleased with the 
idea of that marriage.’ 

Lucien, like a good son, avoided argument, particularly 
as he knew it to be useless. Turning towards Bonnaire, he 
simply said: ‘But I think that my father is ready to con- 
sent.’ 

To La Toupe this was like a whip-stroke, which urged 
her upon her husband: ‘ What!’ she exclaimed. ‘ You give 
your consent without warning me of it? You told me less 
than a fortnight ago that such a marriage wasn’t reasonable 
to your thinking, and that you would have fears for our lad’s 
happiness if he were so foolish as to make it! So you turn 
about like a weather-cock, eh ?’ 

Bonnaire quietly began to explain things: ‘I should have 
preferred to see the lad make another choice, but he’s nearly 
four-and-twenty, and I’m not going to force my will on him 
in a matter which concerns his own heart. He knows what 
I think, and he’ll do what he thinks best.’ 

‘Ah!’ shouted back La Toupe, ‘you're easily got over; 
you fancy yourself a free man, but you always end by saying 
the same as the others. During the twenty years that you've 
been here with Monsieur Luc you’ve repeated that his ideas 
and yours are not the same, and that he ought to have begun 
by seizing the instruments of work without accepting money 
from the bourgeois. But all the same, you give way to 
Monsieur Luc’s wishes, and to-day, perhaps, you begin to like 
what you’ve done together.’ 

She rattled on, striving to hurt her husband’s feelings and 
pride. She had often exasperated him by trying to prove 
that his actions were in contradiction with his principles. 
This time, however, he simply shrugged his shoulders. 
‘There’s no doubt that what we’ve done together is very 
good,’ sail he. ‘I may still regret that Monsieur Luc did not 
follow my ideas; only you ought to be the last to complain of 


372 WORK 


what exists here, for we know nothing more of want, we are 
happy, happier than any one of those bowrgeots whom you 
dream about.’ 

This reply irritated her the more. ‘As for what exists 
here, it eouid be kind of you to explain it to me, for I’ve 
never understood anything of it, you know,’ she said. ‘If 
you are happy, so much the better for you; but I’m not happy, 
no, I’m not. Happiness is when one has plenty of money and 
can retire and do nothing afterwards. All your rigmarole, 
your division of profits, your stores where one gets things 
cheaply, your coupons and your cash-desks, will never put a 
hundred thousand francs into my pocket so that I may spend 
them as I please, on things which I like—I am an unhappy 
woman, a very unhappy woman!’ 

She was exaggerating things with the desire to make 
herself disagreeable, yet there was truth in what she 
said. She had never grown accustomed to La Crécherie, she 
suffered there like a coquettish, extravagant woman, whose 
instincts were wounded by Communistic solidarity. A clean 
and active housewife, but of a quarrelsome, stubborn, dull- 
witted nature, she continued making her home a hell, when 
it should have been full of comfort. 

Bonnaire at last lost his patience so far as to say to her: 
‘You are mad; it is you who make yourself unhappy and 
us too!’ 

Thereupon she began to sob. Lucien, who felt very 
embarrassed whenever such disputes arose between his 
parents, had to emerge from his silence and kiss her and 
tell her that he loved and respected her. Nevertheless she 
clung to her views, and shouted to her husband, ‘ Ah! just 
ask my father what he thinks of your factory in which every- 
body has a share, and that wonderful justice and happiness 
of yours, which are to regenerate the world. He's an old 
workman, he is! You won’t accuse him of saying foolish 
things like a woman. And he’s seventy years old, so you can 
believe in his experience and sense! ’ 

Turning to Daddy Lunot, who was sucking the stem of 
his pipe, with the blissful expression of a child, she went on : 
‘Isn’t that so, father? Aren’t they idiots with all their in- 
ventions to do without masters, and won’t they end by making 
their own fingers smart ?’ 

The old man looked at her in his bewildered way before 
answering in a husky voice: ‘ Of course—the Ragus and the 
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Qurignons, ah! they were comrades once upon a time. There 
was Monsieur Michel, who was five years my senior. As for 
me, it was under Monsieur Jérdme that I entered the works. 
But before the others there was Monsieur Blaise, with whom 
my father, Jean Ragu, and my grandfather, Pierre Ragu’ 
worked. Pierre Ragu and Blaise Qurignon were mates 
together, two wire-drawers, who used the same anvil. And 
now you see the Qurignons are masters and great millionaires, 
and the Ragus have remained poor devils as they were before. 
Things can’t change, and so one must believe that they are 
well as they are.’ 

He rambled slightly in the somnolence that had come over 
him, a8 over some very old, maimed, and forgotten beast of 
burden, who by a miracle had escaped the universal slaughter- 
house. There were often days when he failed to remember 
what had happened on the previous one. 

‘But Daddy Lunot,’ said Bonnaire, ‘it so happens that 
things have changed a good deal for some time past. Monsieur 
Jéréme, whom you speak of, has long since been dead, and he 
gave back all that remained of his fortune.’ 

‘Gave back—how’s that ?’ 

‘ Yes, he gave back to his old comrades the wealth which 
he owed to their toil and suffering. Don’t you remember? it 
occurred a long time ago already.’ 

The old man searched in his dim memory. ‘Ah! Yes, 
yes, I recollect—a funny business it was! Well, if he gave his 
money back he was a fool.’ 

The words were spoken sharply and contemptuously, for 
Daddy Lunot had never dreamt of anything but making a 
big fortune like the Qurignons, in order to enjoy life like a 
master, an idle gentleman, who amused himself from morning 
till night. That had remained his ideal, even as it was that 
of the whole generation of broken-down, exploited slaves, whose 
sole regret was that they had not been born among the 
exploiters. 

La Toupe burst into an insulting laugh. ‘ You see!’ she 
cried, ‘ Father isn’t such a fool as you others are; he’s not 
the man to start on a wild-goose chase! Money’s money ; 
and when & man’s rich he’s the master! ’ 

Bonnaire shrugged his broad shoulders, whilst Lucien 
gazed in silence through the window at the roses in the 
garden.. What was the use of arguing? She represented 
the stubborn past, she would pass away in the Communist 
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paradise, in the midst of fraternal happiness, denying its 
very existence and regretting the days of wretchedness when 
she had been obliged to save up ten sous one by one in order 
to buy herself a strip of ribbon. 

Just then, however, Babette Bourron came in. Unlike 
La Toupe, she was ever gay, ever delighted with her new 
position. By her smiling and comforting optimism she had 
helped to save her simpleton of a husband from the pit into 
which Ragu had fallen. She had invariably shown confidence 
in the future, feeling certain that things would eventually 
turn out all right. And she often jestingly remarked that 
La Crécherie, where work had become light, cleanly, and 
pleasant, where one and all lived amidst comforts formerly 
reserved to the bourgeois alone, was like a fulfilment of her 
dreams of Paradise. Her doll-like face remained fresh-looking 
under her carelessly twisted hair, and radiant with the de- 
light she felt at finding her husband cured of his passion for 
drink, and at living in a gay house of her own with two 
handsome children whom she would soon be marrying off. 

‘Well, so it’s decided, eh?’ she exclaimed. ‘ Lucien is 
going to marry Louise Mazelle, that charming little bour- 
geotse who isn’t ashamed of us ?’ 

‘Who told you that?’ roughly asked La Toupe. 

‘Why, Madame Luc, Josine, whom I met this morning.’ 

La Toupe turned white with restrained wrath. Amidst 
her ceaseless irritation with La Crécherie there was a great 
deal of hatred against Josine, whom she had never forgiven 
for having become the wife and helpmate of Luc, that hero 
whom all admired, and for having, moreover, a number of 
handsome children, who were now growing up for lives of 
happiness. Could she not remember the days when that 
wretched creature had been turned starving into the streets 
by her brother? Yet now she met her wearing a bonnet 
ike a lady. That was a crushing blow. She would never 
be able to stomach the idea of that creature being happy. 

‘ Josine,’ she roughly exclaimed, ‘ would do better to make 
people forget what she calls her own marriage before meddling 
with marriages which don’t concern her. And as for me, you 
do nothing but aggravate me, so just let me be!’ 

Then she rushed out of the room, banging the door behind 
her, and leaving the others in silent embarrassment. Babette 
was the first to laugh, accustomed as she was to the manners 
of her friend, whom she indulgently pronounced to be a good 
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woman, though a wrong-headed one. Tears, however, had 
risen to the eyes of Lucien, for it was his future life that 
was at stake amidst all that quarrelling. His father pressed 
his hand in a friendly way, as if to promise that he would 
arrange matters. None the less Bonnaire himself remained 
very sad, quite upset at finding happiness at the mercy of 
family jars. Would a spiteful temper always suffice then to 
spoil the fruits of brotherliness? he wondered. Daddy Lunot 
alone retained his blissful unconsciousness, sitting there half 
asleep, with his pipe in his mouth. 

If Lucien entertained no doubt of the eventual consent 
of his parents, Louise felt the resistance of hers increasing, 
and thus the battle became fiercer every day. The Mazelles 
adored their daughter, and it was in the name of this adora- 
tion that they refused to give way to her. There were no 
violent explanations between them, but they persevered ina kind 
of good-natured inertia, by which they fancied that the girl’s 
patience would be tired out. In vain did she fill the house 
with the incessant rustling of her skirts, play feverishly on 
the piano, fling flowers out of the window, though they were 
by no means faded, and give many other signs of perturba- 
tion. They still peacefully smiled at her, made a pretence of 
understanding nothing, and strove to glut her with dainties 
and presents. She was enraged at being thus overwhelmed 
with douceurs when she was denied the one thing which 
would have pleased her; and at last she made up her mind 
to fall ill. She took to her bed, turned her face to the wall, 
and refused to answer her parents when they questioned her. 
Novarre, on being summoned, declared that such ailments did 
not come within the scope of his profession. The only way 
to cure girls who fell love-sick was to allow them to love 
as they desired. Thereupon the Mazelles, quite distracted, 
realising that the matter was becoming a serious one, held 
counsel together as to whether they ought to give way. 
They spent a whole night talking it over, and it seemed 
such 8 serious business, the consequences of which might 
be so great, that they lacked the courage to come to a 
decision between themselves. They resolved to bring their 
friends together in order to submit the matter to them. In 
the revolutionary state of affairs with which Beauclair was 
struggling, would it not be desertion on their part to give their 
daughter,to a workman? They felt that such a union would 
be decisive, a final abdication on the part of the bourgeoisie, 
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the mercantile and propertied folk. And it was therefore 
natural that the authorities, the leaders of the wealthy 
governing classes, should be consulted. Thus, one fine after- 
noon, they invited Sub-Prefect Chatelard, Mayor Gourier, 
Judge Gaume, and Abbé Marle to take tea with them in their 
flowery garden, where they had spent so many idle days, 
stretched face to face in large rocking chairs, and gazing 
at their roses, without even tiring themselves by talking. 

‘ You see,’ said Mazelle to his wife, ‘ we will do what those 
gentlemen advise. They know more about such matters than 
we do, and nobody will be able to blame us for following their 
counsel. For my part I am quite losing my head, for all this 
business tortures my brain from morning till night. 

‘It’s like me,’ said Madame Mazelle. ‘It isn’t living to 
be obliged to keep on thinking and thinking. Nothing could 
be worse for my complaint, I’m sure of it.’ 

The tea was served in an arbour of greenery in the garden 
one beautiful, sunshiny afternoon. Sub-Prefect Chatelard 
and Mayor Gourier were the first to arrive. They had re- 
mained inseparable, linked it seemed even more closely 
together since the death of Madame Gourier, the beautiful 
Léonore, who, during her last five years had remained an 
invalid in an arm-chair, afflicted with paralysis of the legs, 
but most devotedly nursed, her lover taking her husband’s 
place to watch over her and read to her whenever the other 
was obliged to absent himself. It was, indeed, in Chatelard’s 
arms that Léonore had suddenly expired one evening while 
he was helping her to drink a cupful of lime-water, whilst 
Gourier was outside smoking a cigar. When be came in 
again, the two men wept together for the dear departed. And 
nowadays they were inseparable, their duties leaving them 
plenty of leisure, for it was only in a theoretica) kind of way 
that they now governed the town, the sub-prefect having pre- 
vailed on the mayor to follow his example, and let things take 
their own course, rather than spoil his life by trying to 
oppose the evolution, the progress of which nobody in the 
world could have prevented. Nevertheless, Gourier, who 
often felt afraid of the future, had some difficulty in taking 
this philosophical course. He had become reconciled to his 
son Achille, whom Ma-Bleue had presented with a very 
charming daughter, Léonie, who had the eyes of her beautiful 
mother, big blue eyes suggesting some large blue Ikke, some 
vast stretch of blue sky. Nearly twenty years of age at pre- 
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sent, fit to be married, Léonie had captivated her grandfather. 
And he had resigned himself to opening his door to her 
parents, that son who had formerly rebelled against his autho- 
rity, and that Ma-Bleue, of whom he still occasionally spoke 
as a savage. As he himself expressed it, it was hard for him, 
a mayor, the celebrant of lawful marriage, to receive at his 
fireside a couple of revolutionaries, who had simply espoused 
one another under the stars one warm summer's night. But 
the times were so strange, such extraordinary things happened, 
that a charming granddaughter become a very acceptable 
present, even although she were the offspring of impenitent 
free love. Chatelard had gaily insisted on reconciliation ; and 
Gourier, since his son had been bringing Léonie to see him, 
had been more and more won over to the cause of La 
Crécherie, though, to his thinking, it had hitherto remained a 
source of catastrophes. 

Judge Gaume and Abbé Marle were late in arriving that 
day at the Mazelles’, but the latter could not refrain from 
explaining their position to the sub-prefect and the mayor. 
Ought they to resign themselves to their daughter's unreason- 
able whim ? 

‘As you will certainly understand, Monsieur le Sous- 
Préfet,’ said Mazelle in an anxious but pompous manner, 
‘apart from the grief which such a marriage would cause us, 
we have to consider the deplorable effect which it would have 
socially, and our heavy responsibility towards distinguished 
persons of our class. We really seem to be going towards 
some abyss.’ 

They were seated in the warm shade, perfumed by the 
climbing roses, at a table with gay-coloured napery, on which 
stood several dishes of little cakes ; and Chatelard, still a well- 
groomed, fine-looking man in spite of his years, smiled in a 
discreetly ironical manner. ‘ We are already in the abyss, 
dear Monsieur Mazelle,’ he replied. ‘It would be very wrong 
of you to put yourself out about the Government, the authori- 
ties, or even fine society, for only a semblance of these things 
now exists. I am still sub-prefect and my friend Gourier is 
still mayor, no doubt. Only we are scarcely more than 
shadows, and there is no longer any real, substantial State 
behind us. And it is the same with the powerful and the 
wealthy, a little of whose power and wealth is carried off each 
aisosedlite day by the new organisation of work. So don’t take 
the trouble to defend them, particularly as they themselves, 
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yielding to vertigo, are now becoming active artisans of the 
revolution. Don’t resist then, yield to the current! ’ 

He was fond of that style of jesting, which terrified the 
last bourgeois of Beauclair. Moreover, it was an amiable and 
jocular way of telling the truth, for he indeed felt convinced 
that the old world was done for, and that a new one was 
springing from the ruins. Most serious events were taking 
place in Paris, the ancient edifice was falling stone by stone, 
giving place to a provisional structure, in which one could 
already plainly detect the outlines of the future city of justice 
and peace. 

But the Mazelles had turned pale. Whilst the wife sank 
back in her armchair with her eyes fixed on the little cakes, 
the husband exclaimed: ‘ Really! do you think us threatened 
to such a point as that? I know very well that people think 
of reducing the interest on Rentes.’ 

‘Rentes,’ said Chatelard quietly, ‘ they will be suppressed 
before another twenty years have gone by; or, rather, some 
plan will be found for dispossessing the rentiers by degrees. 
A scheme to that effect is already being studied.’ 

Madame Mazelle heaved such a desperate sigh that one 
might have imagined she was giving up the ghost. ‘Oh, I 
hope we shall be dead by then!’ said she; ‘I hope that we 
shan’t have the grief of witnessing such infamy! But our 
poor daughter will suffer by it, and that is an additional 
reason for compelling her to make a good marriage.’ 

But Chatelard pitilessly went on: ‘Why, good marriages 
are no longer possible, since the right of inheritance is about 
todisappear. That is virtually resolved upon. In future each 
married couple will have to work out its own happiness. And 
whether your daughter Louise marries a bourgeois’ son or & 
workman’s son, the capital of the newly-wedded pair will soon 
be identical—so much love, if they are lucky enough to love 
one another, and so much activity if they are intelligent 
enough not to be idlers.’ 

Deep silence fell, and one could hear the faint whirr of a 
warbler’s wings, at it flew about among the roses. 

‘And so,’ Mazelle, who was overwhelmed, ended by asking, 
‘that is the advice you give us, Monsieur le Sous-Préfet ? 
According to you, we can accept that Lucien Bonnaire as our 
son-in-law, eh ?’ 

‘Oh, mon Dieu, yes! The world will none the, less con- 
tinue peacefully revolving. And as the two children are 60 


WORK 379 


fond of one another, it is at least certain that you will make 
them happy.’ 

Gourier had hitherto said nothing. He felt ill at ease 
at being called upon to decide such a question—he, whose 
son had gone off to live with Ma-Bleue, that wild girl of the 
rocks, whom he now received in his highly respectable middle- 
class home. At last an avowal of his embarrassment escaped 
him : ‘ That’s true; the best thing after all is to marry them. 
When their parents don’t marry them the young people take 
themselves off and get married as they fancy. Ah! in what 
times are we living!’ 

He raised his arms towards heaven, and Chatelard had to 
exercise all his influence to prevent him from falling into 
black melancholy. Gourier’s old age—following on & some- 
what dissolute life—was full of stupor; he constantly fell 
asleep, at table, in the midst of conversation, even whilst 
walking out of decors. With the resigned air of a once terrible 
employer of labour, whom facts had vanquished, he ended by 
saying: ‘ Well, what else can be expected? After us the 
deluge, as many of our class now say. We are done for.’ 

It was at this moment that Judge Gaume arrived, much 
behind his time. Nowadays his legs swelled, and it was only 
with difficulty that he could walk, helping himself along 
with a stick. He was nearly seventy, and was awaiting his 
pension, full of secret disgust for that human justice which 
he bad administered during so many years, contenting him- 
self the while with strictly applying the written law, like a 
priest who no longer believes, but is sustained solely by 
dogma. In his home, however, the drama of love and 
betrayal which had wrecked his life had pursued its course, 
stubbornly and pitilessly. The disaster, which had begun 
with the suicide of his wife, had been completed by his daughter 
Lucile, who had caused her husband, Captain Jollivet, to be 
killed in a murderous duel by one of her lovers, with whom 
she had afterwards eloped. The police were seeking her, and 
Gaume now lived alone with her one child, André, a delicate, 
affectionate youth of sixteen, over whom he watched with 
anxious affection. Sufficient misfortune had fallen, he felt ; 
avenging destiny, punishing some old unknown crime, must 
go no further. Yet he still wondered to what good power, 
what future of true justice and faithful love he might guide 
that youth in order that his race might be renewed and at last 
win happirfess. 
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On being questioned by Mazelle respecting the advisa- 
bility of a marriage between Louise and Lucien Bonnaire, 
Judge Gaume immediately exclaimed: ‘Marry them, marry 
them—particularly if they feel for one another such great 
love as to enter into contest with their parents and to pass 
over all obstacles. Love alone decides happiness.’ 

Then he regretted, like an avowal, that cry which the 
bitterness of his whole life had wrung from him, for he was 
intent on preserving during his last days his wonted men- 
dacious rigidity of demeanour, his austerity and coldness of 
countenance. ‘Do not wait for Abbé Marle,’ he resumed. 
‘I mt him just now, and he begged me to apologise to you. 
He was hastening to the church for the holy vessels, in order 
to take extreme unction to old Madame Jollivet, an aunt of 
my son-in-law’s, who is in the last pangs. Poor Abbé, in her 
he is losing one of his last penitents; he had his eyes full of 
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‘Oh! the fact that the clergy is being swept away is the 
one good feature of what is happening!’ exclaimed Gourier, 
who had remained a devourer of priests. ‘The republic 
would still be ours if the clergy had not tried to take it from 
us. It was they who urged the people on to upset everything 
and become the masters.’ 

But Chatelard remarked compassionately: ‘Poor Abbé 
Marle! it grieves me to see him in his empty church. You 
do quite right, Madame Mazelle, in still sending him some 
bouquets for the Virgin.’ 

Silence fell again, and the tragic shadow of the priest 
seemed to flit by in the bright sunlight amidst the perfume 
of the roses. In Léonore he had lost his dearest and most 
faithful parishioner. Madame Mazelle doubtless remained to 
him, but she was not really a believer ; all that she sought in 
religion was something ornamental—a kind of certificate that 
she was a right-minded bourgeois. And the Abbé was not 
ignorant of his destiny—he would some day be found dead at 
his altar under the remnants of his church, which threatened 
ruin, but which, for lack of money, he could not repair. 
Neither at the sub-prefecture nor at the town-hall was there 
any fund left for such work. He had appealed to the faithful, 
and in response had with difficulty obtained a ridiculously 
small sum of money. And now he was resigned to his fate ; 
he awaited the fall, still celebrating the offices ag if he were 
unaware of the threat of annihilation hanging above his head. 
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His church was becoming emptier and emptier, dying a little 
more each day, and he would die also when the old structure 
cracked around him and fell crushing him beneath the weight 
of the great crucifix, which still hung from the wall. And 
they would have one and the same grave: the earth whither 
all returns. 

As it happened Madame Mazelle was far too much upset 
by her personal worries to take any interest at that moment 
in the dolorous fate of Abbé Marle. If there should not be 
a prompt solution with respect to the marriage, she feared 
that she might fall seriously ill—she who had derived so 
many hours of nursing and petting from the malady without 
a name with which she had embellished her existence. All 
her guests having now arrived, she quitted her armchair to 
serve the tea, which steamed in the cups of bright porcelain, 
whilst a sunray gilded the little cakes lying in the crystal 
dishes. And she went on shaking her big, placid head, for 
she was not yet convinced : ‘ You may say what you like, my 
friends, but that marriage would really be the last blow, and 
I cannot make up my mind to it.’ 

‘ We will wait,’ declared Mazelle; ‘ we will exhaust Louise’s 
patience.’ 

But all at once both husband and wife were thunderstruck, 
for Louise herself stood before them among the sunlit roses 
at the entrance of the arbour. They had fancied her in her 
room, on her couch, suffering from that love-sickness which, 
according to Doctor Novarre, contentment alone could cure. 
No doubt she had guessed that the others were deciding her 
fate, and with her beautiful black hair just caught up in a 
knot, wearing a dressing-gown with a pattern of little red 
flowers, she had come down in all haste. Quivering with the 
passion that animated her, she looked charming with her 
somewhat obliquely-set eyes gleaming in her slender face. 
Not even grief could entirely extinguish their gay sparkle. 
She had heard the last words spoken by her parents. ‘ Ah, 
mamma! ah, papa! what was that you were saying?’ she 
cried. ‘Do you imagine that some merely childish caprice 
is in question? I’ve told you already, and I tell you again, 1 
wish Lucien to be my husband, and so he shall!’ 

Although half-conquered by the sudden apparition of his 
daughter, Mazelle still tried to struggle against the inevitable. 
‘But just think of it, you unhappy child! Our fortune, which 
you were fo have inherited, is already in jeopardy, so it is 
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quite possible that one of these days you will find yourself 
without a penny,’ he said. 

‘Just understand the situation,’ remarked Madame Ma- 
velle in her turn. ‘ With our money, even though it is in 
danger, you might still make a sensible marriage.’ 

Then Louise exploded with superb, joyous vehemence, 
‘Your money! I do not care a pin for it! You can keep it! 
If you were to give it me Lucien would no longer take me as 
his wife. Money, indeed! what should I do withit? Money! 
of what use isit? It does not help one to love and be happy. 
Lucien will earn my bread for me, and I’ll earn it too if 
necessary. It will be delightful.’ 

She cried these things aloud with such strength of youth 
and hope that the Mazelles, fearing for her reason, were anxious 
to quiet her by at last yielding to her desires. Besides, they 
were not people to continue battling; they wished to end their 
days in peace. As for Sub-Prefect Chatelard, Mayor Gourier, 
and Judge Gaume, whilst drinking their tea they smiled 
with some embarrassment, for they felt the girl’s free love 
sweeping them away like bits of straw. One must needs 
consent to what one cannot prevent. 

It was Chatelard who summed up everything in his 
amiable, bantering way, the irony of which was scarcely per- 
ceptible. ‘Our friend Gourier is right—we are done for, since 
it 18 our children who make the laws now.’ 

The marriage of Lucien Bonnaire and Louise Mazelle 
took place a month later. Chatelard for his personal amuse- 
ment prevailed on his friend Gourier to give a grand ball at 
the town-hall on the wedding night, as if by way of honour- 
ing their friends the Mazelles. At heart he thought it a 
good joke to make the bowrgeoisve of Beauclair dance at this 
wedding, which became a symbol of the multitude’s accession 
to power. They would dance on the ruins of authority in 
that town-hall which was gradually becoming the real common- 
house, where the mayor was no longer anything but a link 
between the various social groups. The hall was most 
luxuriously decorated, and there was music and singing as at 
the wedding of Nanet and Nise. And acclamations once more 
arose at the sight of the bridal pair, Lucien, so strong and 
sturdy, followed by all his mates of La Crécherie, and Louise, 
so slim and passionate, followed by all the fine society of the 
town, whose presence had been desired by her parents as a 
kind of supreme protest. Only it came to pass that the fine 
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folk were swamped by the multitude, won over to the rush 
of delight, carried away and conquered to such a point that a 
great many more marriages between the lads and girls of the 
different classes ensued. Once more, then, love triumphed, 
all-powerful iove which inflames the living universe, and bears 
it onward to its happy destiny. 

Youth flowered on all sides, other alliances were con- 
cluded, couples which everything seemed to separate set out 
together for the future city of happiness. The old trading 
class of Beauclair, now on the point of disappearing, gave its 
daughters and sons to the artisans of La Orécherie and the 
peasants of Les Combettes. The Laboques set the example 
by allowing their son Auguste to marry Marthe Bourron, and 
their daughter Eulalie to marry Arséne Lenfant. They had 
ceased struggling for some years already, for they realised that 
the trade of old times, the useless cogwheel which had con- 
sumed so much energy and wealth, was vanquished and 
dying. At the outset they had been obliged to allow their 
shop of the Rue de Brias to be turned into a mere dépét of 
the articles manufactured at La Crécherie and the other 
syndicated factories. Then, taking a further step, they had 
consented to close the shop, which had been merged into the 
general stores, where Luc’s indulgence had procured them an 
inspectorship by way of occupation. And now old age had 
come, and they lived in retirement, full of bitterness, and 
scared by the sight of that new world which evinced none 
of their own passion for lucre. The new generations had 
grown up for other forms of activity and delight than money- 
making. And thus their children, Auguste and Eulalie, 
yielding to love, the great artisan of harmony and peace, 
married as they pleased, encountering no obstacle on their 
parents’ side save the covert disapproval of old folk who regret 
the past. It was arranged that the two weddings should be 
celebrated on the same day at Les Combettes, now a large 
township, a very suburb of Beauclair, with large bright build- 
ings redolent of the inexhaustible wealth of the earth. And 
the weddings took place at harvest-time—indeed, on the very 
last day of the harvesting, when huge ricks already arose 
upon every side over the great golden plain. 

Feuillat, the former farmer of La Guerdache, had already 
married his son Léon to Eugénie, daughter of Yvonnot, the 
assessor, whom he had formerly reconciled with Feuillat, 
the mayor—that reconciliation whence had sprung the good 
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agreement of all the inhabitants of the place, and that impulse 
to combine together which had made the wretched village, eon- 
sumed by hatred, a fraternal and flourishing town. Nowadays 
Feuillat, who was very aged, had become like the patriarch of 
that agricultural society, for it was he who had dreamt of it, 
secretly sought to establish it, in former days, when com- 
bating the deadly tenant-farming system, and foreseeing what 
incalculable wealth the tillers of the soil might draw from it 
when they should agree together to love it like men of science 
and method. A true love for that soil which for centuries 
had been exhausting his ancestors, seemed to have sufficed to 
enlighten that simple farmer, who originally had been a hard- 
headed and rapacious man like all of his class. He had 
perceived in what direction lay salvation, peace among all 
the peasants, a combination of efforts, the earth becom- 
ing once more the sole mother, ploughed, sown, and eropped 
by one family. And he had beheld the fulfilment of his 
dream, he had seen his neighbours’ fields joined together, 
the farm of La Guerdache merged into the parish of Les 
Combeties, other smaller villages joined thereto, a vast estate 
created, and set on the march for the conquest, by successive 
annexation, of the whole of the vast plain of La Roumagne. 
Feuillat, who had remained the soul of the association, formed 
with Lenfant and Yvonnot, its founders, a kind of ‘ Conseil 
des Aneiens,’ who were consulted on all things, and whose 
advice was always found profitable. 

Thus, when the wedding of Lenfant’s son Arsene with 
Eulalie Laboque was decided upon, and the latter’s brother 
Auguste determined to celebrate his marriage with Marthe 
Bourron at the same time, it occurred to Feuillat, whose 
idea was accepted and acclaimed by all, to organise a great 
féte which should be like the festival of the pacification and 
triumph of Les Combettes. They would drink to fraternity 
between the peasant and the industrial worker, formerly so 
bitterly opposed to one another, but whose alliance alone 
could establish social wealth and peace. They would drink 
also to the end of all antagonism, to the disappearance of that 
barbarous thing called trade which had perpetuated a hateful 
struggle between the dealer who sold a tool, the peasant who 
made corn grow, and the baker who sold bread, at a price 
increased by the thefts of a number of intermediaries. And 
what better day could be chosen to celebrate the reconcilia- 
tion than that when the enemies of former days,.the castes 
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which had seemed bent on devouring and destroying one 
another, ended by exchanging their lads and girls, consenting 
to marriages which would hasten the advent of the future! 
Thus it was decided that the féte should take place in a large 
field near the town, a field where lofty ricks, golden under 
the bright sun, arose like the symmetrically disposed columns 
of some gigantictemple. The colonnade stretched indeed to 
the very horizon ; other ricks and other ricks arose, proclaim- 
ing the inexhaustible fruitfulness of the soil. And it was 
there that they sang, that they danced, amidst the pleasant 
odour of the ripe corn, amidst the great fertile plain, whence 
the work of man, now at last reconciled, drew bread enough 
for the happiness of all. 

The Taboause brought in their train all the former trades- 
men of Beauclair, whilst the Bourrons brought the whole of 
La Crécherie. The Lenfants were there, at home, and never 
yet had folk fraternised so fully, the groups fast mingling 
and uniting in one sole family. The Laboques, no doubt, 
remained grave and somewhat embarrassed, but the Len- 
fants made merry with all their hearts, whilst the great sight 
of all was Babette Bourron, whose everlasting good humour, 
her certainty, even amidst the greatest worries, that things 
would turn out well at last, now proved triumphant. She 
personified hope, marching radiant behind the two bridal 
couples; and when these arrived—Marthe Bourron on the 
arm of Auguste Laboque, Eulalie Laboque on the arm of 
Arséne Lenfant—they brought with them such a blaze of 
youth and strength and delight, that endless acclamations 
rolled from one to the other end of the stubbles. The 
onlookers called to them affectionately, they were loved, they 
were praised because they indeed personified sovereign and 
victorious love, that love which had already drawn all those 
folk together, by giving them those overflowing harvests 
amidst which they would henceforth swarm like a free and 
united people, ignorant alike of hatred and of want. 

That same day other marriages were decided upon, as had 
already happened at the wedding of Lucien Bonnaire and 
Louise Mazelle. Madame Mitaine, the former bakeress, who 
had remained for everybody the ‘beautiful Madame Mitaine,’ 
in spite of her sixty-five years, kissed Olympe Lenfant, sister 
to one of the bridegrooms, and told her that she would be 
happy to call her ‘daughter,’ for her son Evariste had con- 
foreod that he adored her. The beautiful bakeress’s husband 
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had oeen dead for ten years, and her establishment had been 
merged into the general stores of La Crécherie, as was the 
case with most of the retail businesses of the town. She lived 
like a retired worker with her son Evariste, both very proud 
of the fact that Luc had given them the charge of the electri- 
cal kneading appliances, which yielded an abundance of white 
light bread. Whilst Evariste in his turn was bestowing a 
betrothal kiss on Olympe, who had turned pink with pleasure, 
Madame Mitaine suddenly recognised in a thin, dark little 
woman seated beside a rick, her old neighbour, Madame 
Dacheux, the butcher’s wife. She thereupon went and sat 
down beside her. ‘ Must it not all finish in weddings,’ she 
asked gaily, ‘since all these young folk were ever playing 
together ?’ 

Madame Dacheux, however, remained silent and gloomy. 
She also had lost her husband, who had died from the effects 
of a badly aimed blow with his chopper, which had struck off 
his right hand. According to some folk, clumsiness had 
nothing to do with it, the butcher having voluntarily cut off 
his hand in a fit of furious anger, rather than sign a transfer 
of his shop to La Crécherie. Recent occurrences, and the 
idea that holy meat, the meat of the wealthy, was now being 
placed within the reach of all and appearing at the tables of 
the poorest, must have maddened that violent, reactionary, 
and tyrannical man. He had died from the effects of gan- 
grene improperly treated, leaving his wife in a state of terror 
from the oaths which he had heaped upon her during his final 
agony. 

‘And your Julienne, how is she?’ Madame Mitaine 
inquired in her amiable way. ‘I met her the other day. She 
looked superb.’ 

The butcher's widow was at last obliged to answer. 
Pointing to a couple figuring in one of the quadrille sets, she 
said: ‘She’s dancing yonder. I’m watching her.’ 

Julienne indeed was dancing on the arm of a tall, good- 
looking fellow, Louis Fauchard, the son of the former drawer. 
Sturdy of build, white of skin, her whole face beaming with 
health, Julienne evidently enjoyed the embrace of that 
vigorous yet gentle-looking youth, who was one of the best 
smiths of La Crécherie. 

‘Oh! does that mean another marriage, then?’ asked 
Madame Mitaine, laughing. 

But Madame Dacheux shuddered and protésted: ‘Oh | 
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no, no! How can you say such a thing? You know what 
my husband’s ideas were. He would rise from his tomb if I 
let our daughter marry that workman, the son of that 
wretched Mélanie, who was always trying to get a bit of soup- 
beef on credit, and whom he drove out of our shop so often 
because she never paid!’ 

In a low and tremulous voice the butcher’s widow went on 
to relate what a torturing life she led. Her husband appeared 
to her at night-time. Although he was dead he still made her 
bow beneath his despotic authority, tormenting her, upbraiding 
her, frightening her with devilish threats in her dreams. The 
poor, scared, insignificant woman was so unlucky that even 
widowhood had not brought her peace. 

‘If I were to let Julienne marry contrary to his wishes,’ 
she concluded, ‘he would certainly come back every night to 
beat me! ’ 

She was shedding tears now, and Madame Mitaine strove 
to comfort her, assuring her that she would soon get rid of her 
nightmares if she would only set a little happiness around her. 
Just then, as it happened, Mélanie, the ever-complaining 
Madame Fauchard, whom for years one had seen perpetually 
running about to procure the four quarts of wine which her 
husband required for his shift, drew near with a hesitating 
step. She no longer suffered from want. She occupied one 
of the bright little houses of La Crécherie with Fauchard, 
who, infirm and stupefied, had now ceased all work. Lodging 
with her, moreover, was her brother Fortuné, now forty-five 
years of age, and already an old man, half-blind, and deaf, 
owing to the brutish, mechanical, uniform toil to which he had 
been condemned at the Abyss from his fifteenth year onward. 
Thus, in spite of the comforts which La Fauchard owed to 
the new pension and mutual relief system, she had remained 
a complaining creature, a wretched waif of the past, with two 
old children on her hands. Therein lay a lesson, an example 
of ag shame and grief which the wage-system had brought 
with it. 

‘Have you seen my men?’ she asked Madame Mitaine, re- 
ferring to her husband and brother. ‘I lost them in the crowd. 
Oh! there they are!’ 

With halting gait, arm-in-arm, by way of proppmg up 
each other, the brothers-in-law passed by—Fauchard, wrecked 
and done for, suggesting some ghost of the painful toil of the 
past; and Fortuné, looking less aged but quite as domaoast; 
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stricken seemingly with imbecility. Through all the sturdy 
crowd, overflowing with new life and hope amidst the sweet- 
smelling ricks, in which was piled the corn of a whole com- 
munity, the two unfortunate men strolled hither and thither, 
freely displaying their decrepitude, understanding nothing of 
what went on around them, and not even acknowledging the 
salutations of acquaintances. 

‘ Leave them in the sunshine—it does them good,’ resumed 
Madame Mitaine, addressing La Fauchard. ‘Your son is 
sturdy and gay enough! ’ 

‘That's true; Louis has the best of health,’ the other 
replied. ‘The sons are not much like the fathers, now that 
the times have changed. Just see how he dances! He will 
never know cold and hunger.’ 

Thereupon Madame Mitaine, in her good-natured way, 
resolved to promote the happiness of the young couple who 
were smiling at each other so lovingly whilst they danced 
before her. She brought the two mothers, Madame Fauchard 
and Madame Dacheux, together, and made them sit down side 
by side, and then she moved the butcher’s widow and con- 
vinced her that she ought to consent to her daughter’s mar- 
riage. It was solitude that made the poor old creature suffer ; 
she needed grandchildren to climb up on her knees and put 
all troublesome phantoms to flight. 

‘Ah, mon Diew!’ she ended by exclaiming, ‘I’m agreeable 
all the same, on condition that I’m not left alone. I myself 
never said no to anybody. It was he who wouldn’t have it. 
But if you all wish it, and promise to defend me, then do, do 
as you like.’ , 

When Louis and Julienne learnt that their mothers con- 
sented to their wedding, they hastened to them and fell in 
their arms with tears and laughter. And thus amidst the 
general joy fresh joy was born. 

‘How could you think of parting these young people?’ 
Madame Mitaine repeated; ‘ they seem to have grown up one 
for the other. I’ve given my Evariste to Olympe Lenfant, 
whom I remember as quite a little girl, when she used to 
come to my shop and my boy gave her cakes. It’s the same 
with Louis Fauchard. How many times have I not seen him 
prowling near your shop, Madame Dacheux, and playing with 
your Julienne! The Laboques, the Bourrons, the Lenfants 
and the Yvonnots, whose marriages are now being celebrated, 
why, they all grew up together, at the very time when their 
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parents were attacking one another, and now you see their 
harvest time has come.’ 

She laughed yet more loudly as she recalled the past, 
while an expression of infinite kindness spread over her face. 
And joy was rising around her. People came to say that 
other betrothals had just taken place—that of Sébastien 
Bourron with Agathe Fauchard, and that of Nicolas Yvonnot 
with Zoé Bonnaire. Love, sovereign love, was incessantly 
perfecting the reconciliation, blending all classes together. 
And the féte lasted until night-time, until the stars came out, 
whilst love thus triumphed, bringing heart nearer to heart and 
merging one into another, amidst the dances and songs of 
those joyous people marching towards future unity and 
harmony. 

Amidst the growing fraternity, however, there was one 
man, one of the old ones, Master-smelter Morfain, who re- 
mained apart from all the rest, mute and wild, unable and 
unwilling to understand. He still dwelt, like one of the pre- 
historic Vulcans, in the rocky cavity near the smeltery under 
his charge, and now he was quite alone there, like a solitasre 
who had broken off all intercourse with the rising generations. 
When his daughter Ma-Bleue had gone off to realise her 
dream of love with Achille Gourier, the Prince Charming of 
her blue nights, Morfain had already felt that the new times 
were robbing him of the best part of himself. Then another 
love affair had carried away his son Petit-Da, that tall young 
fellow who had become so passionately enamoured of Honorine, 
a quick, alert little brunette, daughter of Caffiaux, the grocer 
and taverner. Morfain had at first peremptorily refused to 
consent to their marriage, full of contempt as he was for that 
shady family of poisoners, the Caffiaux, who on their side 
returned his disdain with interest, and in their vanity were 
by no means inclined to allow their daughter to marry a 
worker. Nevertheless, Caffiaux was the first to give way, for 
he was of a supple and crafty nature. After closing his 
tavern he had secured a very comfortable post as chief guar- 
dian at the general stores of La Crécherie, and the nasty 
stories once told of him were being forgotten ; whilst for his 
part he feigned too much devotion to the principles of soli- 
darity to cling obstinately to a decision which might have 
harmed him. Thus Petit-Da, carried away by his passion, 
took no further notice of his father’s opposition, and the 
result was that a terrible quarrel, a frightful rupture, between 
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the two men ensued. From that time forward the master- 
smelter no longer spoke, save to direct the furnace work, but 
shut himself up in his cavern like some fierce and motionless 
spectre of the dead ages. 

Though years and years went by Morfain did not appear 
to age. He was always the same old-time conqueror of fire, 
a colossus with a huge head, a nose like an eagle’s beak, and 
flaming eyes set between cheeks which a flow of Java seemed 
to have ravaged. His twisted lips, now seldom parted, 
retained their tawny redness suggestive of burns. And it 
seemed as if no human considerations would again weigh 
with him in the depths of the implacable solitude in which 
he had shut himself on perceiving that his daughter and his 
son had joined the party of to-morrow. Ma-Bleue had pre- 
sented Achille with a sweet little girl, Léonie, who was grow- 
ing up all grace and tenderness. And Petit-Da’s wife, Hono- 
rine, had given birth to a strong and charming boy, Raymond, 
now an intelligent young man who would soon be old enough 
to marry. But the children’s grandfather did not soften—he 
repulsed them, shrank even from seeing them. 

On the other hand, however, amidst the collapse of his 
affection for his kin, the species of paternal passion which he 
had always evinced for his furnace seemed to increase. That 

wling monster ever afire, whose flaming digestion he con- 
trolled both day and night, was seemingly regarded by him as 
some child. The slightest disturbance in its work threw him 
into anguish ; he spent sleepless nights in watching over the 
working of the twyers, displaying all the devotion of a young 
lover amidst the embers whose heat his skin no longer feared. 
Luc, rendered anxious by Morfain’s great age, had spoken of 
pensioning him off, but renounced the idea at the sight of the 
quivering rebellion, the inconsolable grief which was displayed 
by that hero of toil, who was so proud of having exhausted, 
consumed his muscles in pursuing the conquest of fire. How- 
ever, the hour for retirement would come forcibly from the 
inevitable march of progress, and Luc indulgently decided to 
wait awhile. 

Morfain had already felt that he was threatened. He was 
aware of the researches which Jordan was making with 
the view of replacing the old, slow, barbarous smeltery by 
batteries of electrical furnaces. The idea that one might 
extinguish and demolish the giant pile which flatned during 
seven and eight years at a stretch, quite distracted the master- 
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smelter, and he became seriously alarmed when Jordan 
effected a first improvement by burning coal at the mouth of 
the pit from which it was extracted, and bringing electricity 
without loss to La Crécherie by cable. However, as the cost 
price still remained too high for electricity to be employed for 
smelting ore, Morfain was able to rejoice over the futility of 
Jordan’s victory. During the ensuing ten years each fresh 
defeat which fell on Jordan delighted him. He indulged in 
covert irony, feeling convinced that fire would never suffer 
itself to be conquered by that strange new power, that myste- 
rious thunder, whose flashes were not even visible. He longed 
for his master’s defeat, the annihilation of the new appliances 
which were ever being constructed and improved. But all at 
once the position became very threatening, a rumour spread 
that Jordan had at last completed his great work, having dis- 
covered a means of transforming calorical energy direct into 
electrical energy, without the help of mechanical energy being 
required. That is, the steam engine, that cumbersome and 
costly intermediary, was suppressed. And in thiswise the 
problem was solved, the cost of electricity would be lowered 
by one-half, and it would be possible to employ it for the 
smelting of ore. A first battery of electrical furnaces was 
indeed already being fitted up, and Morfain, full of despair, 
prowled fiercely around his blast-furnace, as if anxious to 
defend it. 

Luc did not immediately give orders for its demolition. 
He wished first of all to make some conclusive experiments 
with the battery. Thus, during a period of six months, the 
work went on in both forms, and the old smelter spent some 
abominable days, for he now realised that the well-loved 
monster in his charge was condemned. He saw it forsaken 
now, nobody came up the hill to see it, whereas the inquisitive 
thronged around those electrical furnaces below, which occu- 
pied such little space, and did their work, it was said, so well 
and so speedily. Morfain, for his part, full of rancour, never 
went down to see them, but spoke of them disdainfully as of 
toys for children. Was it possible that the ancient method 
of smelting which had given man the empire of the world 
could be dethroned? No, no, one would have to revert to 
those giant furnaces which had burnt for centuries without 
ever being extinguished! And, alone with the few men under 
his orderg, who remained silent like himself, Morfain looked 
down contemptuously on the shed in which the electrical 
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furnaces were working, and still felt happy at night-time, 
when he was able to set the horizon all aglow with a ‘run’ 
of dazzling metal. 

But the day at last came when Luc passed sentence on 
the blast-furnace, whose work was now shown to be both 
slower and more costly than the other. Thus it was decided 
that following upon a final run it should be allowed to go out, 
after which it might be demolished. Morfain, on being 
warned of this, did not answer, but remained impassive, his 
bronze countenance revealing nothing of the tempest in his 
soul. His calmness frightened people ; Ma-Bleue came up to 
see him, accompanied by her daughter Léonie, and Petit-Da, 
moved by the same affectionate impulse, brought his son 
Raymond. For a moment the family found itself assembled, 
as in former days, in the rocky hillside cavern, and the old 
man allowed himself to be kissed and caressed, without 
repulsing his grandchildren as he had usually done. §Btill 
he did not return their caresses, but seemed far away, like 
one who belonged to a past period, one in whom no human 
feeling was left. It was a cold and gloomy autumn day, and 
the crapelike veil of the early twilight was falling from a 
livid sky over the dark earth. At last Morfain arose and 
broke the silence, saying, ‘ Well, they are waiting for me, 
there is yet another run.’ 

It was the last. They all followed him to the blast- 
furnace. The men under his orders were present, already 
shadowy in the increasing gloom, and once again, for the Jast 
time, the usual work was accomplished. A bar was thrust 
into the plug of refractory clay, the hole was enlarged, and 
finally the tumultuous flood of fusing metal poured forth, a 
stream of flames rolling along the channels in the sand and 
filling the moulds with blazing pools. And once again, too, 
from those tracks and fields of fire arose a harvest of sparks, 
blue sparks of delicate ethereality, and golden fusees de- 
lightfully refined, a florescence of cornflowers, as it were, 
amidst golden ears of wheat. And a blinding glow burst on 
the mournful twilight, illumining the furnace, the neigh- 
bouring buildings, the distant roofs of Beauclair, and the 
whole of the great horizon. Then everything disappeared, 
deep night reigned all around; the end had come, the fur- 
nace’s life was over. 

Morfain, who without a word had stood lookjng at it 
all, remained there in the gloom motionless like one of 
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the neighbouring rocks which the shades of night again 
enveloped. 

‘Father,’ said Ma-Bleue gently, ‘now that there is no 
more work to be done here, you must comedowntous. Your 
room has long been ready for you.’ 

And Petit-Da in his turn exclaimed: ‘Father, you've 
certainly got to rest now. There is a room for you in my 
place too. You must let each of us have you in turn, you 
sia live sometimes with one and sometimes with the 
other.’ 

But the old master-smelter did not immediately answer. 
A great sigh made his breast heave dolorously. At last he 
said: ‘ That’s it, I’ll go down, I’ll havea look. But you can 
go away now.’ 

For another fifteen days it was impossible to induce Mor- 
fain to quit the furnace. He watched it cooling, as one 
watches beside a death-bed. Every evening he felt it in 
order to make sure that it was not quite dead. And as long 
as he found a little warmth remaining, he lingered obstinately 
beside it as if it were a friend whose remains it would be 
wrong to abandon. But at last the demolishers arrived, 
and then one morning the grand old vanquished man was 
seen to descend from his cavern to La Crécherie, where he 
repaired with a still firm step to the large glazed shed in 
which the battery of electrical furnaces was working. 

Asit happened, both Jordan and Luc were there with 
Petit-Da, whom they had appointed to direct the smelting in 
conjunction with his son Raymond, the latter already being 
a good electrician. The work was being brought to greater 
precision day by day; and Jordan scarcely quitted the shed, 
eager as he was to perfect the new method which had cost 
him so many years of study and experiment. 

‘Ah! Morfain, my old friend!’ he exclaimed joyously. 
‘So you’ve become sensible ! ’ 

The other’s face, the colour of old iron, remained impas- 
sive, and he contented himself with replying : ‘ Yes, Monsieur 
Jordan, I wanted to see your machine.’ 

Luc, however, scrutinised him rather anxiously. He had 
given orders to have him watched, for he had learnt that 
he had been found leaning over the mouth of the blast fur- 
nace, when the latter was still full of glowing embers, like a 
man preparing to fling himself into that frightful hell. One 
of the smelters under his orders, however, had saved him from 
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that death which he had contemplated, perchance as a last 
gift of his scorched frame to the monster, as though indeed 
he set his pride in dying by fire, after loving and serving itso 
faithfully for more than half a century. 

‘It is pleasant to find you still inquisitive at your age, my 
good Morfain,’ said Luc, without taking his eyes from him. 
‘ Now, just examine these toys.’ 

The battery stretched out before them, showing ten fur- 
naces, ten cubes of red brick-work over six feet high and 
nearly five feet long. And above them one only saw the 
powerful electrodes, thick cylinders of carbon, to which the 
electric cables were attached. The operations were very 
simple. An endless screw, worked by a switch, served the 
ten furnaces, bringing the ore and discharging it into them. 
A second switch set up the current, the arc whose extra- 
ordinary temperature of two thousand degrees sufficed to melt 
almost four hundredweight of metal in five minutes. And it 
was only necessary to turn a third switch for the platinum door 
of each oven to rise up and for a kind of rolling way, lined 
with fine sand, to start off on the march and receive the ten 
pigs, each of four hundredweight, and carry them into the 
cool air outside. 

‘ Well, my good Morfain,’ asked Jordan with the gaiety 
of a happy child, ‘ what do you think of it?’ 

Then he told him of the output. Those toys, each yield- 
ing four hundredweight of metal every five minutes, could 
turn out altogether a total of two hundred and forty tons 
daily, if they were allowed to work ten hours at a stretch. 
This was a prodigious output when one considered that the 
old blast-furnace, burning day and night alike, could not 
supply one-third of the quantity. As a matter of fact the 
electrical furnaces were seldom kept working more than three 
or four hours, and the advantage was that they could be 
lighted and extinguished as one pleased, in accordance with 
one’s needs, whatever quantity of raw material that was re- 
quired being immediately obtained. And how easily they 
worked, and what cleanliness and simplicity there was! As 
the electrodes themselves supplied the carbon necessary for 
the carburisation of the ore, there was little dust. The gases 
alone escaped, and the quantity of slag was so small that a 
daily cleaning sufficed to get rid of it. There was no longer 
any need of a barbarous colossus whose digestion caused 
disquietude, nor of any of the numerous and cumbersome 
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appendages, the purifiers, the heaters, the blast machinery, 
and the constant current of water, with which it had been 
necessary to surround it. There was no longer any fear of 
stoppages or cooling down, nor any talk of demolishing or 
emptying the monster whilst still ablaze, because a twyer 
simply went wrong. Loaders watching at the mouth, and 
smelters piercing the plug and broiling in the flames of the 
‘runs’ were no longer required to be on the alert, following 
one another incessantly with day and night shifts. The 
battery of the ten electrical furnaces, extending over a surface 
under fifty feet in length and some sixteen feet in width, was 
at its ease in the large, bright, glazed shed which sheltered 
it. And three children would have sufficed to set everything 
going, one at the switch of the endless screw, a second at the 
switch of the electrodes, and a third at that of the rolling 
way. 
‘What do you think of it? What do you think of it, my 
good Morfain ?’ repeated Jordan triumphantly. 

The old master-smelter still looked at the furnaces without 
moving or speaking. Night was already at hand, shadows 
were filling the shed, and the working of the battery, with its 
gentle mechanical regularity, was quite impressive. Cold and 
dim, the ten furnaces seemed to slumber, whilst the little cars 
of ore, moved by the endless screw, were emptied one by one. 
Then every five minutes the platinum doors opened, the ten 
white jets of the ten ‘runs’ blazed upon the gloom, and the 
ten pigs, flowery with cornflowers amidst ears of wheat, 
slowly and continuously journeyed off on the rolling-way. 

However, Petit-Da, who hitherto had remained silent, 
wished to give some explanations, and pointing to the thick 
cable which, descending from the rafters, brought the current 
to the furnaces, he said, ‘ You see, father, the electricity comes 
along that cable, and such is its force that if the wires were 
severed everything would be blown up!’ 

Luc, whom Morfain’s calmness had reassured, began to 
laugh. ‘Don’t say that,’ he exclaimed, ‘ you would frighten 
our young people. Nothing would be blown up. Only the 
imprudent man who touched the wires would be in danger. 
Besides, the cable is a strong one.’ 

‘Yes, that’s true,’ Petit-Da resumed; ‘a strong wrist 
would be needed to break it.’ 

Morfgin, still impassive, drew near. To reach the cable 
he simply had to raise his hands. However, for a moment 
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longer he remained there motionless, nothing on his scorched 
face revealing what his thoughts might be. But all at once 
such a flame shot from his eyes that Luc again felt anxious, 
as if with a vague presentiment of a catastrophe. 

‘A strong wrist, you say?’ Morfain at last exclaimed, 
making up his mind to speak. ‘ Just let us see, my lad.’ 

And before the others had time to intervene he caught 
hold of the cable with his hands, hardened by fire and as 
strong as Iron pincers. And he bent the cable and broke it, 
even as an irritated giant might break the string of some 
child’s toy. And lightning came, the wires met, and a 
mighty dazzling flash burst forth. Then the whole shed was 
plunged into darkness, amidst which one heard nought but 
the fall of that tall, lightning-stricken old man, who dropped, 
all of a piece, like an oak felled in the forest. 

Lanterns had to be fetched. Jordan and Lue, utterly 
distracted, could only pronounce Morfain to be dead, whilst 
Petit-Da shrieked aloud and wept. Stretched upon his back, 
the old smelter did not appear to have suffered. He lay there 
like some colossal figure of old iron. However, his garments 
were smouldering, and the fire had to be put out. Doubtless 
he had been unwilling to survive the well-loved monster, that 
blast-furnace of which he had been the last fervent wor- 
shipper. With him had finished the first battle: man, the 
subduer of fire, the conqueror of metals, bending beneath the 
slavery of dolorous toil, and so proud of that long and over- 
whelming labour—the labour of humanity marching towards 
future happiness—as to make it a title of nobility. He had 
even shrunk from knowing that new times were born, bringing 
to each by the victory of a just apportionment of work, a 
little rest, a little gaiety, a little happy enjoyment, such as 
hitherto only a few privileged beings had tasted, deriving it 
from the iniquitous suffering of the greater number. And he 
had fallen like some fierce, obstinate hero of the ancient and 
terrible corvée, like a Vulcan chained to his forge, a blind 
enemy of all that would have freed him, setting his glory in 
his servitude, and regarding the possible diminution of suf- 
fering and effort as mere downfall. And the force of the new 
age, the lightning which he had come to deny and insult, had 
annihilated him. And now he slept. 

Three years later three more marriages took place, still 
further blending the classes together and tightening the bonds 
of that fraternal and peaceful people which was ever and ever 
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spreading. Hilaire Froment, the eldest son of Luc and Josine, 
a strong young man already twenty-six, espoused Colette, the 
daughter of Nanet and Nise, a delightful little blonde in all the 
flowery springtide of her eighteen summers. And the blood 
of the Delaveaus became calmer on mingling with that of 
the Froments and Josine, the erstwhile wretched wanderer, 
who had been picked up, half dead of starvation, almost 
on the threshold of the Abyss. Then yet another Froment, 
Thérése, the third-born, a tall, gay, good-looking girl, became 
when seventeen the wife of Raymond, son of Petit-Da and 
Honorine Caffiaux, her senior by two years. And this time 
the blood of the Froments was allied with that of those epic 
toilers the Morfains and that of the Caffiaux, the representatives 
of the old trade system, which the advent of La Crécherie had 
swept away. Finally Léonie, the amiable daughter of Achille 
Gourier and Ma-Bleue, married one of Bonnaire’s sons, who 
was twenty, like herself. This was Séverin, Lucien’s younger 
brother; and in this marriage the expiring bourgeoisie became 
united to the people, the resigned and mighty toilers of the 
dead ages, and the revolutionary workers who were attaining 
to freedom. 

Great fétes were given, for the happy descendants of Luc 
and Josine were about to increase and multiply, helping to 
people the new city which Luc had founded in order that 
Josine and all others might be saved from iniquitous want. 
The torrent of Love was flowing forth, life was incessantly 
spreading, doubling the harvests, ever creating more and more 
men for increase of truth and increase of justice. Love the 
victorious, young and gay, bore couples, and families, and the 
whole town towards final harmony and happiness. Each 
matriage led to the building of another little house among 
the greenery ; and the march of those houses never ceased. 
Old Beauclair had long since been invaded and swept away. 
The ancient leprous district, the filthy hovels where labour 
had agonised for centuries, had been razed to the ground, 
over which now stretched broad roads planted with trees and 
edged with smiling dwellings. Jiven the bourgeois quarter of 
Beauclair was threatened ; the piercing of new streets enabled 
one to enlarge and turn to other uses the old public edifices 
such as the sub-prefecture, the law courts, and the prison. 
The ancient church alone remained, cracking and crambling 
in the centre of a small deserted square, which suggested a 
field of nettles and brambles. On all sides the old-time houses 
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where people had lived cooped up in flats, had given place to 
healthier dwellings scattered through the huge garden, which 
Beauclair was becoming, each of them gay with light and 
with streaming water. And the city was founded, a very 
great and very glorious city, whose sunlit avenues ever 
stretched away, overflowing already into the neighbouring 
fields of the fertile Roumagne. 
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TEN more years went by, and love which had united so many 
couples, victorious and fruitful love, brought each house- 
hold a florescence of children, a new growth going towards the 
future. At each fresh generation a little more truth, justice, 
and peace would spread and reign throughout the world. 

Luc, who was already sixty-five years old, evinced, with 
increasing age, a livelier, a keener affection for children. 
Now that he saw his long-dreamt-of city in being, his mind 
went out to the rising generations. To them he gave all his 
time with the thought that the future rested with them. Ripe 
men, who have long lived amidst certain beliefs and habits, 
and who perchance are chained to the past by atavism, cannot 
be altered ; whereas children may be influenced, freed from 
false ideas, helped to grow and progress, in accordance with 
the natural inclination towards evolution which is within 
them. 

Thus, during the visits which on two mornings every 
week Luc continued to pay to his work, he devoted most of 
his attention and time to the schools and the créches where 
the very little ones were kept. He began by inspecting them 
before proceeding to the workshops and the stores, and as he 
changed his visiting days every week, he generally took all 
the turbulent young people by surprise. 

One Tuesday, a delightful morning in spring, he set out 
for the schools at about eight o’clock. The sunrays were 
scattering golden rain amidst the young greenery, and as Luc 
walked slowly down one of the avenues past the house 
where the Boisgelins resided, he heard a well-loved voice 
calling him. It was that of Suzanne, who, having seen him 
passing, had come to the garden-gate. ‘Oh! pray come in 
for a moment, my friend,’ said she. ‘The poor man has 
anotber attack, and I feel very anxious.’ : 
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She was speaking of Boisgelin, her husband. As his 
idleness made him feel ill at ease in that busy hive, he had at 
one time tried to work, and Luc, at Suzanne’s request, had 
given him a kind of inspectorship at the general stores. But 
the man who has never done anything, who has been an 
idler from birth, lacks will-power, and can no longer bend to 
rule or method. Thus Boisgelin soon found that he was in- 
capable of following any continuous occupation. His mind 
fled, his limbs ceased to obey him, he became sleepy, over- 
whelmed. He suffered from his impotence and gradually 
relapsed into the emptiness of his former life, a succession of 
idle days, all spent in the most futile fashion. As there was 
no longer any round of pleasure and luxury to daze him he 
sank into increasing boredom, from which he could not be 
roused. He was spending his last years in a state of stupor, 
like a man who had fallen from another planet, amazed at the 
rie aa extraordinary things which took place around 


‘Does he have any violent fits ?’ Luc inquired of Suzanne. 

‘Oh, no!’ she replied. ‘He simply remains very sombre 
and suspicious; but my anxiety comes from his insane 
fancies having taken hold of him again.’ 

It seemed indeed that Boisgelin’s mind had been weakened 
by the idle life he led in that city of activity and work. From 
dawn till dusk he was to be seen wandering, like a pale, 
scared phantom, about the bustling streets, the buzzing 
schools, and the resounding workshops. He alone did nothing, 
whereas all the others busied themselves, overflowing with the 
delight and health which come from action. And, by degrees, 
as he found that he himself was the only one who did not 
work amidst that nation of workers, the insane idea seized 
upon him that he was the king, the master, and that this 
nation was a nation of slaves, working solely for his benefit, 
amassing incalculable wealth, which he would dispose of as 
he pleased for his sole enjoyment. Although olden society 
was crumbling to pieces, the capitalist idea had survived in 
him, and he remained the mad capitalist, the god-capitalist, 
who, possessing all the capital of the earth, had made all 
other men his slaves, the wretched artisans of his own 
egotistical happiness. 

Luc found Boisgelin on the threshold of the house, dressed 
with all the care that he still evinced as regards his personal 
appearaace. Even at seventy years of age he remained a 
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vain-looking coxcomb, always well groomed, freshly shaved, 
and wearing that distinctive mark of conceit, a single eye- 
glass. His wavering glance and weak mouth alone revealed 
the collapse of his mind. At that moment he was about to 
go out, and a light cane was in his hand, and a shiny hat was 
tilted over his ear. 

‘What, already up! Already out and about !’ exclaimed 
Luc, affecting a good-natured manner. 

‘Oh, it’s necessary, my dear fellow,’ replied Boisgelin, 
after giving him a suspicious glance. ‘Everybody deceives 
me. How can I sleep in peace with all those millions which 
my money brings me in, and which this nation of workmen 
earns for me every day? I am obliged to see to things, for 
otherwise there would be a leakage of hundreds of thousands 
of francs every hour.’ 

Suzanne made a sign of despair, then addressing Luc she 
said: ‘I was advising him not to go out to-day. Whatis the 
use of worrying like that.’ 

But her husband silenced her: ‘It isn’t merely to-day’s 
money that worries me, there are all the sums piled up 
already—those milliards which fresh millions increase every 
evening. I quite lose myself among them; Ino longer know 
how to live in the midst of such a colossal fortune. It is 
necessary that I should invest it, manage it, watch over it, in 
order to save myself from being robbed—is that not so? 
And, oh! it’s hard work, terribly hard work, and makes me 
absolutely wretched—more wretched even than the poor who 
have neither fire nor bread.’ 

His voice had begun to tremble dolorously, and big tears 
rolled down his cheeks. He looked a pitiable object, and, 
although he generally annoyed Luc, who regarded him as an 
anomaly in that industrious city, the other was now stirred 
to the depths of his heart. ‘Oh!’ said he, ‘ you can at least 
take a day’s rest. I’m of your wife’s opinion. If I were you 
I shouldn’t go out to-day, I should stop in my garden and 
watch my flowers bloom.’ 

But Boisgelin again scrutinised him and, as if yielding to 
a desire to confide in him, as in a safe friend, resumed: 
‘No, no, it is indispensable that I should go out. What 
bothers me even more than exercising supervision over my 
men and my fortune, is that I don’t even know where to put 
my money. Just think of it! there are milliards and mil- 
liards! They end by becoming an encumbrance—no rooms 
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are built big enough to hold them. Andso it has occurred to 
me to havea look round and try to find some pit which might 
be deep enough. Only, don’t say a word of it; nobody ought 
even to suspect it.’ 

Then as Luc, shuddering and terrified, turned towards 
Suzanne, who was very pale, and scarce able to restrain her 
tears, Boisgelin profited by the opportunity to slip out of the 
garden and go off. He could still walk rapidly, and, turning 
down the sunlit avenue, he speedily disappeared. Lwue’s first 
impulse was to run after him and bring him back by force. 

‘I assure you, my friend,’ he said to Suzanne, ‘that you 
act wrongly in letting him wander about; I can never meet 
him prowling around the schools or through the workshops 
and stores without fearing some disaster.’ 

However, Suzanne strove to reassure him. ‘He is in- 
offensive, I am sure of it,’ sho said. ‘True, I sometimes 
tremble for him, for he becomes so gloomy beneath the 
burden of all that imaginary money of his that a sudden 
impulse to have done with it all is to be feared. But how can 
I shut him up? Hoe is only happy out of doors, and to place 
him in confinement would be useless cruelty, especially as he 
never even speaks to anybody, but remains as wild and as 
timid as a truant schoolboy.’ 

Then the tears, which she had been restraining, flowed 
forth. ‘Ah! the unhappy man, he has caused me much 
suffering ; but never before did I feel so grieved.’ 

On learning that Luc was going to the schools Suzanne 
resolved to accompany him. She also had aged; she was 
sixty-eight already. But she had remained healthy and 
active, ever desirous of showing her interest in others, and 
helping on good work. And since she had been living at La 
Crécherie, and had had nothing more to do for her son Paul, 
who was now married and the father of several children, she 
had created a larger family for herself by becoming a teacher 
of solfeggio and singing for some of the youngest pupils in 
the schools. This helped her to live happily. It delighted 
her to arouse the musical instinct in those little children. 
She herself was a good musician, but after all her ambition 
was not so much to impart exceptional science to them, as 
to render their singing natural, like that of the warblers of 
the woods. And she had obtained marvellous results—there 
was all the sonorous gaiety of an aviary in her class, and 
the young ones who left her hands afterwards filled the 
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other classes, the workshops, and indeed the whole town, with 
tual mirthful melody. 

‘But you don’t give your lesson to-day, do you?’ Luc 
inquired. 

‘No, I only want to profit by the play-hour to make my 
little cherubs rehearse a chorus. But there are also some 
matters for me to consider with Sceurette and Josine.’ 

The three women had become great, and indeed insepar- 
able, friends. Sceurette had retained the management of the 
central créche, where she watched over the very little ones— 
the children still in their cradles and those who could scarcely 
walk. As for Josine, she directed the needlework and house- 
hold lessons, turning all the girls who passed through the 
schools into good wives and mothers, well able to manage 
their homes. In addition, the three friends formed together a 
kind of council which looked into all important questions 
concerning women in the new city. 

Lue and Suzanne, following the avenue, at last reached 
the large square where the common-house arose, surrounded 
by green lawns decked with shrubs and flower-beds. The 
building was not the modest pile of earlier years; in its 
stead there had been erected a perfect palace, with a long 
polychromatic facade, in which decorated stoneware and 
painted faience were blended with ironwork. In the large 
halls erected for meetings, theatrical performances, spec- 
tacular displays, and games, the people found themselves 
at their ease, at home as it were. They frequently frater- 
nised at the festivities which were interspersed among the 
days of work. If the little houses, where each lived as he 
listed, were modest ones, the common-house, on the contrary, 
displayed dazzling luxury and beauty, such as was appropriate 
for the sovereign abode of the people-king. The common- 
house even tended to become a town in the town, so fre- 
quently was it enlarged in accordance with increasing needs. 
Other buildings, too, arose behind it—libraries, laboratories, 
and lecture-halls, which facilitated free study, research, 
experiment, and the diffusion of the acquired truths. There 
were also courts and covered buildings for athletic exercises, 
without mentioning some admirable free baths, flooded with 
the fresh and pure water captured on the slopes of the Bleuse 
Mountains, that water to whose inexhaustible abundance the 
city owed its cleanliness, health, and gaiety. But the schools 
especially had become a little world by themselves, eccupying 
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& number of buildings near the common-house, for several 
thousand children now studied in them. To avoid all 
unhealthy crowding numerous divisions had been arranged, 
each occupying its own pavilions, whose large bay windows 
overlooked spacious gardens. Thus the whole formed, as it 
were, & city of childhood and youth, in which one found chil- 
dren of all ages, from infants still in their cradles to big lads 
and lassies who were completing their apprenticeships after 
passing through the five classes in which education proper 
was imparted to them. 

‘Oh!’ said Luc, with his kindly smile, ‘I always begin at 
the beginning; I always go first to see those little friends of 
mine who are still being suckled.’ 

‘Well, of course,’ replied Suzanne, smiling also. ‘I will 
go in with you.’ 

In the first pavilion on the right-hand, amidst a garden 
planted with roses, Sc:urette reigned over a hundred cradles 
and as many rolling-chairs. She also watched over some of 
the adjacent pavilions, but she invariably returned to this 
one, which sheltered three of Luc’s granddaughters and one 
of his grandsons, of whom she was very fond. Luc and 
Josine, knowing how the city benefited by the rearing of the 
children together, had set an example in this respect, desiring 
that their own grandchildren should be brought up with those 
of others. 

As it happened, Josine was in the pavilion with Sceuretta 
that morning. The former was now fifty-eight, and the latter 
sixty-five years of age. But Josine retained her supple grace- 
fulness and fair delicacy beneath her beautiful hair, whose 
golden hue had simply paled; whilst Scurette, as often 
happens with plain, thin, dark women, did not appear to 
age, but seemed to acquire with advancing years a par- 
ticular charm, derived from her active kindliness and per- 
sistent youth. Suzanne, now sixty-eight, was the elder of 
both of them; and all three surrounded Luc like a trio of 
faithful hearts, one the loving wife and the others devoted 
friends. 

When Luc went in with Suzanne, Josine was holding on 
her knees a little boy scarcely two years old, whose right 
hand Sceurette was examining. 

‘Why, what is the matter with my little Olivier?’ asked 
Luce, already feeling anxious. ‘Has he hurt himself?’ 

The, little fellow was his last-born grandson, ae 

i DD 


404 WORK 


Froment, the child of his eldest son Hilaire, and of Colette, the 
daughter of Nanet and Nise. 

‘Oh!’ replied Scourette, ‘it is merely a splinter which 
must have come from the table of his chair. There, it’s out 
now !’ 

The boy had raised a elight cry of pain and then had begun 
to laugh again; while a little girl, a four-year-old, who ran 
about in all freedom, hastened up with open arms as if to 
take hold of him and carry him off. 

‘ Will you let him be, Mariette?’ exclaimed Josine, full 
ae on ‘One must not turn one’s little brother into 
a doll.’ 

Mariette protested, declaring that she would be very good. 
And Josine, like a kind grandmother, already calmed, glanced 
at Luc, and the pair of them smiled, well pleased to see all 
those young folk who had sprung from their love around 
them. However, Suzanne was bringing them two other fair- 
headed little granddaughters, Héléne and Berthe, who were 
twins, in their fourth year. Their mother was Pauline, Luc’s 
second daughter, now the wife of André Jollivet, who had 
been brought up by his grandfather Judge Gaume, after the 
captain’s tragical death and Lucile’s disappearance. Of their 
five children, Luc and Josine had already married three, 
Hilaire, Thérése, and Pauline, whilst the two others, Charles 
and Jules, were as yet merely ‘ engaged.’ 

‘And these darlings—you were forgetting them,’ said 
Suzanne gaily. 

Héléne and Berthe, the twins, threw their arms around 
the neck of their grandfather, of whom they were extremely 
fond; Mariette also tried to climb upon his knees, whilst little 
Olivier thrust out his hands, which no longer hurt him, and 
frantically implored grandpapa to take him on his shoulders. 
Luce, half stifled by caresses, began to jest: 

‘That’s it, my friend, you have now only to fetch Maurice, 
your nightingale as you call him. Then there would be five 
of them to devour me. Good heavens! what shall I do when 
there are dozens ?’ 

Then, setting the twins and Mariette on the floor, he took 
hold of Olivier and threw him up into the air, at which the 
child raised cries of rapturous delight. 

‘Come, be reasonable, all of you,’ Luc resumed when he 
had set the boy on his chair again, ‘one can’t be always 
playing, you know; I must attend to the others. ° 
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Guided by Sceurette and followed by Josine and Suzanne, 
he next went round the rooms. Those nurseries of the little 
folk were very charming with their white walls, their white 
cradles, their babes in white, a universal whiteness which 
seemed so gay in the sunshine which streamed through the 
lofty windows. Here also there was an abundance of water— 
one could feel its crystalline freshness, hear its murmur, as if 
indeed clear streams were flowing through the place, ensuring 
all the extreme cleanliness which was apparent on every side. 
Cries occasionally came from the cradles, but for the most 
part one only heard the pretty prattle, the silvery laughter of 
those who could already walk. Amongst them there was yet 
another little community, a silent community of toys, dolls, 
jumping-jacks, horses, and carts, all leading a naive and 
comical existence. And these were the property of one and 
all, of both the boys and the girls who mingled like members 
of one sole family, growing up together from their cradles, 
and destined hereafter to live side by side, now as brothers and 
sisters, now as husbands and wives. 

This practice of bringing up the children of both sexes 
together had already yielded good results. Among the young 
married couples Suzanne noticed a happy peacefulness, a 
closer blending of intelligence and sentiment, something re- 
sembling fraternity in love. And in the schools she observed 
that the presence of the sexes side by side aroused a new spirit 
of emulation, imparting gentleness to the boys, decision to the 
girls, and preparing both for a more perfect intermingling of 
natures, in such wise that they would become one joint spirit 
at the family hearth. Nothing of that which some had feared 
had taken place ; on the contrary the moral level was higher 
than formerly, and it was wonderful to see those lads and 
girls seek the studies which might prove most useful to them, 
in accordance with the liberty which was granted to each 
pupil to work out his or her future in conformity with indi- 
vidual taste. 

‘They are virtually betrothed in their cradles,’ said Suzanne 
jestingly, ‘and divorce is done away with, for they know one 
another too well to select either wife or husband lightly. But 
come, my dear Luc, playtime has begun and I want you to 
hear my pupils sing.’ 

Scourette remained with her little folk, for it was also the 
time when some of them took their baths, and Josine for her 
part had to go into her needlework ward, where several of 
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the little girls preferred to spend their play-hour in learnin 
to make dresses for their dolls. Thus Lue alone followe 
Suzanne down the covered gallery into which opened the five 
class-rooms. 

It had long since been necessary to subdivide the classes, 
provide more spacious buildings, and even enlarge the depen- 
dencies, the gymnasiums, the apprenticeship ne and 
the gardens into which the children were turned in all liberty 
every two hours. After a few trials a definite system of 
education had been arrived at, and this system, which ren- 
dered study attractive by leaving the pupil all his personality, 
and only requiring of him attention to such lessons as he pre- 
ferred, as he freely chose, yielded admirable results, providing 
the city each year with a new generation that tended more 
and more towards truth and justice. This was, indeed, the 
only good way to hasten the future, to create such men as 
might be entrusted with the realisation of to-morrow, free 
from all lying dogmas, reared amidst the necessary realities 
of life, and won over to proven scientific facts. And now that 
the new system worked so well nothing seemed more logical 
or more profitable than to abstain from bending a whole class 
beneath the rod of some master who would have tried to im- 
pose his personal views upon some fifty pupils of varying 
disposition and sensibility. It seemed indeed quite natural 
that one should simply awaken a desire to learn among those 
pupils, then direct them on their journey of discovery, and 
favour the individual faculties which each might display. 
The five classes had thus become experimental grounds, where 
the children gradually explored the field of human knowledge, 
not to devour that knowledge gluttonously without digesting 
any of it, but to awaken individual intellect, assimilate know- 
ledge in accordance with personal comprehension, and in par- 
ticular make sure of one’s specialities. 

Luc and Suzanne had to wait another moment for the 
school work to cease. From the covered gallery they were 
able to glance into the large class-rooms, where each pupil had 
his or her little table and chair. Long tables and forms 
had been discarded, and the new system made the pupil feel as 
if he were virtually his own master. But how gay was 
the sight of all these lads and girls mingled together pro- 
miscuously! And with what deep attention they listened to 
the professor who went from one to another, teaching in a 
conversational manner, and at times even provoking contra- 
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diction. As there were no longer any punishments or prizes 
the children set their budding desire for glory in competing 
together as to who could best show that he or she had 
understood some knotty point. It often happened that the 
professor ceased speaking to listen to those whom he 
guessed to be full of the subject, and the lesson then ac- 
quired all the interest of a discussion. Indeed one of the 
chief objects that the masters had in view was to put life into 
the studies, to draw the pupils from inanimate books, to 
make them cognisant of living things, and impart to them 
the passion of ideas. And pleasure was born of it all, the 
pleasure of learning and knowing; and through the five 
classes was spread the ensemble of human knowledge, the 
real stirring drama of the world, which each of us ought to 
mae if he wishes to take part in it and find happiness in its 
midst. 

But a joyous clamour arose, playtime had come round. 
Every two hours the gardens were invaded by a rush of boys 
and girls, fraternising together. A sturdy, good-looking lad, 
some nine years old, ran up and flung himself in Luc’s 
arms, exclaiming : ‘Good morning, grandfather.’ 

This was Maurice, the son of Thérése Froment, who had 
married Raymond Morfain. 

‘Ah!’ said Suzanne gaily, ‘here’s my nightingale! 
Come, children, shall we repeat our pretty chorus on that 
lawn between those big chestnut trees ?’ 

Quite a band already surrounded her. Among a score of 
others there were two boys and a girl whom Luc kissed. Of 
the former one was Ludovic Boisgelin, a lad eleven years old, 
the son of Paul Boisgelin and Antoinette Bonnaire, whose 
marriage had first announced the fusion of the classes. Then 
there was Félicien Bonnaire, now fourteen, the son of Séverin 
Bonnaire and Léonie Gourier, the daughter of Achille and 
Ma-Bleue, whose love had flowered among the wild perfumed 
rocks of the Bleuse Mountains. And the girl was Germaine 
Yvonnot, a granddaughter of Auguste Laboque and Marthe 
Bourron. A handsome, dark-haired laughing girl she was, 
and in her one found blended the blood of workman, peasant, 
and petty trader, who had so long warred one against the 
other. It amused Luc to unravel the intricate skeins of 
those alliances, those frequent crossings of the race; and he 
was skilful in identifying the young faces, whose endless in- 
crease enraptured him. 
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But Suzanne spoke: ‘You shall hear them,’ she said; 
‘it is a hymn to the rising sun, a salute on the part of child- 
hood to the planet which will ripen the crops.’ 

Some fifty children assembled together on the lawn amidst 
the chestnut trees. And the chant arose, very fresh, pure, 
and gay. There was no great musical science in it. It was 
merely a series of couplets, sung by a girl anda boy alter- 
nately, and emphasised by choral repetition. But it was so 
lively, so expressive of naive faith in the planet of light and 
kindliness, that it possessed a stirring charm as sung by those 
young and somewhat shrill voices. For his part Maurice 
Morfain, the little boy who replied to Germaine Yvonnot, the 
girl, possessed, even as Suzanne had said, an angel voice of 
crystalline lightness, rising to the most delightful, high-toned, 
flute-like notes. And the chorus-singing suggested the 
warbling and chirruping of birds in freedom on the branches. 
Nothing could have been more amusing. 

Luc laughed, like a well-pleased grandpapa, and Maurice, 
full of pride, again rushed into his arms. 

‘ Why, it’s true, my lad,’ said Luc, ‘ you sing like a little 
nightingale! And do you know that is very nice, because in 
life, you see, you will be able to sing in your hours of worry, 
and your songs will bring back your courage. One ought 
never to weep, one ought always to sing.’ 

‘That is what I tell them!’ exclaimed Suzanne. ‘ Kvery- 
body ought to sing, and I teach them in order that they may 
sing here, and in studying, and in their workshops, and 
afterwards throughout their lives. The nation that sings is 
a nation of health and gaiety.’ 

She displayed no severity nor vanity in the lessons which 
she gave in this fashion amidst the garden greenery. Her 
only ambition was to open those young souls to the mirth of 
fraternal song and the clear beauty of harmony. As she 
expressed it, whenever the day of universal justice and peace 
should dawn, the whole happy city would sing beneath the 
sun. 

‘Come, my little friends,’ she exclaimed, ‘ once again, and 
carefully, in time. There is no occasion to hurry.’ 

Once again the chant arose, but towards the finish of it 
the young vocalists were disturbed. A man appeared amidst 
some shrubbery behind the chestnut trees—a man who fur- 
tively turned round as if to hide himself. Luc, however, 
perceived that it was Boisgelin, and was greatly surprised by 
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the maniac’s strange behaviour; for he stooped and explored 
the grass as if seeking some hiding-place, some secret cavity. 
At last Luo understood the meaning of it. The poor fellow 
was looking for some nook where he might store away his 
incalculable wealth in order that it might not be stolen from 
him. He was often met behaving in this wild way, trembling 
with fear, at a loss where he might bury all that surplus 
fortune, the weight of which bowed him down. Luc shuddered 
with pity at the sight, and became yet more concerned when 
he perceived that the children were alarmed by the apparition, 
even like a party of gay chaffinches put to flight by the wild 
fluttering of some night-bird. 

However, Suzanne, who had turned somewhat pale, 
repeated in a louder voice: ‘ Keep time, keep time, my dears! 
Bring out the last bar with all your fervour!’ 

Haggard and suspicious, Boisgelin had disappeared, like a 
black shadow vanishing from amidst the flowering shrubs. 
And as soon as the children, recovering their composure, had 
saluted the sovereign sun with a last joyful cry, Luc and 
Suzanne complimented them on their efforts and dismissed 
them to their play. Then they walked together towards the 
apprenticeship workshops on the other side of the garden. 

‘Did you see him?’ Suzanne asked in a low voice, after a 
moment’s silence. ‘Ah! the unhappy man, how anxious he 
makes me!’ But as Luc thereupon expressed his regret that 
he had been unable to follow Boisgelin and take him home 
again, she once more protested: ‘Oh! he would not have 
followed you; you would have had to struggle with him, and 
there would have been quite a scandal. My only fear, I 
repeat it to you, is that he may be found some day in a pit 
with his head broken.’ 

They relapsed into silence, for they were now reaching 
the workshops. A good many pupils spent a part of their 

laytime there, planing wood, filing iron, sewing or em- 
brcndarin, whilst others who reigned over a neighbouring 
strip of ground busied themselves with digging, sowing, and 
weeding. And now Luc and Suzanne again met Josine, 
standing in a large room where sewing, knitting, and weaving 
machines, placed side by side, were worked sometimes by 
girls and sometimes by boys. Here again several of the chil- 
dren were singing, and a joyous spirit of emulation seemed to 
animate the workshop. 

‘Do you hear them?’ exclaimed Suzanne, whose gaiety 
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had returned. ‘They will always sing, those warblers of 
mine.’ 

Josine was explaining to a big girl of sixteen, named 
Clémentine Bourron, the manner in which she ought to 
manage a sewing-machine in order to do certain embroidery, 
whilst another pupil, a girl of nine, Aline Boisgelin by name, 
was waiting to be shown how she ought to turn down a 
seam. Clémentine was the daughter of Sébastien Bourron 
and Agathe Fauchard, her grandfather on her mother’s side 
being Fauchard, the old drawer of the Abyss, and on her 
father’s Bourron the puddler. Aline, who was a younger 
sister of Ludovic, the son of Paul Boisgelin and Antoinette 
Bonnaire, laughed affectionately when she perceived her 
grandmother, Suzanne, who was very fond of her. 

‘Oh, grandmamma!’ said she, ‘I can’t turn my seams 
down very well as yet, but I sew them very straight—don’t I, 
friend Josine?’ 

Suzanne kissed her, then watched Josine, who turned 
down a seam to serve as a pattern for the child. Luc himself 
took an interest in these little matters, aware as he was that 
everything has its importance, that happy life depends upon 
the happy employment of one’s hours. Then, as Sceurette 
came up, at the moment when he was about to quit Josine 
and Suzanne in order to repair to the works, he found himself 
for a moment in the flower garden with the three women, 
those three loving and devoted hearts that helped him so 
powerfully to bring about the fulfilment of his dream of 
goodness and happiness. They surrounded him like symbols 
of the affectionate solidarity, the universal love which he 
wished to disseminate among mankind. Taking each other 
by the hand they stood there smiling at him, old no doubt, 
with their white hair, but still beautiful, with the wondroua 
beauty of kindliness. And when, after discussing some 
details of organisation with them, Luc departed, going 
towards the works, their loving eyes long followed his foot- 
steps. 

The factory halls and workshops, which were now much 
more extensive than formerly, were full of the healthy gaiety 
which comes from an abundance of sunshine and air. On 
all sides fresh water washed the cement pavement, carry- 
ing off the slightest particles of dust in such wise that the 
abode of work, once so grimy, muddy, and pestiiential, now 
shone with cleanliness. Most of the work, too, was now 
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aaa by machines which stood around in serried array, 
ike an army of docile, indefatigable artisans, ever ready for 
the effort required of them. If their metal arms wore out 
they simply had to be replaced. They themselves did not 
know what pain was, and they had in part suppressed human 
pain. They, too, were friendly machines, not the machines 
of the earlier days, the competitors which aggravated the 
workman's want by producing a fall in wages, but liberating 
machines, universal tools toiling for man whilst man rested. 
Around those sturdy workers, propelled by electricity, there 
were only so many drivers and watchers, whose sole duties 
consisted in moving levers or switches, and in making sure 
that the mechanism acted properly. The working day did 
not exceed four hours, and a workman never spent more than 
two upon one task, being relieved at the expiration of his two 
hours by a mate, whilst he himself passed to some other form 
of work, industrial art, agriculture, or public function. Again, 
the general employment of electric power had virtually done 
away with the uproar with which the workshops had once 
resounded, and now they were enlivened by the songs of the 
workmen, the vocal mirth which the latter had brought from 
their schools like a florescence of harmony embellishing their 
whole lives. And the singing of those men around that 
silent machinery, at once so powerful and so easy to manage, 
proclaimed the delight of just, glorious, and all-saving work. 

As Luc passed through the hall containing the puddling 
furnaces, he paused for a moment to exchange a few friendly 
words with a strong young man of twenty or thereabouts, 
who managed one of those furnaces without any need of 
assistance. 

‘Well, Adolphe, are things going on satisfactorily, are you 
satisfied ?’ Luc inquired. 

‘Oh! certainly they are! I've just completed my two 
hours, and the “ bloom ”’ is just fit for removal.’ 

Adolphe was a son of Auguste Laboque and Marthe 
Bourron. Unlike his maternal grandfather, Bourron the 
puddler, who had now retired, he did not have to perform the 
terrible task of stirring the ball of fusing metal with a long 
bar amidst all the flaring of the fire. The stirring was now 
performed by mechanical means, and, indeed, an ingenious 
contrivance brought the dazzling ball out of the furnace and 
placed it of the chariot which carried it to the helve hammer 
without the workman having to intervene. 
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* You shall see,’ Adolphe gaily resumed, ‘it’s of first-rate 
quality, and the work’s so easy.’ 

He lowered a lever, a door opened, and the ball, like some 
planet, setting the horizon aglow with its luminous trail, slid 
down to the chariot, whilst the young man continued smiling, 
without a drop of perspiration appearing on his brow, his 
limbs remaining nimble and supple, undeformed by excessive 
toil. The chariot had already started off to deposit its burden 
under the hammer, one of a new pattern, worked by elec- 
tricity, and doing everything that had to be done by itself, 
without need of any smith to turn the lump over, now upon 
this side and now upon that. And the hammer also worked 
so easily and the sound it gave out was so clear and light 
that it became like a musical accompaniment to the mirth 
of the workmen. 

‘I must make haste,’ said Adolphe again, after washing 
his hands. ‘I have to finish a table in which I’m greatly 
interested, and I shall do a couple of hours in the carpenters’ 
workshop.’ 

He was indeed a carpenter as well as a puddler, having 
learnt various callings, like all the young folk of his age, in 
order that he might not be brutified by clinging to some 
particular specialty. Varied in this manner, work became 
both delight and recreation. 

‘ Well, amuse yourself!’ cried Luc, sbaring his delight. 

‘Yes, yes, thanks, Monsieur Luc. That’s the right thing 
to say—good work, good amusement.’ 

One spot where Luc spent a few enjoyable minutes on the 
mornings when he visited the works was the hall where the 
crucible furnaces were installed. He there felt himself to be 
far indeed from the old hall at the Abyss, that hall with its 
glowing pits growling like volcanoes, whence the wretched 
workers, amidst a blaze of fire, had to lift at arm’s length 
their hundred pounds’ weight of fusing metal. Instead of 
the old-time grimy, filthy place, there was now & spacious 
gallery, having broad windows through which the sunshine 
streamed, and a pavement of large slabs between which 
opened batteries of symmetrically disposed furnaces. As 
electricity was employed to work them they remained cold, 
silent, clean, and bright. And here again mechanical 
appliances performed all the work, lowered the crucibles, 
lifted them all aglow, and emptied them into meulds under 
the eyes of the men directing them. Women were even 
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employed in this department, attending to the distribution 
of the electric power, for it had been noticed that they 
displayed more care and precision than men in working the 
delicate i aaron 

Luc walked up to tall and good-looking girl of twenty, 
Laure Fauchard, daughter of Louis Fauchard and Julienne 
Dacheux, who, standing near one apparatus, was carefully 
directing the current towards one of the furnaces in accord- 
ance with the indications of a young workman, who on his 
side watched the progress of the fusion. 

‘ Well, Laure, you are not tired, are you?’ Luc asked her. 

‘Oh! no, Monsieur Luc, it amuses me. How can I get 
tired from merely turning this little switch ?’ 

The young workman, Hippolyte Mitaine, who was now 
nearly three-and-twenty, had drawn near. He was the son 
of Evariste Mitaine and Olympe Lenfant, and was reported to 
be betrothed to Laure Fauchard. 

‘Monsieur Luc,’ said he, ‘if you would like to see some 
billets cast we are ready.’ 

The machinery on being started quietly and easily removed 
the incandescent crucibles, and then emptied them into the 
moulds, which another mechanism brought forward in turn. 
In five minutes, whilst the young man and the girl looked on, 
the work was properly performed and the furnace was ready 
to receive yet another charge. 

‘There!’ exclaimed Laure, laughing. ‘ When I think of 
all the terrible stories which my poor grandfather Fauchard 
used to tell me when I was a child I can hardly believe them. 
He hadn’t got much of his wits left, and he related things 
about his old calling as a drawer that were fit to make one 
shudder. It was as if he had spent his life in the midst of a 
fire, with the flames licking his limbs. All the old folk think 
us very happy nowadays.’ 

Luc had become grave, and emotion moistened his eyes. 
‘Yes, yes,’ said he, ‘the grandfathers suffered a great deal. 
And that is why the grandchildren enjoy a better life. Work 
well, and love one another well, the lives of your sons and 
daughters will be better still.’ 

Then Luc resumed his round, and wherever he repaired 
throughout those spacious works he found the same healthy 
cleanliness, the same tuneful gaiety, the same easy and 
attractive work, thanks to the variety of the duties entrusted 
to the staff and the sovereign help of the machinery. The 
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worker was no longer an overpowered beast of burden, held 
in contempt; with freedom he had recovered conscience and 
intelligence. 

As Luce concluded his inspection in the hall where the 
rolling machinery had its place, near the puddling furnaces, 
he again paused to say a few friendly words to a young man, 
about twenty-six years of age, who was just arriving. 

‘Yes, Monsieur Luc,’ was the reply, ‘I’ve come from Les 
Combettes, where I’ve been helping my father. There was 
some sowing to finish, so I did two hours at it over yonder. 
And nowI mean to do another two hours here, for there is an 
urgent order for some rails.’ 

The young man was named Alexandre, and was a son of 
Léon Feuillat and Eugénie Yvonnot. Gifted with a lively 
fancy, he amused himself after completing his regular four- 
hours’ work by preparing ornamental designs for Lange the 
potter. 

However, he had already set himself to his task, which 
was the superintendence of a train of rollers for the making 
of rails. Luc, who felt very happy, looked on in a kindly 
way. Since electrical force had been employed the terrible 
uproar of the machinery had ceased; one only heard the 
silvery ring of each rail as it spurted forth, following those 
which were cooling. ’I'was all the good and constant produc- 
tion of an epoch of peace, rails and yet more rails, in order 
that every frontier might be crossed, and that the nations, 
drawn closer and closer together, might become but one sole 
nation, spread over the surface of the earth, which was 
becoming a perfect network of roads. And in addition to the 
rails there were the great steel ships—not the hateful vessels 
of war, carrying devastation and death across the ocean, but 
vessels of solidarity and brotherliness, enabling continents to 
exchange their products, and helping on the increase of 
mankind’s fortune to such a degree that prodigious abundance 
reigned everywhere. And there were also the bridges facili- 
tating communication, and the girders and all the structural 
materials for the erection of the innumerable edifices which 
the reconciled communities needed for their public life, the 
common-houses, the libraries, the museums, the asylums for 
infancy and old age, the huge general stores and the granaries, 
all vast enough for the life and keep of the federated nations. 
And finally, there were the innumerable machines and 
appliances which upon all sides and in all forms of labour 
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replaced the arms of men: those which tilled the soil, those 
which toiled in the workshops, those which travelled along 
the roads, athwart the waves and through the sky. And Luc 
rejoiced that all that iron and steel should have become 
pacific, that the metal of conquest which mankind had so 
long employed solely to make the swords and spears that it 
needed for its bloodthirsty struggles, which it had afterwards 
turned into the guns and shells of its latter days of carnage, 
should be used, now that peace was won, solely for the erection 
of its city of fraternity, justice, and happiness. 

Before returning home that day Luc desired to give a last 
glance ai the battery of electrical furnaces which had re- 
placed Morfain’s smeltery. The battery, as it happened, was 
then at work, amidst a blaze of sunshine which filled the 
glazed shed where it was placed. Every five minutes the 
mechanism charged the furnaces afresh, after the rolling way 
had carried off the ten pigs whose glow was dimmed by the 
bright light of the planet. And here again, watching over the 
electrical appliances, there were two girls each about twenty, 
one of them a charming blonde, Claudine, the daughter of 
Lucien Bonnaire and Louise Mazelle, and the other a superb 
brunette, Céline, the daughter of Arséne Lenfant and Eulalie 
Laboque. As it was needful that they should give all their 
attention to switching the current on and off, they were at 
first only able to smile at Luc. Buta short rest ensued, and 
on perceiving a group of children who stood inquisitively on 
the threshold of the shed, they came forward. 

‘Good-day, my little Maurice! Good-day, my little 
Ludovic! Good-day, my little Aline! Are lessons over, since 
you have come to see us?’ 

It should be mentioned that the children by way of re- 
creation, and in the idea that they would acquire some first 
notions of various forms of work, were allowed to run about 
the place in comparative freedom. Luc, well pleased at 
seeing his grandson Maurice again, made the whole party 
enter the shed. And he answered their numerous questions, 
and explained the mechanism of the furnaces, and even made 
the appliances work again by way of showing the children how 
it sufficed for Claudine or Céline to turn a little lever, in order 
to fuse the metal and enable it to flow forth in a dazzling 
stream. 

But Maurice, with all the importance of a little man who, 
though only nine years old had already learnt a great many 
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things, exclaimed ‘Oh! I know, I've already seen it. Grand- 
father Morfain showed me everything one day. But tell me, 
grandfather Froment, is it true that there used to be furnaces 
as high as mountains, and that one had to burn one’s face 
day and night in order to get anything out of them ?’ 

The others all began to laugh at this, and it was Claudine 
who answered : ‘ Of course there were! Grandfather Bonnaire 
has often told me of it, and you, Maurice, ought to know the 
story, for your great-grandfather—the great Morfain as he is 
still called—was the last to wrestle with fire like a hero. He 
lived up yonder in a cavern in the rocks, and never came 
down to the town, but from one end of the year to the other 
watched over his gigantic furnace, the monster whose ruins 
one can still see on the mountain-side, like those of some 
storm-rent castle-keep of the ancient days.’ 

Maurice’s eyes dilated with astonishment, and he listened 
with all the passionate interest of a child to whom some 
prodigious fairy-tale is being told. ‘Oh! I know, I know! 
Grandfather Morfain told me all about his father and the 
furnace as high as a mountain. But, all the same, I thought 
he was inventing it just to amuse us, for he does invent 
stories when he wants to make us laugh. And go it’s 
true ?’ 

‘Why yes, it’s true!’ Claudine continued. ‘Up above 
there were workmen who loaded the furnace, by emptying into 
it truck-loads of ore and coal, and down below there were 
other workmen ever on the watch, ever nursing the monster 
so that it might not have an attack of indigestion which would 
have prevented the work from being properly performed.’ 

‘ And that lasted seven and eight years ata stretch,’ said 
Céline, the other young woman; ‘the monster remained alight 
all that time, always flaming like a crater, without it being 
possible for one to let it cool, for if it did cool, there was a 
great loss, it had to be broken open, and cleaned, and almost 
entirely rebuilt.’ 

Then Claudine resumed: ‘So you see, my little Maurice, 
your great-grandfather Morfain had a vast deal of work to do, 
since he could hardly quit that fire for a moment during seven 
or eight years; besides which, every five hours, he had to 
clear the tap-hole with an iron bar, in order to release the 
smelted ore, which ran out like a perfect river of flames, hot 
enough to roast one, as if one were a duck on the spit.’ 

At this the hitherto stupefied children burst+ into loud 
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laughter. Oh! the idea of it, a duck on the spit, Old Morfain 
roasting like a duck!’ 

‘Ah well!’ said Ludovic Boisgelin, ‘it can’t have been 
very amusing to work in those days. It must have given one 
too much trouble.’ 

‘ Of course,’ his sister Aline exclaimed, ‘I’m glad that I 
= born after all that, for it’s very amusing to work nowa- 

ays. 

Maurice, however, had become serious and thoughtful, 
turning over in his mind all the incredible things which had 
been told him. And by way of summing up everything, he 
ended by saying: ‘All the same, grandfather’s father must 
have been awfully strong, and if things go better nowadays it 
is perhaps because he had such a lot of trouble formerly.’ 

Luc, who hitherto had contented himself with smiling, 
was delighted by this remark. He caught up Maurice and 
kissed him on both cheeks. ‘ You are right, my boy,’ said 
he. ‘And in the same way, if you work with all your heart 
nowadays, your great-grandchildren will be yet happier than 
ad are—even now, you see, one no longer roasts like a 

uck.” 

By his orders the battery of electrical furnaces was started 
once more, Claudine and Céline turning the current on or off 
by a simple gesture. The children wished to direct the 
mechanism themselves, and how delightful did that easy work 
seem after the legend-like narrative of Morfain’s hard toil— 
the toil, it seemed, of some pain-racked giant living in a world 
that had disappeared ! 

All at once, however, there came an apparition, and the 
children, perturbed by it, ran off. Then Luc again perceived 
Boisgelin, who this time stood at one of the doorways of the 
shed, watching the work in an angry, mistrustful way, like 
some master who is for ever afraid that his men may rob him. 
He was often to be seen in this fashion in one or another part 
of the works, distracted by the idea that the place was too 
vast to be properly inspected by him, and maddened more and 
more by the thought of all the millions that he must every 
day be losing through his inability to check the work of all 
those people who were earning milliards for him. They were 
too numerous, he was never able to see them all. He looked 
so haggard, so exhausted by his fruitless roaming through 
the workshops, that Luc, stirred by pity, this time wished 
to join him, calm him, and lead him gently home. But 
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Boisgelin was on his guard, and springing back, ran off 
towards the large workshops. 

His morning ramble over, Luc now returned home, and 
just as the daylight was waning in the afternoon, after glanc- 
ing round the general stores, he went to spend an hour with 
the Jordans. the little drawing-room overlooking the park 
he found Scurette chatting with schoolmaster Hermeline and 
Abbé Marle; whilst Jordan, stretched on a sofa and wrapped 
in a rug, remained thinking, according to his wont, with his 
eyes fixed upon the setting sun. Amiable Doctor Novarre 
had lately been carried off after an illness of a few hours, his 
only regret being that he would not behold the realisation of 
so many beautiful things in the possibility of which he had 
at the outset scarcely believed. Thus Seurette nowadays re- 
ceived but the schoolmaster and the priest, and these only 
called at long intervals, when yielding to their old habit of 
meeting at her house. Hermeline, now seventy years of age 
and retired, was ending his days in a state of growing bitter- 
ness and anger against all that passed before him. He had 
reached such a point in this respect that he reproached the 
old priest with lack of warmth. As a matter of fact Abbé 
Marle, who was five years older than the other, sought refuge 
in dolorous dignity, silence which became more and more 
haughty as he beheld his church becoming empty and his 
religion expiring. 

As Luc entered and took a chair beside Scurette, who sat 
there silent, gentle, and patient, it so happened that the 
schoolmaster was again badgering the priest, like the sectarian 
and dictatorial republican that he still was. ‘Come, come, 
abbé,’ he said, ‘ since I fall in with your views you ought to 
help me. This is surely the end of the world. Children’s 
passions, evil growths which we the educators were formerly 
appointed to crush, are nowadays cultivated, it seems. How 
is 1t possible for the State to have any disciplined citizens 
reared for its service when a free rein is given to anarchical 
individuality ? If we, the men of method and sense, don’t 

e to save the Republic, it is surely lost!’ 

Since the day when he had thus begun to speak of saving 
the Republic from those whom he called the Socialists and 
the Anarchists, he had gone over to the side of reaction, 
joining the priest in his hatred of all who dared to free them- 
selves otherwise than by his own narrow Jacobin formula. 

And he went on yet more violently : ‘I tell you, abbé, that 
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your church will be swept away if you do not defend it! 
our religion, no doubt, was never mine. But I have always 
admitted the necessity of a religion for the people; and 
Catholicism was certainly an admirable governing machine. 
So stir yourself! We are with you, and we will have an 
explanation afterwards, when we have re-conquered the lost 
ground together.’ 

At first Abbé Marle simply shook his head. As a rule 
nowadays he did not take the trouble to answer or get angry. 
At last he slowly said: ‘I do the whole of my duty—I am at 
my altar every morning, even when my church is empty, and I 
implore God to perform a miracle. He will surely do so, if 
He deems it necessary.’ 

This brought the old schoolmaster’s exasperation to a 
climax. ‘Pooh! one must help oneself! It is cowardly to 
do nothing.’ 

Scourette, smiling and full of tolerance for those van- 
quished men, thereupon thought it necessary to intervene: 
‘If the good doctor was still here,’ said she, ‘he would beg 
you not to agree so well together, since your seeming 
agreement only makes your quarrel worse. You grieve 
me, my friends; I should have been so happy—not to 
convert you to our ideas, but to see you admit, by virtue 
of experience, a little of all the good which our ideas have 
effected in this region.’ 

They had both retained great deference for Sceurette, and 
indeed their presence in that little drawing-room, beside the 
very hearth, so to say, of the new city, showed what ascen- 
dancy she still exercised over them. For her sake they even 
put up with the presence of Luc, their victorious adversary, 
though he, it should be admitted, discreetly avoided all 
appearance of triumphing overthem. Thus, on this occasion, 
he refrained from intervening, however furiously Hermeline 
might deny all that he had created. After all, thought Luo, 
this was simply the last revolt of the principle of authority 
against the liberation of man both naturally and socially. On 
seeing the nations so near the point of escaping from civil as 
well as religious servitude, the once all-powerful State and the 
once all-powerful Church, which had voraciously contended 
for possession of them, now tried to come to an agreement, 
and league themselves together in order to reconquer the 
nations. 

‘Ah! cried Hermeline again, ‘if you own yourself beaten, 
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abbé, it must be all over. In that case I can only keep silent 
as you do, and withdraw into my corner to die." 

The priest once more shook his head, preserving silence. 
But eventually, for the last time, he said: ‘God cannot be 
beaten ; it is for God Himself to act.’ 

The night was now slowly falling over the park, lengthen- 
ing shadows were filling the little salon, and nobody spoke 
any further. Only a great quiver, coming from the melan- 
choly past, swept through the room. Finally the schoolmaster 
rose and took his leave. Then, as the priest was about to do 
the same, Scurette wished to slip into his hand the sum 
which at each recurring visit she had been accustomed to 
give him for his poor. This time, however, he refused the 
alms which he had been accepting so regularly for more than 
forty years; and in a low voice he slowly said: ‘ No, thank 
you, mademoiselle; keep that money. I should not know 
what to do with it; there are no more poor!’ 

Ah! what words those were for Luc: ‘No more poor!’ 
His heart had leapt as he heard them. No more poor, no 
more starvelings in that town of Beauclair, which he had known 
so black, so wretched, peopled by such an accursed race of 
famished toilers! Would all the frightful sores which had 
come from the wage-system be healed then? would shame 
and crime soon disappear, even as want did? The reorganisa- 
tion of work in accordance with justice had sufficed already to 
bring about a better apportionment of wealth. And thus, 
when work should on all sides become honour and health and 
joy, an entirely peaceful and a brotherly race would assuredly 
people the happy city. 

Jordan, who still lay upon the sofa, wrapped in his rug, 
had hitherto remained motionless, his eyes fixed upon space, 
through which no doubt his mind was roaming. At last, 
Abbé Marle and Hermeline having departed, he woke up, and 
without taking his eyes off the sunset which he seemed to be 
watching with passionate interest, he said in a dreamy 
manner: ‘Each time that I see the sun set I become dread- 
fully sad and anxious. Suppose it were not to come back, 
suppose it were never to rise again over the black and frost- 
bound earth, what a terrible death would then overtake all 
life! The sun is the father, the fructifier, without whom all 
germs would wither or rot. And it is in the sun that we 
must place our hope of relief and future happiness, for if it 
were not to help us life would some day dry up.’ ° 
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Luc had begun to smile. He knew that Jordan, in spite 
of his great age—he was now nearly seventy-five—had for 
some years been studying the problem of how he might 
capture solar heat and store it in vast reservoirs in order to 
distribute it afterwards as the one, great, eternal, living force. 
A time would come when the coal in the mines would be 
exhausted, and where would one then find the necessary energy 
for the torrent of electricity which had become so needful 
for life? ‘Thanks to his first discoveries, Jordan had succeeded 
in supplying an abundance of electrical force for next to 
nothing. But what a victory it would be if he should succeed 
in making the sun the universal motor—if he should be able to 
take from it direct the caloric power which was now found 
slumbering in coal—if he should manage to employ it as the 
one sole fructifier, the very father of immortal life! He had 
but a last discovery to effect, and then his work would be 
accomplished and he would be ready to die. 

‘Don’t alarm yourself!’ said Luc gaily, ‘the sun will rise 
to-morrow and you will succeed at last in snatching the sacred 
fire from it.’ 

However, Sceurette, whom the evening breeze now coming 
in cool gusts through the open window rendered somewhat 
anxious, stepped forward to ask her brother: ‘ Don’t you feel 
cold? Wouldn't you like me to shut the window ?’ 

He declined the offer with a motion of his hand, and all 
that he would allow was that she should wrap him round with 
the rug to his very chin. He now seemed to live solely by a 
miracle, solely because he wished to live, having adjourned 
death until the evening of his last day of work, the triumphant 
evening when, his task accomplished, he might at last sink 
into the good sleep of a loyal and contented worker. His 
sister surrounded him with greater precautions than ever; her 
extreme care prolonged his strength, and still gave him two 
hours of physical and intellectual energy each day—two hours 
which by force of method he put to wonderful use. And thus 
that poor, old, puny being, whom the slightest draught 
threatened with annihilation, was completing the conquest of 
the world simply because he was still a stubborn worker, one 
who did not throw his task aside. 

‘You will live to be a hundred years old!’ said Luc, with 
an affectionate laugh. 

At thig Jordan likewise made merry, ‘No doubt,’ said he, 
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Again deep silence fell in the little salon, full of such 
affectionate intimacy. It was delightful to see the warm 
twilight stealing slowly over the park, whose deep paths were 
gradually steeped in the gloom. Vague gleams still hovered 
hess above the lawns, whilst the great trees faded away and 

ecame like light and quivering apparitions in the blue 
distance. And it was now the sweethearts’ hour—the sweet- 
hearts to whom the park of La Crécherie remained open, and 
who therefore came thither in the twilight after their daily work. 
Nobody troubled about the roaming, shadowy couples, who, 
holding one another by the hand, gradually melted away and 
disappeared amidst the greenery. They were confided to the 
keeping of the friendly old oaks. Reliance was placed on the 
freedom to love that was granted them, for this would render 
them gentle and chaste, like future spouses whose embrace 
becomes an indissoluble tie if mutually desired. To love 
always one need only know why and how one loves. Those 
who choose one another, knowing and consenting, never part. 
And already, along the dim avenues, over the lawns where the 
shadows stretched, there came sauntering couples, who peopled, 
as with apparitions, the mysterious gloom amidst the quiver 
of delight which the fresh odours of spring brought from the 
earth. 

As other couples arrived Luc recognised among them 
several of the lads and girls whom he had seen in the work- 
shops that morning. Were not yonder shadowy forms, so 
close one to the other that they seemed carried by one and 
the same flight over the tips of the grass, those of Adolphe 
Laboque and Germaine Yvonnot? And those others, whose 
hair mingled, their heads resting one against the other, were 
they not Hippolyte Mitaine and Laure Fauchard? And those 
others too, whose arms were tightly clasped around each other's 
waist, were they not Alexandre Feuillat and Clémence 
Bourron ? Yet softer emotion came to Luc’s heart when he 
fancied that he recognised his son Charles with his arm 
around the dark-haired Céline Lenfant, and his son Jules 
leading away in his embrace the fair Claudine Bonnaire. 
Ah! the young folk, the messengers of the new springtide, 
the last to awaken to love, to feel kindling within them the 
glow of life which the generations transmit one to the other ! 
As yet they knew but the chaste quiver which comes at the 
first whispered words, and the innocent caress, the clasp in 
which ignorant hearts seek one another, and the furtive kiss 
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whose sweetness suffices to open the portals of heaven. But 
before long the sovereign flame would unite and blend them 
in order that yet other artisans of love might spring from 
them, other couples, who in years to come would repair to 
this same park to exchange the vows of budding affection. 
For there would ever be more and more happiness and more 
and more free passion tending to increase of harmony. 
Even now other couples, and others still, were arriving, the 
pais was gradually becoming populous with all the sweet- 

earts of the happy city. This was the exquisite evening 
after the good day of work, the gloaming spent amidst lawn 
and cover, shadowy like dreamland, steeped in mystery and 
perfume, with nought breaking upon the silence save light 
sounds of laughter and kisses. 

All at once, however, a shadowy form stopped outside the 
salon. It was Suzanne, who had anxiously been seeking Luc. 
And on finding him there she told him how greatly she was 
worried by Boisgelin’s prolonged absence, for he had not yet 
returned home. Never before had he lingered like this out of 
doors after nightfall. 

‘You were right,’ she repeated ; ‘I did wrong in leaving 
him to his mad fancies. Ah! the unhappy man, the poor 
old child!’ 

Luc, who shared her fears, bade her go home again. ‘He 
may return at any moment,’ he said; ‘it is best that you 
should be there. For my part I will have a look round and 
bring you tidings.’ 

He at once took two men with him and crossed the park, 
with the intention of beginning the search among the work- 
shops. But he had scarcely taken three hundred steps, and 
was near the little lake, fringed with willows, quite a nook of 
paradise, when he halted on hearing a light cry of terror 
which came from an adjacent clump of greenery. From 
amidst that foliage there ran a pair of frightened lovers, who 
he fancied were his son Jules and the fair Claudine Bonnaire. 
‘ What is the matter? What has alarmed you?’ he called. 

But they did not answer, they fled as beneath a blast of 
terror, like love birds whose caresses have been disturbed by 
some frightful encounter. And when Luc himself decided to 
enter the copse, he also gave vent to an exclamation of horror. 
For he had almost knocked against a body which hang from 
a branclf there, blocking the narrow pathway. In the last 
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gleam of light falling from the sky where the stars were now 
appearing Luc recognised the body as that of Boisgelin. 

‘Ah! the unhappy man, the poor old child!’ he murmured, 
repeating Suzanne’s words, and feeling quite upset by that 
horrible tragedy which would cause her such deep grief. 

With the help of his companions he cut down the body 
and laid it on the ground. But it was already quite cold. 
The unhappy man must have hanged himself there early in 
the afternoon, after his desperate ramble through the busy 
works. Luc fancied that he could divine everything when at 
the foot of the tree he noticed a large hole which Boisgelin 
had apparently dug with his hands, a hole in which he had 
no doubt meant to bury the prodigious fortune which his 

eople of workers earned for him, that fortune which he 
ew not how to manage or how to store away. And 
despairing, perchance, of his power to make a pit of sufficient 
size for so much wealth, he had ended by resolving to die 
there and thus rid himself of the horrible embarrassment in 
which he was placed by his ever-growing and crushing 
fortune. His day of wild roaming, his madness, his inability 
to live, idler that he was, in the new city of just work, had 
culminated in that tragic death, and he had hung there whilst 
the park, in the clasp of warm and nuptial night, was filled 
with the rustling of caresses and the whispering of loving 
VOWS. 

In order to avoid frightening the shadowy couples gliding 
between the trees around him, Luc at once sent the two men 
to fetch a stretcher at La Crécherie, at the same time begging 
them to tell nobody of the lugubrious discovery. And when 
they had Setamied and laid the lifeless body between the 
little curtains of grey canvas, the mournful cortége set off 
along the blackest of the paths in order to escape observation. 
In this wise death, frightful death, passed along silently, 
steeped in shadows, through the delightful awakening of 
spring, now all a-quiver with new life. Lovers seemed to 
arise on all sides, springing up at the bends of each avenue, 
in the recesses of each clump of bushes. A perfume of 
flowers made the air quite balmy, hands sought hands, and 
lips met. Love was budding, a fresh wave was coming to 
increase humanity’s broad stream, death was incessantly 
vanquished, to-morrow and to-morrow were ever sprouting in 
order that there might be yet more truth, more justice, more 
happiness in the world. 


WORK 425 


Suzanne stood waiting in a state of anguish, at the door 
of the house, her eyes gazing into the night. When she 
perceived the stretcher she understood, and gave vent to a 
low moan. And when Luc in a few words had acquainted 
her with the wretched end of the useless being now slumbering 
there, she was only able to repeat, as she thought of that 
empty, poisoned, and poisonous life which had brought her 
it nuee suffering: ‘Ah, the unhappy man, the poor old 
child [’ 

Other catastrophes took place amidst the crumbling of the 
rotten society of the old days now fated to disappear. But 
the greatest stir of all was caused by one that occurred during 
the ensuing month—the collapse of the old church of Saint 
Vincent one bright sunshiny morning when Abbé Marle was 
at the altar celebrating mass solely for the sparrows which 
flew through the deserted nave. 

The priest had long been aware that his church would 
some day fall upon him. It dated from the sixteenth century, 
and was in & very damaged condition, cracking upon all 
sides. The steeple had certainly been repaired some forty 
years previously, but from lack of funds it had been necessary 
to postpone all work on the roofing, whose beams, half eaten 
away, were already yielding. And since that time every 
application for a grant had been made in vain. The State, 
overburdened with debts, abandoned that church of a remote 
region. The town of Beauclair refused to contribute anything, 
Mayor Gourier having never been on the side of the priests. 
Thus Abbé Marle, reduced to his own resources, had been 
obliged to seek among the faithful the large sum which 
became more and more urgently required if the edifice was 
not to fall upon his shoulders. But in vain did he knock at 
the doors of wealthy parishioners, the faithful were dwindling 
away, their zeal was fast cooling. During the lifetime of the 
beautiful Léonore, the mayor’s wife, whose extreme piety 
proved some compensation for her husband’s atheism, the 
priest had found precious help in her. Subsequently, how- 
ever, only Madame Mazelle had remained to him, and not 
only did her fervour decline, but she was in no wise of a 
generous disposition. In course of time worries respecting 
her fortune consumed her, and she came less and less fre- 
quently to Saint Vincent, in such wise that nobody was left 
to the priest save a few poor creatures who in their wretched- 
ness clung obstinately to the hope of a better life. And finally 
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when no poor remained, the church became quite empty, and 
the abbé lived there in solitude, amidst the abandonment in 
which mankind now at last left his religion of error and 
wretchedness. 

The abbé then felt that a world was indeed expiring 
around him. His complaisance had been powerless to save 
the life of the lying, poisonous bourgeotste which was devoured 
by its own iniquities. In vain had he cast the cloak of 
religion over its last agony ; it had died amidst a final scandal. 
And in vain, too, had he sought a refuge in the strict letter of 
dogma, in order that he might concede nothing to the truths 
of science, which, he could realise, were mounting to the 
supreme and victorious assault by which the ancient edifice 
of Catholicism would be destroyed. Science, indeed, had at 
last effected its breach, dogma was finally swept away, and 
the Kingdom of God was about to be set, not in some fabulous 

ise, but upon this very earth, in the name of triumphant 
justice. A new religion, the religion of man, at last truly 
conscious, free, and master of his destiny, was sweeping away 
the ancient mythologies, the forms of symbolism amidst which 
he had lost himself during the anguish of his long struggle 
against nature. After the temples of ancient idolatry, the 
Catholic churches in their tarn had to disappear, now that a 
fraternal people set its certain happiness in the sole force of 
its living solidarity without need of any political system of 
punishments and rewards. Thus the priest, since confessional 
and holy table alike had been deserted, since the faithful had 
departed from his church, beheld each day when he celebrated 
mass there the cracks in the walls spreading, and the beams 
of the roofs yielding more and more. It was a constant 
crumbling, a gradual process of destruction and ruin, the 
slightest premonitory sounds of which he could detect. But 
since he had been unable to summon the builders even for the 
most urgent repairs, he must necessarily allow the work of 
death to follow its course and culminate in the natural end of 
things. Thus he simply waited and continued to say his 
mass, like a hero of faith, alone with his forsaken creed, 
whilst the roof cracked more and more above the altar. 

A morning came when Abbé Marle perceived that another 
large stretch of the vaulting of the nave had split during the 
eve night. And although he now felt certain of the 

ownfall which he had been anticipating for months past, he 
nevertheless came to celebrate his last mass, clad in his richest 
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vestments. Very tall and broad-shouldered, with a nose like 
an eagle's beak, he still held himself firm and upright in spite 
of his advanced age. He dispensed with servers now, he came 
and went, spoke the sacramental words, and made the usual 
gestures, as if a great throng were pressing together before 
him, docile to his voice. But in the state of abandonment in 
which the church was left, only some broken chairs lay upon 
the flag-stones, suggesting the wretched-looking mouldy 
garden seats that are left forgetfully out of doors exposed to 
the rains of winter. Weeds grew round the columns, over 
which moss was spreading. All the winds of heaven streamed 
in through the broken windows, and the great doorway being 
half unhinged, remained partially open, allowing the animals 
of the neighbourhood to flock in. On that fine bright day, 
however, it was particularly the sunshine that poured into the 
edifice, like a conqueror, setting as it were a triumphal in- 
vasion of life amidst that tragic ruin where birds flew hither 
and thither, and where wild oats germinated even among the 
stone mantles of the old saints. Above the altar, however, 
there still reigned a great crucifix of painted and gilded wood, 
displaying a long, livid, pain-racked effigy, splashed with some 
blackish blood that dripped like tears. 

Whilst Abbé Marle was reading the Gospel he heard a 
louder cracking, and some dust and some fragments of plaster 
fell upon the altar. Then, at the moment of the Offertory, 
the sinister rending began again, and it seemed as if the 
edifice were shaking before it fell. But the priest, collecting 
all the remaining strength of his faith together for the Ele- 
vation, prayed with his whole soul for the miracle for whose 
glorious, all-saving splendour he had so long been waiting. 
If it should so please God, the church would regain its 
vigorous youth, and be endowed with sturdy pillars upholding 
an indestructible mave. Masons were not necessary, the 
Almighty power would suffice, and a magnificent sanctuary 
would arise there, with chapels of gold, windows of purple, 
wood-work marvellously carved, and dazzling marble, whilst 
® multitude of the faithful on their knees would sing the 
hymn of Resurrection amidst the blaze of thousands of candles 
and the loud pealing of bells. But at the very moment when 
the priest, finishing his prayer, raised the chalice, it was not 
the miracle he asked for that came, it was annihilation. He 
stood thete erect, with both arms raised in a superb gesture 
of heroic belief, and the vaulted roof was rent asunder as if 
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by a bolt from heaven, and crashed downward in a whirlwind 
of fragments with a roar like that of thunder. The shaken 
steeple tottered and then in its turn fell, ripping the remainder 
of the roof open, and dragging down the rest of the sundered 
walls. And nought remained beneath the bright sun save a 
huge litter of stones and tiles, amidst which a fruitless search 
was made for Abbé Marle. He had disappeared as if the rem- 
nants of the shattered altar had consumed his flesh, drunk 
his blood. And in like way nothing was ever found of the 
great crucifix of painted and gilded wood. That also had 
been shattered to atoms, reduced to dust. Thus yet another 
religion was dead, the last priest saying his last mass had 
perished with the last of the churches. 

For a few days old Hermeline, the retired schoolmaster, 
was seen prowling about the ruins, and talking aloud as old 
folk are wont to do when haunted by some fixed idea. His 
words could not be plainly distinguished, but he seemed to be 
still arguing and reproaching the abbé for having failed to ob- 
tain the needed miracle. Then, one morning, he was found 
dead in his bed. And later on, when the ruins of the church 
had been cleared away, a garden was planted there, with 
fine trees and shady walks, skirting sweet-smelling lawns. 
Lovers went thither on pleasant evenings, even as they went 
to the park of La Crécherie. The happy city was ever spread- 
ing, children were growing and becoming lovers in their turn, 
lovers whose kisses in the shade again sowed future harvests. 
After the gay day of work came love amidst the roses bloom- 
ing upon every side. And in that delightful garden where 
slept the dust of a religion of wretchedness and death, one 
now beheld the growth of human joy, the overflowing 
florescence of life. 


IV 


Dogine yet another ten years the city continued growing, and 
organising new society in accordance with the principles of 
justice and peace. And at last, one 20thof June, on the eve of one 
of the great Festivals of Work, which took place four times a 
year, coinciding with the seasons, Bonnaire met with a strange 
experience. 

He, Bonnaire, now nearly eighty-five years of age, had be- 
come the patriarch, the hero of work. Still straight and tall, 
with an energetic head under a crown of thick white hair, he 
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remained active and gay, in the enjoyment of good health. 
Old revolutionary that he was, a theoretical Collectivist pacified 
by the sight of his comrades’ happiness, he now tasted all the 
reward of his long efforts—the conquest of that harmonious 
solidarity amidst which he saw his grandchildren and great- 
grandchildren growing in all felicity. 

That evening then, just as the daylight was waning, 
Bonnaire happened to be strolling near the entrance of the 
Brias gorges. He often walked abroad in this fashion, with 
the sole assistance of a stick, for the pleasure of viewing the 
countryside once more and recalling old-time memories. On 
this occasion he had just reached the spot where in former 
days had stood the gates of the Abyss, which had long since 
disappeared. Near that spot also a wooden bridge had once 
spanned the Mionne, but no trace of it remained, for the 
torrent had been covered over for a distance of about a 
hundred yards, to admit of the passage of a broad boulevard. 

What changes there were! thought Bonnaire. Who 
would ever have recognised the former black and muddy 
threshold of the accursed factory in that broad, open space, 
over which there now passed a quiet, bright-looking avenue, 
lined with smiling houses? As he lingered there for a 
moment, erect and handsome, like the happy old man he was, 
he experienced great surprise on perceiving another old man, 
a stranger, huddled up on a wayside bench near him. And 
this other seemed to have been wrecked by misery, for his 
clothes were in tatters, his face ravaged and bushy with hair, 
his frame emaciated and trembling as if with some evil fever. 

‘A poor man!’ muttered Bonnaire, speaking aloud in his 
astonishment. 

It was certainly 8 poor man, and years had now gone by 
since Bonnaire had seen one. It was evident, however, that 
he who sat on the bench did not belong to the region. His 
shoes and clothes were white with dust, and he must have 
sunk upon that bench near the entry of the town from sheer 
fatigue, after tramping the roads for days and days. His 
staff and his empty wallet had fallen from his weary hands and 
lay at his feet. With an air of exhaustion he let his gaze 
wander around him, like one who is lost, who knows not where 
he may be. 

Full of pity Bonnaire drew near to him. ‘Can I help you, 
my poor fellow?’ he asked; ‘ your strength is exhausted, and 
you seem*to be in great distress.’ 
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Then, as the other did not answer, but still let his 
eyes roam in a scared way from one point of the horizon 
to the other, Bonnaire continued: ‘Are you hungry? do you 
need a good bed ? Let me guide you—you will here find all 
the help you need.’ 

Thereupon the old and wretched-looking beggar began to 
stammer in a low voice, as if speaking to himself: ‘ Beauclair, 
Besuclair—is this really Beauclair ? ’ 

‘Of course it is; you are at Beauclair, that’s certain,’ 
declared: the former master-puddler with a smile. But on 
seeing the other give signs of increasing surprise and anxiety, 
he ended by understanding the truth: ‘ You knew Beauclair 
formerly, no doubt,’ said he. ‘It is perhaps a long time since 
you were last here ?’ 

‘Yes, it was more than fifty years ago,’ the stranger 
answered in a husky voice. 

Then Bonnaire burst into good-natured laughter. ‘In 
that case I am not astonished if you find a difficulty in 
recognising the place,’ he retorted. ‘There have been some 
changes. For instance, here the Abyss works have dis- 
appeared, whilst yonder the sordid hovels of old Beauclair 
have been razed to the ground. And you can see that a new 
city has been built; the park of La Crécherie has spread over 
everything, invading the former town with its greenery and 
turning it into a vast garden, where the little white houses 
peep brightly from among the trees. And thus one naturally 
has to reflect before one can recognise the place.’ 

The stranger had followed the explanations, turning his 
glance upon the various points which Bonnaire with gentle 
gaiety indicated. But again he wagged his head as if he 
could not believe what was told him. ‘No, no,’ said he, ‘I 
don’t recognise it; this can’t be Beauclair. Yonder are the 
two promontories of the Bleuse Mountains, between which the 
Brias gorge opens; and yonder, too, far away, is the plain of 
La Roumagne. That’s certain, but all the rest—those fine 
gardens and those houses belong to some other spot, some 
wealthy and smiling land which I never saw before. Ah! well, 
I shall have to walk further; I must have made a mistake 
in the road.’ 

After picking up his staff and his wallet, he was makin 
an effort to rise from the bench when his eyes at last reste 
on the old man who had shown himself so obliging and 
friendly. And at the first glance which he gave Bennaire he 
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shuddered, and became anxious to depart. Had he recognised 
Bonnaire then, although he could not recognise the town? 
Bonnaire, for his part, was so stirred by the sudden flame 
which shot from the other’s hairy countenance that he ex- 
amined him more attentively. Where had he previously seen 
those bright eyes, which blazed in moments of savage 
violence? All at once his memory awoke, and in his turn 
he shuddered, whilst all the past lived anew in the cry which 
burst from his lips: 

‘Ragu!’ 

For fifty years people had believed him to be dead! But 
the crushed and mutilated body found in a gorge of the Bleuse 
Mountains, on the morrow of his flight, after his crime, had 
not been his. He lived, he lived, good heavens! He had 
come back, and to Bonnaire that extraordinary resurrection 
after so many events and so many years brought anguish— 
anguish respecting all that had happened in the past, and all 
that might happen to-morrow. 

‘Ragu, Ragu, it is you!’ Bonnaire repeated. 

The other already had his staff in his hand, his wallet on 
his shoulder. But as he was recognised why should he go 
off? It was certain now that he had not mistaken his road. 

‘It’s me, sure enough, my old Bonnaire,’ he replied ; ‘ and 
since you are still alive, though you are ten years older than I, 
I have certainly a right to be alive also—though it’s true that 
I’m very battered.’ 

Then, in the jeering tone of former times, he resumed: 
‘So you give me your word for it, that splendid big garden 
yonder, with those pretty houses, is really Beauclair? Well, 
since I’ve got here, I’ve only to lookefor an inn where they’ll 
let me sleep in a corner of the stables.’ 

Why had he come back? What plans were rife under 
that bald skull, behind that wrinkled face, ravaged by so 
many years of evil and vagabond life? Bonnaire, who grew 
more and more anxious, could already picture Ragu disturbing 
the festival on the morrow by some scandal or other. He 
dared not question him at once, but he felt that it would be 
best to have him in his charge. Moreover, he was full of 
pity; his heart was quite stirred at finding the unhappy man 
in such a state of destitution. 

‘There are no more inns,’ he answered; ‘ you will have to 
come to my place. You'll be able to eat as much as you like 
there, and you will sleep in a comfortable bed. Then we can have 
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achat. You'll tell me what you want, and I'll help you to 
content yourself if possible.’ 

But Ragu jeered again: ‘Oh! what I want,’ he retorted— 
‘why, the wishes of an old beggar like me, more or less infirm, 
are of no account at all. What I want, indeed! Why, I 
wanted to see you all again, to give a glance in passing at 
the place where I was born. The idea worried me, and I 
shouldn't have died easy in mind if I hadn’t come for a stroll 
in this direction. That’s a thing anybody may do, isn't it ? 
The roads are still free.’ 

‘No doubt.’ 

‘Well, so I started—oh! years ago. When a man’s got 
bad legs and never & copper, he doesn’t make much progress. 
All the same, one reaches one’s destination at last, since here 
Tam. And, it’s understood, let’s go to your place, since you 
offer me hospitality like a good comrade.’ 

The night was falling, and the two old men were able to 
cross new Beauclair without being remarked. On the way 
Ragu’s astonishment increased; he glanced to right and to 
left, but could not recognise a single spot. At last, when 
Bonnaire stopped before one of the most charming of the 
dwellings, a house standing amidst a clump of fine trees, an 
exclamation escaped Ragu, showing that he still retained his 
ideas of former times: ‘What! you've made your fortune; 
you've become a bourgeois now !’ 

The former master-puddler began to laugh. ‘No, no; 
I’ve never been anything but a workman, and I’m only one 
to-day. But in a sense it’s true that we've all made our 
fortunes and all become bourgeois.’ 

As if his envious fears were quieted by that answer, Ragu 
began to sneer once more: ‘A workman can’t be a bourgeois,’ 
said he, ‘and if a man still works it’s because he hasn’t made 
his fortune.’ 

‘All right, my good fellow, we'll have a chat about it, and 
T’ll explain things to you. Meantime go in, go in.’ 

Bonnaire for the time being was dwelling alone in this 
house, which was that of his granddaughter, Claudine, now 
the wife of Charles Froment. Daddy Lunot had long since 
been dead, and his daughter, Ragu’s sister, the terrible Toupe, 
had followed him to his grave during the previous year, after 
a, frightful quarrel, which, as she expressed it, had turned her 
blood. When Ragu heard of the loss of his sister and father, 
he simply made a little gesture, as if to say that bywreason of 
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their age he had anticipated it. After an absence of half a 
century one is not surprised to find nobody one knew left among 
the living. : 

‘So here we are in the house of my granddaughter, 
Claudine,’ continued Bonnaire; ‘she’s the daughter of my 
eldest son, Lucien, who married Louise Mazelle, the daughter 
of the Rentiers, whom you must remember. Claudine herself 
has married Charles Froment, a son of the master of La 
Crécherie. But she and Charles have taken their daughter 
Aline, a little girl of eight, to see an aunt at Formeries, and 
they won't be back till to-morrow evening.’ Then he con- 
cluded gaily: ‘ For some months now the children have taken 
me to live with them, by way of petting me. Come, the 
house is ours; you must eat and drink your fill, and then I'll 
show you to your bed. To-morrow, when it’s daylight, we'll 
see to all the rest.’ 

Ragu’s head swam as he listened. All those names, those 
marriages, those three generations flitting by at a gallop 
quite scared him. How was he ever to understand things 
when so many unknown events and so many marriages and 
births had taken place? He did not speak again, but, 
seated at a well-spread table, ate some cold meat and fruit 
ravenously in the gay room, which was brilliantly illumined 
by an electric lamp. The comfort and ease which he felt 
around him must have weighed heavily upon the old vaga- 
bond’s shoulders, for he seemed yet more aged, more utterly 
‘done for,’ as witb his face lowered over his plate he devoured 
the food, glancing askance the while at all the encompassing 
happiness in which he had no share. His very silence, his 
downcast mien at the sight of so mttch comfort, was expres- 
sive of all his long stored-up rancour, his powerless thirst for 
vengeance, his now irrealisable dream of triumphing and 
seeing disaster fall on others. And Bonnaire, again uneasy 
at the sight of his gloominess, wondered through what ad- 
ventures he had rolled during the last half-century, and felt 
more and more astonished at finding him still alive and in 
such destitution. 

‘Where have you come from ?’ he ended by inquiring. 

‘Oh, from everywhere more or less!’ Ragu answered with 
® sweeping gesture. 

‘Ah! so you’ve seen & good many countries and people 
and things ?’ 

‘Oh, yes; in France, Germany, England and America, and 
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elsewhere. I've dragged my carcase, indeed, from one end of 
the world to the other.’ 

Then, lighting his pipe, he gave Bonnaire, before retiring 
to bed, some idea of his life as a wanderer, in rebellion against 
work, idle by nature and coveting enjoyment. He typified the 
spoilt fruit of the wage-system—the wage-earner who dreams 
of suppressing the masters in order to take their place, and in 
his turn crush down his fellows. In his estimation there 
could be no other happiness than that of making a big fortune 
and enjoying it, with the satisfaction that one had known how 
to exploit the misery of the poor. And, violent in language, 
but all the same cowardly in the master’s presence, dishonest, 
addicted to drink, and incapable of steady work, he had rolled 
from workshop to workshop, from country to country, at 
times dismissed, at others impelled by some silly whim to 
take himself off. He had never been able to put a copper by, 
wherever he had found himself want had become his com- 
panion, each succeeding year bringing about a fresh decline 
in his fortunes. When old age arrived it was a wonder that 
he did not die, famished and forsaken, in some gutter. Until 
he was nearly sixty, however, he had still found some petty 
jobs to do. Then he had stranded in a hospital, but had been 
obliged to leave it, though only to fall into another one. For 
the last fifteen years he had thus been clinging to life—how, 
he could hardly tell; and now he begged and tramped the 
roads for the crust of bread and truss of straw that he needed. 
And nothing of his old nature had departed from him, neither 
his covert rage and jealousy, nor his eager desire to be a 
master and enjoy himself. 

Restraining a flood of questions which rose to his lips, 
Bonnaire at last exclaimed, ‘ But all the countries you 
through must now be in a state of revolution! I know very 
well that we have progressed quickly here, and are in advance 
of the others. But the whole world is now stirring, is it not ?’ 

‘Yes, yes,, Ragu answered in his jeering way, ‘they are 
fighting and building up a new society on all sides, but all 
that did not prevent me from starving.’ 

He had passed through strikes and terrible risings in 
Germany, in England, and especially in the United States. 
In all the countries through which his rancour and idleness 
had carried him, he had witnessed tragic events. The last 
empires were crumbling, republics were springing yp in their 
place, while frontiers were being suppressed by the confedera- 
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tion of neighbouring nations. It was like a smash up of the 
ice at the advent of springtide, when the ice melts and dis- 
appears, uncovering the fertilised soil, where germs sprout 
and flower forth in a few days, under the glow of the great 
brotherly sun. All mankind was certainly in evolution, 
busying itself at last with the foundation of the happy city. 
But he, Ragu, bad workman, discontented reveller that he 
was, had simply suffered from all the catastrophes he had 
witnessed, merely encountering blows therein without ever 
finding an opportunity even to pillage a rich man’s celler, and, 
for once in his life, drink his fill. Nowadays, having become 
@ confirmed old vagabond and beggar, he cared not a curse 
for the so-called city of justice and peace. It would not bring 
him back his twentieth birthday, it would not give him a 
palace full of slaves, where he might have ended his days 
amidst a round of pleasures, like the kings that books speak 
of. And he jeered bitterly at the idiocy of the human race 
which took so much trouble to prepare a somewhat cleaner 
social edifice for the great-grandchildren of the next century 
—an edifice which the men of nowadays would only know in 
dreams |! 

‘But that dream has long sufficed for happiness,’ quietly 
said Bonnaire. ‘ However, what you say is not true, the 
edifice is almost rebuilt even now, and is very beautiful and 
healthy and gay. I will show it to you to-morrow, and you 
will see if one does not taste pleasure in dwelling in it.’ 

Then he explained that on the following day he would 
take Ragu to witness one of the four Festivals of Work, which 
filled Beauclair with delight on thé first day of each season. 
Each of these festivals was marked by some particular re- 
joicings appropriate to the seasons. The one on the morrow, 
the summer festival, would be bright with all the flowers and 
fruits of the earth, overflowing in prodigious abundance, 
amidst the sovereign splendour of horizon and sky, in which 
the powerful sun of June would blaze. 

Ragu, however, relapsed into gloomy anxiety, a covert 
fear, indeed, lest he should really find the ancient dream of 
social happiness fulfilled at Beauclair. Was it a fact then 
that after traversing so many countries where the society of 
to-morrow was coming forth amidst such frightful struggles— 
was it a fact that he would behold it virtually installed in 
that tow4, his own, whence he had fled on a day of murderous 
madness? Had that happiness, for which he had sought so 


rr2 


436 WORK 


frantically on all sides, come into being on his native spot, 
during his absence? Had he returned merely to behold the 
felicity of others, now that he himself could no longer expect 
any joy in life? MTheidea that he had spoilt his existence to 
the very end seemed to him lke a supreme crushing blow 
amidst his misery and weariness whilst he sat there silently 
finishing the bottle of wine which had been placed before him. 
And when Bonnaire rose to show him to his room—a sweet- 
smelling white room with a large white bed in it—he followed 
with a heavy step, suffering from the open-handed brotherly 
hospitality offered to him with such happy ease. 

‘ Sleep well, my good fellow,’ said Bonnaire, ‘ till to-morrow 
morning!’ 

‘Yes, till to-morrow—unless this cursed world should fall 
to pieces during the night.’ 

Bonnaire, who also went to bed, found some difficulty in 
getting to sleep, for he still felt worried with respect to Ragu’s 
intentions. He had a dozen times resisted his desire to put 
plain questions to him on the subject, from fear of provoking 
some dangerous explanation; for he thought it might be 
preferable to keep the matter in reserve and act hereafter 
according to circumstances. Ie feared some frightful scene ; 
for perhaps that wretched vagabond, maddened by want and 
disaster, might have come back in order to provoke a scandal, 
insult Luc, insult Josine, and even attempt murder again. 
Bonnaire therefore resolved that he would not leave him 
alone for a moment on the following day. Moreover, in his 
desire to show him everything at Beauclair, there was the 
hope of morally paralysing him by an exhibition of such an 
abundance of wealth and power as would make him realise 
how futile would be the rage and rebellion of any one indi- 
vidual, When he should have seen and learnt everything he 
would no longer dare to stir, his defeat would be definitive. 
And thus Bonnaire at last fell asleep, resolved on waging that 
final battle for the sake of general harmony, peace, and love. 

Already at six o’clock on the following morning a joyous 
flourish of trumpets sped over the roofs of Beauclair, an- 
nouncing the Festival of Work. The sun was already high 
m the beautiful blue heavens. Windows opened, greetings flew 
through the greenery from one house to another, and one could 
feel that joy was already stirring the soul of the city, whilst 
the trumpet calls continued, arousing from garden fo garden 
the cries of children and the laughter of loving couples. 
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Bonnaire, having quickly dressed himself, found Ragu up, 
washed and clad in some clean garments, which had been 
laid for him the previous evening on a chair. Now that he 
had well rested, the vagabond had become quite the jeerer of 
former days, resolved upon deriding everything and refusing 
to acknowledge the existence of the slightest progress. On 
seeing his host enter he indulged once more in his old evil 
insulting laugh. 

‘I say, old man!’ he exclaimed, ‘what a row they make 
with those trumpets! That must be precious disagreeable for 
those who don’t like to be startled out of their sleep. Are 
you wakened every morning in your barracks by that music ?’ 

The old master-puddler preferred to find his guest in this 
mood. He smiled quietly, and answered: ‘No, no, that’s 
only the réveil of our high days and holidays. On other 
mornings one can oversleep oneself if one chooses, for the quiet 
is delightful. But when life’s so pleasant one always gets up 
early, and only the infirm regret having to lie in bed.’ 

Then, with his attentive kindness, he added: ‘ Have you 
slept well? Did you find everything you wanted ?’ 

Ragu tried to make himself disagreeable again. ‘Oh! I 
can sleep anywhere,’ said he. ‘For years past I’ve been 
sleeping among hayricks, and they are worth the best beds in 
the world. It’s just the same as regards all those inventions 
you have here—baths, and cold and hot water taps, and 
electrical heating appliances, which you only have to switch 
on. They may be useful, no doubt, when one’s in a hurry, 
but it’s still preferable to wash in the river and warm one- 
self before a good old stove.’ Andgas his host did not reply, 
he concluded by saying: ‘ You have too much water in your 
houses, they must be damp! 

What blasphemy! The idea of it, those streaming bene- 
ficent waters, so pure and so fresh, which were now the very 
health and joy and strength of Beauclair, whose streets and 
gardens they bathed as with eternal youth ! 

‘Our water is our friend, the good fairy of our happy 
destiny,’ Bonnaire replied. ‘You will see it gushing forth on 
every side and fertilising our city. But come and have some 
breakfast; we will go out directly afterwards.’ 

That first breakfast in the bright dining-room, illumined 
by the rising sun, was delightful. On the white cloth there 
were eggs, milk, and fruit, with bread which was so golden 
and pmelt so sweet that one could divine it had been kneaded 
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bY. carefully worked machinery for a happy people. And the 
old host lavished on his wretched guest the most delicate 
attentions, a simple and affectionate hospitality, which set an 
atmosphere of gentleness and kindness all around. 

Whilst they ate they again began to chat. As on the 
revious evening, Bonnaire prudently refrained from asking 
agu any direct questions. Yet he felt persuaded that the 

other, after the fashion of all criminals, had returned to the 
scene of his crime, consumed by an invincible craving to 
behold it again and know what had taken place during his 
absence. Was Josine still alive, and if so what was she 
doing? Had Luc been saved from death, and had he taken 
her to live with him? At all events, what had become of 
them both? Surely it was an ardent curiosity with respect to 
all those matters which glittered in the vagabond’s bright 
eyes. As he did not mention them, however—preferring ap- 
parently to keep his secret locked within him—Bonnaire had 
to content himself with putting into execution the plan which 
he had thought of the previous night. Without mentioning 
Luc’s name he began to explain the greatness of his work. 
‘For you to understand things properly, my good fellow,’ 
said he, ‘it’s necessary that I should tell you something about 
our position before we take a stroll through Beauclair. We 
have now got to the triumph, the full florescence of the 
movement, which was scarcely beginning when you went 
away. 
Then he reverted to the origin of the evolution, the esta- 
blishment of the works of La Crécherie, based on an association 
between capital, labour, and brains, and its struggle with the 
Abyss, where the barbarotis wage-system had been enforced. 
At last the latter had been vanquished and replaced, and La 
Crécherie, with its pleasant white houses, had gradually 
spread over the site of Old Beauclair, the wretched home of 
want. Then Bonnaire showed how, both in a spirit of imita- 
tion and by reason of the necessities of the position, all the 
neighbouring works had ended by joining the original asso- 
ciation ; and how in due course other groups had been formed, 
every calling of a similar kind gradually being syndicated 
together, every family, as it were, meeting and uniting. 
Then the co-operation of producers on the one hand and of 
consumers on the other had completed the victory, work being 
reorganised on a basis of human solidarity, and bringing in its 
train a new form of society. There was now only four hours’ 
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work # day, and it was work freely chosen and constantly 
varied, in order that it might remain attractive; whilst ma- 
chinery, the enemy of former days, had at present become 
a docile slave, upon whom all great efforts were cast. Then, 
moreover, the co-operation of consumers had swept away old- 
time trade, which had simply absorbed so much energy and 
gain. Huge general stores centralised products of all kinds, 
and distributed them according to consumers’ needs, and in 
this manner millions of money were saved, agiotage and theft 
abstracting nothing on the way. Indeed, life was becoming 
greatly simplified: there was a tendency towards the complete 
suppression of specie and the closing of law courts and 
prisons; for disputes on matters of private interest ceased, 
and no longer urged man against man in some mad fit of fraud, 
pillage, or murder. Why should there be any crime left 
since there were no more poor, no more disinherited ones, since 
brotherly peace was being established more and more firmly 
every day, all being at last convinced that individual happiness 
came from the happiness of all? A long peace reigned, the 
blood tax—the conscription—had disappeared like all other 
taxes; there were no longer any rates of any kind or any 
prohibitive laws, but in lieu thereof full liberty for production 
and exchange. And in particular, since the parasites—the 
innumerable employés, functionaries, magistrates, barrack- 
men, and churchmen—had been suppressed, the greatest 
wealth had set in, such a prodigious heap of riches accumu- 
lating that from year to year the granaries became too small 
and threatened to burst beneath the ever-growing abundanoe 
of the public fortune. ‘ 

‘That's all right,’ interrupted Ragu when Bonnaire had 
reached this point. ‘ But all the same, the real pleasure is to 
do nothing ; and if you still work you are not a gentleman. 
To my idea there’s no getting away from that. Besides, in 
one manner or another you are still paid, so that you still 
have a wage-system. But you are converted, eh ?—you, who 
always demanded the absolute destruction of capital ? ’ 

Bonnaire laughed with joyous frankness. ‘It’s true, 
they've ended by converting me,’ he said. ‘I believed in the 
necessity of a sudden revolution, some stroke which would 
have placed power in our hands, together with possession of 
the soil and all the instruments of work. But how can one 
resist the force of experience? For so many years past I’ve 
been witn&ssing here the assured victory of social justice and 
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brotherly happiness, which I dreamt of so long! And thus 
patience has come to me; I’m weak enough—if you like to 
put it that way—to rest content with to-day’s conquests, 
certain as I am of to-morrow’s final victory. Of course, I’m 
ready to grant that a great deal remains to be done—our 
liberty and justice are not complete, capital and the wage- 
system must entirely disappear, the rocial pact must be rid 
of all forms of authority, we must have the free individual in 
the free community. And we try to act in such wise that our 
grandchildren's children may bring about the reign of justice 
and liberty in their entirety.’ 

Then he explained the new educational methods which 
were in force, the working of the créches, schools, and 
apprenticeship workshops, the adoption and cultivation of 
all the forms of energy springing from the passions, and the 
up-bringing of boys and girls together with the view of 
drawing yet closer the ties of love on which the city’s strength 
would depend. The cause of greater freedom in the future 
rested with the couples of to-morrow; it might be taken that 
each generation growing up amidst an increase of equity and 
kindliness would contribute its stone to the final edifice. 
Meantime, the city’s wealth would continue accumulating 
now that the suppression of the right of inheritance—almost 
entirely accomplished—prevented the building up of huge, 
scandalous, and poisonous individual fortunes; in such wise 
that the prodigious output of the work of all was becoming 
the property of all. Such things as the State Funds were 
also falling to picces, the Rentiers, the idlers who lived on 
the work of others or on ‘egotistical savings of their own, were 
disappearing. All citizens were equally rich, since the city— 
overflowing with work, freed from obstacles and hindrances, 
preserved from waste and theft—was piling up such immense 
wealth, that production would assuredly some day have to 
be moderated. Enjoyments once reserved for a few privileged 
beings were to-day already within the reach of all, and if 
family life remained simple the public edifices had become 
wonderfully sumptuous, large enough to hold huge multitudes, 
and so charming and so commodious as to be indeed true 

alaces of the people, centres of enjoyment where it loved to 
ive. There were museums, and libraries, theatres, bathing 
establishments, places for diversions of one and another kind, 
together with simple ‘ porches,’ opening out of meetixg and lec- 
ture halls which the whole town frequented in its hours of rest. 
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There was also a great number of hospitals, special isolated 
hospitals, for each kind of disease, and asylums which the 
infirm and the aged could enter freely ; others, too, particu- 
larly for mothers and children, for pregnant women, who 
were carefully nursed from an early stage until their babes 
were born, and they themselves had fully recovered their 
strength. In this wise the new city affirmed its faith in 
motherhood and childhood—the mother who is the source of 
Palas life, the child who is the victorious messenger of the 
ure, 

‘And now,’ Bonnaire gaily concluded, ‘since you have 
finished breakfast, let us go to see all those fine things, our 
Beauclair in its festive gaiety. Ishan’t spare you a single 
interesting nook of it.’ 

At this Ragu, who had resolved upon no surrender, simply 
shrugged his shoulders, repeating what he deemed to be his 
decisive argument: ‘As you like; but all the same you are 
not gentlemen, you are still poor devils if you still work. 
Work's your master, and, when all’s said, you’ve remained a 
people of slaves.’ 

At the door of the house a little electric car with accom- 
modation for two persons was waiting. Similar cars were at 
the disposal of all. The old master-puddler, who, despite his 
advanced years, had retained a clear eyesight and a firm 
hand, made his companion get in, and then took his own seat 
as driver. 

‘You don’t mean to cripple me for good with this 
mechanism, eh ?’ asked Ragu. 

‘No, no, don’t be alarmed. Wé get on very well together, 
electricity and I,’ Bonnaire replied, adding: ‘ You will find 
it everywhere ; itis the one force which drives our machinery, 
and it is in general use in our homes, just like a domestic 
servant. Oh! it has been necessary to produce it in incalcul- 
able quantities, and yet it seems that there’s not enough, 
and that the former master of La Crécherie is trying to pro- 
vide us with a still larger supply, in order that we may have 
something like a planet blazing over Beauclair at night-time, 
and live amidst the glow of eternal day.’ 

He laughed at this idea of putting all darkness to flight, 
whilst the car glided rapidly along the broad avenues. Before 
exploring Beauclair he proposed to go as far as Les Combettes, 
in order ¢o show his companion the magnificent estate which 
was changing La Roumagne into a papadise of fertility. The 
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festive morning was bright with sunshine, the roads resounded 
with gaiety, laughter and songs arising from all the other 
electric cars which were continually met on the way. A great 
many foot passengers were also arriving from neighbouring 
villages, mostly in bands, lads and girls brave in their ribbons, 
who joyously saluted Bonnaire the patriarch. And on either 
side of the road stretched a perfect sea of grain. Instead of 
the old-time narrow patches of ground, badly manured and 
badly tilled, one found but one sole, huge field, richly culti- 
vated by thousands of associates. Whenever the soil showed 
sign of impoverishment, the properties it lacked were im- 
parted to it by a chemical dressing; it was warmed, too, and 
screened, and high cultivation brought forth two crops of 
vegetables and fruit each season. Thanks to machinery, man 
was spared many efforts: the harvests sprang up as if by 
enchantment over leagues and leagues of ploughed land. It 
was even said that one would become master of the clouds, 
directing them upon one or another point at one’s will by 
means of electric currents, in such wise as to obtain days of 
rain or days of sunshine, according to the needs of cultiva- 
tion. 

‘You see, my good fellow,’ resumed Bonnaire with a 
sweeping gesture, ‘ we have the wherewithal for bread—bread 
oe the bread to which each acquires a right as soon as he 
Is born.’ 

‘So you feed even those who don’t work?’ asked Ragu. 

‘Certainly we do; but with very few exceptions only the 
sick and the infirm refrain from working. When one’s in 
good health it bores one too much to remain doing nothing.’ 

The car was now traversing some orchards, and the endless 
rows of cherry trees covered with red fruit presented a de- 
lightful spectacle. The apricots, farther on, were not yet ripe, 
and green was the fruit which weighed down the apple and 
pear trees. Nevertheless there was extraordinary abundance, 
enough dessert indeed for a whole nation until the ensuing 
spring. But they were at last reaching Les Combettes. The 
sordid village of former days had disappeared, and white 
houses had been built among the greenery alongside the 
Grand-Jean, the once filthy stream, which was now canalised, 
its pure water contributing to all the surrounding fertility. 
One no longer beheld the country side of the old times, all 
abandonment, dirt, and wretchedness, in which the peasantry 
had wallowed for centuries with the obstinacy born of routine 
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build their houses in line; they simply set them amongst the 
trees in the manner they pleased. Still, the dwellings had a 
family aspect, for all were clean and gay, and decorated with 
stoneware and faience of bright colours, enamelled tiles, and 
so forth, which formed gableé, borders, panels, friezes, and 
cornices, the convolvulus-blue, the dandelion-yellow, and the 
poppy-red of all this ornamentation imparting to the houses 
much the ap ce of huge nosegays amidst the verdure of 
the trees. Then, on the squares, at the points where the 
avenues met, rose the many public buildings, huge piles in 
which triumphed steel and iron. Their magnificence was 
compounded of simplicity, of logical fitness for the purpose 
for which they were intended, and of intelligence in the choice 
of materials and style of decoration. In these buildings it 
was intended that the people should be at home; the 
museums, libraries, theatres, baths, laboratories, meeting 
and amusement halls were but so many common-houses, open 
to the entire community. Moreover, some portions of the 
avenues were already being covered with glass, and it was 
propome to warm them in winter, so as to enable people to 
stroll there in comfort during cold and rainy weather. 

Ragu gave so many signs of surprise, and seemed so lost, 
that Bonnaire began to laugh. ‘Ah! it isn’t easy to identify 
the place,’ said he, ‘but we are now on the old Place de la 
Mairie, whence started the four great thoroughfares—the 
Rue de Brias, the Rue de Formeries, the Rue de Saint-Cron, 
and the Rue de Magnolles. Only, as the old town-hall was 
falling to pieces from sheer rottenness, it was demolished, 
together with the old schsols, where the boys learned to spell 
under the master’s rod. And now, you see, there is a series 
of large pavilions, chemical and physical laboratories, where 
all are free to study and experiment when they think they 
have made some discovery which may prove useful to the 
community. Then, too, the four streets have been trans- 
formed, their hovels have been swept away, and little of them 
remains save the gardens and houses of the gentlefolk, in 
which sundry marriages have ended by placing the children of 
the poor devils of former times.’ 

en Bonnaire went on to explain otber transformations 
brought about by the victory of the new social system. For 
instance, although the sub-prefecture bad been preserved and 
two wings had even been added to it, it had been oonverted 
info a public library. In the same way the law-courts had 
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become & museum, whilst it had been possible at no very 
great cost to turn the prison with its cells into a bath-house 
where water abounded. Then there was the garden, which 
had been planted on the site of the fallen church—a garden 
where some fine shady verdule already arose around a little 
lake which now filled the ancient underground crypt. In 
this wise, as the various forms of authority disappeared, the 
buildings once allotted to them had reverted to the people, 
who had disposed of them in such a manner as to increase 
their own comfort and enjoyment. 

However, whilst the car was ascending another fine long 
avenue Ragu again felt lost, and inquired of his guide: ‘Where 
are we now ? ' 

‘In the old Rue de Brias,’ Bonnaire answered. ‘Ah! its 
aspect has greatly changed. Petty trade having completely 
disappeared, the shops shut up one after the other, and at 
last the old houses were demolished to make room for those 
new ones which smile so pleasantly among the hawthorns and 
lilac bushes. The Clouque, that poisonous sewer, has been 
covered up, and the side walk of this avenue, on the right, 
passes over it.’ 

He went on recalling the narrow, dark Rue de Brias of 
former times, with its ever-muddy pavement, over which 
weary workers had trudged day by day. Hunger and pro- 
stitution had prowled there at night, whilst poor housewives 
went from shop to shop to beg a petty credit. There had 
reigned the Laboques, levying tribute on all purchasers, 
whilst Caffiaux poisoned the workers with doctored alcohol, 
and Dacheux kept jealous watch ower his meat, holy meat— 
the chosen food of the wealthy. Only the beautiful Madame 
Mitaine had been willing to close her eyes when a loaf or two 
happened to disappear from her shop-front on the days when 
the street urchins were unable to restrain their hunger. But 
now all the misery and suffering had been swept away, and 
the avenue ascended, broad, clean, and flooded with sunlight, 
with only the houses of happy workers upon either hand, 
whilst the multitude strolled about laughing and singing on 
that bright festive morning. 

‘But if La Clouque flows under that grassy bank,’ exclaimed 
Ragu suddenly, ‘Old Beauclair must have been over yonder, 
on the site of that new park, where the white housefronts are 
peeping out of the greenery?’ 

And fhis time he remained aghast. The spot he mentioned 
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had indeed been Old Beauclair, the sordid mass of 
hovels spread out like an evil-smelling stagnant pond, with 
its streets lacking both light and air, and infected by their 
open drains. He particularly remembered the Rue des Trois 
Lunes, the darkest, narrowest, and filthiest of them all. But 
the blast of avenging justice had purified the spot, carried 
away the abominable cloaca, and in place thereof had set 
- greenery, amidst which had sprung dwellings of health 
and joy. 

Bonnaire, amused by Ragu’s astonishment, now drove 
him more slowly along the new thoroughfares of the happy 
City of Work. Tn honour of that day of rejoicing all the 
houses were gay with bunting; bright oriflammes flapped in 
the light morning breeze, and vivid drapery hung about doors 
and windows. The thresholds of the houses, too, were 
covered with roses, the streets even were bestrewn with 
them ; such an abundance of roses being grown in the vast 
plantations of the neighbourhood that the whole town was 
able to adorn itself with them, like a woman on her bridal 
morn. Music resounded on all sides, the chorus singing of 
maids and youths flew past in sonorous waves, whilst the 

ure voices of the children soared aloft to the very sun itself. 
t seemed as if the limpid and rejoicing orb were also 
participating in the festival, as it cast great sheets of ia 
under the sky’s eres tent, so aerial and silken, and so 
delightfully blue. the people were now flocking into the 
streets, arrayed in light-coloured garments adorned with 
beautiful stuffs, which had once been so dear and which were 
now at the disposal of ‘all. New fashions, very simple in 
their magnificence, made the women look adorable. Gold— 
since money had gradually disappeared—was now simply 
used for purposes of adornment. Each little girl that was 
born found in her cradle her necklets, her bracelets, and 
her rings, even as the little ones of former days had found 
their toys. But jewellery now had no value, gold had simply 
become so much beauty. And, moreover, the electrical 
furnaces were about to produce incalculable quantities of 
diamonds and precious stones, sacks of rubies, emeralds, and 
sapphires—gems enough, indeed, to cover all the women of 
the world. The maids who passed hanging on their lovers’ 
arms already had their hair adorned with constellations of 
flashing stars. And there was an endless proeession of 
couples, those whom love in its freedom had just betrothed ; 


WORK 447 


the young folk of twenty, too, who had recently mated and 
were never more to part; and those also who had grown old 
amidst mutual affection, and whose hand-clasp had tightened 
with each succeeding year. 

‘Where are they all goihg like that?’ Ragu at last 
inquired. 

‘Oh! they are calling on one another,’ Bonnaire answered, 
‘inviting one another to the grand dinner which is to be given 
this evening, and which you will attend. And many are just 
strolling about in the sunshine for the love of the thing, 
because they feel gay and at home in our beautiful brotherly 
streeta. Besides, there are entertainments and games on all 
sides, with admission gratis, of course, for one may freely 
enter all our public establishments. Those parties of 
children are being taken to one or another circus, and others 
of the crowd are going to meetings, theatrical performances, 
and concerts. Our theatres, you know, enter into our system 
of social education.’ 

Then, all at once, on reaching a house whose occupiers, it 
seemed, were about to go out, Bonnaire stopped the car. 
‘Would you like to visit one of our new houses?’ he asked. 
‘This is where my grandson Féljicien lives, and as we have 
just caught him at home, he will receive us.’ 

Félicien was the son of Séverin Bonnaire, who had 
married Léonie, the daughter of Ma-Bleue and Achille 
Gourier. He, Félicien, only a fortnight previously had for 
his part espoused Héléne Jollivet, daughter of André Jollivet 
and Pauline Froment. But when Bonnaire wished to explain 
those relationships to Ragu, the latter made the gesture of a 
man who feels quite lost amidst such a tangle of alliances. 
The young people were charming—the wife very young and 
adorably fair; the husband also fair, and tall and strong. 
Love perfumed all the bright, gay, simple, yet elegantly 
furnished rooms of their home, which, like the streets, was 
that day full of roses; for it seemed as if roses had rained 
upon Beauclair—there were some everywhere, even on the 
roofs. The whole house was visited, and then they returned to a 
room which served as a workshop—a large, square apartment, 
where an electrical motor was installed. Besides following 
three or four other callings, Félicien was by taste a metal- 
turner, and preferred to work at this avocation in his own 
home. Several of his comrades, young men of his own age, 
were similarly inclined, and a new movement was thus arising 
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among the generation just reaching manhood. One found 
the worker on a smal! scale following some calling at home in 
all freedom, irrespective of work in the great general work- 
shops. For these individual artisans the supply of electric 
power, which they found in their homes even as they found 
water there, was of wonderful assistance. Home-work under 
such conditions proved easy, and clean, and light, and some 
houses were gradually becoming family workshops and tend- 
ing to the realisation of the formula: The free workman in 
the free city. 

‘Till this evening, my children,’ said Bonnaire, taking 
leave. ‘Shall you dine at our table ?’ 

‘Qh! it’s impossible this time, grandfather,’ was the reply ; 
‘ we have our places at grandmother Morfain's table. But we 
shall see one another at dessert.’ 

Ragu took his seat in the car again without speaking a 
word. He had remained silent throughout the visit, though 
for a moment he had paused before the little motor. At last, 
he once again managed to throw off the emotion which he 
had felt in the midst of so much comfort and happiness. 

‘Come,’ he exclaimed, ‘can one call those the houses of 
well-to-do bourgeois, when there’s machinery in the largest 
room? I grant that your men are better lodged, and have 
more enjoyment, since want has disappeared. But they are 
still workmen, mercenaries condemned to labour! In the 
old days there were at least a few happy, privileged folk who 
did nothing. All your progress consists in reducing the 
entire community to common slavery !’ 

At this despairing cry from that devotee of sloth, whose 
religion was fast crumbling, Bonnaire gently shrugged his 
shoulders. ‘One must understand, my good fellow,’ said he, 
‘what it is that you call slavery. If it be slavery to breathe 
nnd eat and sleep—in a word, to live—why, then work is 
slavery. But if you live you must necessarily work; one 
cannot live an hour without doing work of some kind. 
liowever, we'll talk of all that by-and-by. For the present 
let us go home to lunch, and we'll spend the afternoon in 
visiting the workshops and the stores.’ 

After their meal, indeed, they went out again, but this time 
on foot, walking along leisurely. They crossed the entire 
works, all the sunlit halls, where the steel and copper of the 
new machinery shone like jewels in the bright radiance. 
That morning, moreover, some of the workers—parties of 
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youths and girls—had come to decorate the machinery with 
garlands of verdure and roses; for was it not right thatit should 
participate in the festival of work, powerful, gentle, and docile 
artisan that it was, bringing relief both to man and to beast ? 
And nothing could have been ayer or more touching. The 
roses that adorned the presses, the huge hammers, the giant 
planing, rolling, and turning machines, proclaimed how at- 
tractive work had become, bringing comfort to the body and 
delight tothe mind. Songs rang out, too, chains were formed, 
and amidst general laughter quite a farandole began, spread- 
ing gradually from one hall to another, and transforming the 
entire works into an immense palace of rejoicing. 

Ragu, who still remained impassive, walked about, raising 
his eyes to the lofty windows, which were bright with sun- 
shine, or glancing now at the slabs under foot, and now at the 
walls of speckless brightness, or else examining the machines, 
many of which were unknown to him. They were huge 
creatures, provided with all sorts of intricate works, in order 
that they might perform most of the tasks once allotted to 
man, the most trying as well as the most delicate. Some 
had legs, arms, feet, and hands, so that they might move, 
embrace, clutch, and manipulate metal with fingers at once 
supple, nimble, and strong. The new puddling furnaces, in 
which the ‘bloom’ was kneaded mechanically, particularly 
struck Ragu. Was it possible that the ‘ bloom’ came out 
like that, quite ready to pass under the hammer! And then 
there was the electricity that propelled the bridges, that set 
the huge hammers in motion, that worked the rolling ma- 
chinery, which could have covered the whole world with rails. 
On each and every side one found that sovereign electric 
force. It had become like the very blood of the factory, 
circulating from one to the other end of the workshops, 
giving life to all things, acting as the one source of move- 
ment, heat, and light. 

‘It’s good, no doubt,’ Ragu grunted. ‘The place is very 
clean and very large, and ever so much better than our dirty 
dens of former times, where we found ourselves like pigs in 
their styes. There has certainly been a good deal of progress ; 
but the worry is that one hasn’t yet found a way to give each 
man an income of a hundred thousand francs.’ 

‘Oh! but we have our income of a hundred thousand 
francs,’ retorted Bonnaire jestingly. ‘Just come and see.’ 

Then he took the other to the general stores—great barns, 
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huge granaries, vast magazines—where all the produce and 
wealth of the city was accumulated. They had been en- 
larged, perforce, year by year ; for one no longer knew where to 
store the crops, and indeed it had even been necessary to check 
the production of manufacture. goods, to avoid encumbrance. 
Nowhere else could one better realise what an incalculable 
fortune a nation might amass when all intermediaries were 
done away with—the drones and the thieves, all those who 
had lived upon the work of others without producing any- 
thing themselves. 

‘There are our Rentes!’ Lonnaire repeated ; ‘ each of us 
can help himself here without counting. And don’t you think 
that it all represents a hundred thousand francs’ worth of 
happy life for each of us? We are all equally rich, it's 
true, and, as you have said, that would spoil your pleasure, 
fortune being nothing to you unless it be seasoned with the 
misery of others. Yet it has an advantage; for one no 
longer incurs the risk of being robbed or murdered some 
evening at a street corner, just for the sake of gain.’ 

Then he mentioned a movement that was setting in, quite 
apart from the working of the general stores—that is, a 
movement of direct exchange between producers, a movement 
which had originated among the petty family workshops. 
Perhaps then the great workshops and the huge general stores 
would end by disappearing in the course of the advance 
towards increase of liberty: the sovereign freedoin of the 
individual amidst the freedom of all mankind. 

Ragu listened, more and more upset by that conquest of 
happiness which he still wished to deny. And at a loss as to 
how he might hide the fact that he was sorely shaken, he 
exclaimed: ‘So you’re an Anarchist now !’ 

This time Bonnaire burst into nuisy merriment. ‘Oh! 
my good fellow, I uscd to be a Collectivist, and you re- 
proached me for having ceased to be one. Now you make an 
Anarchist of me. But the truth is that we are no longer 
anything at all since the common dream of happiness, truth, 
and justice has been realised. But, now that I think of it, come 
a little way with me and see something else by way of finish- 
Ing up Our visit.’ 

He led him to the rear of the general stores, to the base of the 
mountain ridge, to the veryspot,indeed, where Lange the potter 
had formerly installed his rudimentary kilns in an enclosure 
barricaded with dry stones. To-day a large building stood 
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there, a manufactory of stoneware and faience, whence came 
the enamelled bricks and tiles, the thousand bright-hued 
decorations which adorned the whole city. Yielding indeed 
to the friendly entreaties ofquuc, and seeing a little equity 
arise to relieve the misery of the people, Lange had decided to 
take some pupils. Since the masses were reviving tc joy he 
would be able to realise an old dream of his by making and 
scattering broadcast all the bright earthenware, glowing like 
golden wheatears, cornflowers and poppies, with which he 
had go long desired to enliven the house-fronts peeping out of 
the garden greenery. And beauty had blossomed forth under 
the touch of his big, genial hands—beauty in an admirable 
form of art, coming from the people and rcturning to it, 
instinct with all the popular primitive strength and grace. 
Ife had not renounced the making of humble utensils, kitchen 
and table pottery, pans, pots, pitchers, and plates—all ex- 
quisite in form and colour, setting the glorious charm of art 
in the most commonplace daily life; but he had each year 
increased his production, adorning the public buildings with 
superb friezes, peopling the promenades with graceful statue’, 
setting up in the squares lofty fountains which looked like 
nosegays, and whence the water of the springs flowed with 
all the freshness of eternal youth. And the band of artists 
whom he had created in his own image now set the beauty of 
art in the very pots which the housewives used as receptacles 
for their preserves and jam. 

As it happened, Lange was at the top of the little flight of 
steps on the threshold of the factory’ Although he had nearly 
completed his seventy-fifth year, Ifis short squat figure had 
remained robust. He still had the same rustic-looking square 
head, bushy with hair and beard, now white like snow. But 
at present all the kindliness, long hidden bencath his rough 
bark, gleamed from his eyes in clear smiles. A party of 
playful children stood before him, boys and girls, who pushed 
one another and stretched out their hands whilst he went on 
with a distribution of little presents, as was indeed his habit 
every féte day. Ie thus apportioned among them some little 
clay figures modelled with a few thumbstrokes, coloured and 
baked by the gross, yet very graceful, and in somo instances 
charmingly comical. They represented the most simple sub- 
jects, everyday occupations, the petty incidents and fugitive 
delights ef the passing hour. There were children laughing 
or crying, young girls attending to their household duties, 
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men at work—in fact, all life in its everlasting, marvellous 
florescence. 

‘Come, come, my children,’ said Lange, ‘don’t be in a 
hurry, there are enough for all of you. Here, my pet, take 
this little girl who’s putting oft her stockings; and for you, 
my lad, here’s this boy coming back from school. Ah! you 
little darky, yonder, take this smith with his hammer.’ 

He shouted and laughed, vastly amusing himself in the 
midst of all those children, who struggled for the possession 
of his exquisite little figures. 

‘Ah! be careful!’ he cried, ‘you must not break them. 
Put them in your rooms, so that you may have some pretty 
colours and pleasant lines before your eyes. And in that wise 
when you grow up you will love what’s beautiful and good, 
and be handsome and good yourselves.’ 

It was his theory that the people needed beauty in order 
to become healthy and brotherly. Everything that surrounded 
them, particularly all objects of current use—utensils, furni- 
ture, and dwellings—ought to suggest beauty. And belief in 
the superiority of aristocratic art was imbecile. The greatest, 
most touching and most human art was that into which most 
life entered. Moreover, the work that proved immortal and 
defied the centuries was one that sprang from the multitude 
and summed up for it an epoch or a civilisation. And it was 
ever from the people that art flowered forth in order that it 
might embellish the people themselves and impart to them the 
perfume and the radiance which were as necessary to their 
life as was daily bread. 

‘Ah! here's a peasant reaping, and a woman washing 
linen. Take that one, my big lassie; and you, my little man, 
there’s one for you. Well, it’s over now. Mind you are very 
good; kiss your mammas and papas forme. Ah! my little 
lambs, my little chicks, life is beautiful, life is good! ' 

Ragu had listened motionless and silent, but he was 
evidently more and more surprised. At last, with a ferocious 
sneer he exploded: ‘Ah! Master Anarchist!’ said he, ‘so 
you no longer talk of blowing up the whole show, eh ?’ 

Lange turned sharply and looked at Ragu without recog- 
nising him. However, he displayed no anger, but sumpy 
began to laugh again: ‘Ah! so you know me,’ he said, 
‘though what your name is I can’t remember. Well, yes, it’s 
true, I did wish to blow up the whole show. I crieg it every- 
where, to all the winds of the sky, and I heaped malediction 
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after malediction upon the accursed city, announcing its 
approaching destruction by iron and fire. I had even resolved 
to do justice myself and raze Beauclair as by lightning. 
But things turned out othevise. Enough justice came to 
disarm me. The town was purified, and rebuilt, and I can’t 
destroy it now that all I wanted, all I dreamt of, is being 
realised—isn’t that so, Bonnaire; we've made peace, eh ?’ 

Thereupon Lange, the former Anarchist, held out his 
hand to the ex-Collectivist with whom he had once had such 
bitter quarrels : ‘We were ready to eat one another, were 
we not, Bonnaire?’ he resumed. ‘ We agreed as to the city of 
liberty, equity, and cordial understanding which we wished to 
reach ; only we differed as to the best road to follow, and 
those who thought that they ought to turn to the right were 
ready to massacre those who showed a desire to turn to the 
left. But now that we've all reached our destination, it would 
be too stupid of us to continue quarrelling. Is that not so, 
Bonnaire? As I said before, peace is made.’ 

Bonnaire, who had retained the potter’s hand in his grasp, 
pressed and shook it affectionately. 

‘Yes, yes, Lange,’ he replied; ‘we did wrong in not 
coming to an understanding, it was perhaps that which pre- 
vented us from making progress. Or perhaps we were all 
right, since now here we are, hand in hand, willing to admit 
that at bottom we all wanted the same thing.’ 

‘And if things are not yet altogether such as absolute 
justice would require,’ Lange resumed, ‘ we can rely on those 
lads and Jassies to continue the work and some day finish it. 
You hear, my little chicks, my little lambs, love each other 
well.’ 

The shouting and laughing was beginning afresh, when 
Ragu in his brutal fashion intervened once more: ‘But I 
say, you spoilt Anarchist, what about your Barefeet, have 
you made her your wife, eh ?’ 

Tears started to Lange’s eyes. Nearly twenty years 
previously the tall and beautiful creature whom he had com- 
passionately picked up on the roads, and who had worshipped 
him like a slave, had died in his arms, the victim of a fright- 
ful and mysterious accident. He had spoken of an explosion 
in one of his kilns, saying that its iron door had been carried 
away, and had struck Barefeet full in the bosom. But the 
truth wag assuredly different. She had assisted him in his 
experiments with explosives, and must have been struck down 
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during somé attempts to charge those famous little ‘ stock- 
pots,’ of which he had spoken so complacently, intending to de- 
posit them at the town-hall, the sub-prefecture, the law-courts— 
in all the places, indeed, where t} ere was any form of authority 
to be destroyed. For months and for years that tragic death 
had made Lange’s heart bleed, and even nowadays, after the 
attainment of so much happiness, he still wept for the loss 
of that gentle yet impassioned woman who, in return for the 
alms of a piece of bread, had for ever bestowed on him the 
royal gift of her beauty. 

He strode roughly towards Ragu: ‘You are a bad man,’ 
he cried, ‘ why do you stab me in the heart like that? Who 
are you? Where have you sprung from? Don’t you know 
that my dear wife is dead, and that every evening [ still ask 
her forgiveness, accusing myself of having caused her death ? 
If I haven’t become a bad man, I owe it to her dear memory, 
for she is always with me, she is my good counsellor. But 
you, you are a bad man, I don’t want to recognise you, I 
don’t want to know your name. Go away, go away from our 
city!’ 

ee was superb in his dolorous violence. The poetic 
spirit that dwelt within his rugged form, and which had 
formerly manifested itself in vengeful flights of fancy of a 
sombre grandeur, had now softened, tempering his heart 
with infinite quivering kindliness. 

‘Have you recognised him then?’ asked Bonnaire 
anxiously. ‘ Who is he? Tell me.’ 

‘I do not wish to recognise him,’ Lange repeated yet more 
vigorously. ‘I shall not say anything—let him go his way, 
let him go his way atonce! MHeisn’t fit to be one of us.’ 

Thereupon Bonnaire, feeling convinced that the potter had 
recognised Ragu, gently led the latter away in order to avoid 
any painful explanations. For his part Ragu evinced no 
desire to linger and quarrel, but retired in silence. All that 
he had seen and heard had dealt him blow after blow in the 
heart, filling him with bitter regret and boundless envy. He 
had begun to stagger beneath the shock of that happiness, in 
which he had not, and would never have, the slightest part. 

But it was particularly the aspect of Beauclair in the 
evening that upset him. It had become a custom for each 
family to set its table in the street and dine there on that first 
day of summer. The repast was like a fraternal communion 
of the whole city, the bread was broken, and the wine was 
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drunk-in public, and the tables were at last brought together 
in such wise that they formed but one table, the whole town 
changing into a vast banqueting-hall, where the people 
became one sole family. 

At seven o’clock, whilst hie sun was still shining, the 
tables were set out, decorated with roses, that rain of roses 
which had perfumed Beauclair ever since the morning. The 
white cloths, the decorated crockery, the glass and the silver 
reflected the purple glow of the sunset. As silver money, like 
gold money, was fast disappearing, each now had his or her 
silver goblet, even as in olden time one had goblets or mugs of 
pewter. And Bonnaire insisted on Ragu taking his seat at 
his table, or rather at that of his granddaughter Claudine, 
who had married Luc’s son, Charles Froment. 

‘I have brought you a guest,’ he simply said to the others, 
without naming Ragu. ‘He is a stranger, a friend.’ 

And all made answer: ‘ He is welcome.’ 

Bonnaire kept Ragu near him. But the table was a long 
one, for four generations elbowed one another. When 
Bonnaire the patriarch looked round he could see his son 
Lucien and his daughter-in-law Louise Mazelle, both of 
whom were now over fifty. He could also see his grand- 
daughter Claudine and his grandson-in-law, Charles Froment, 
both in their prime; and he could likewise see his great- 
granddaughter Alice, a charming little maid, eight years of 
age. And all manner of kith and kin followed. Bonnaire 
explained to Ragu that a gigantic table would have been 
needed if his three other children, Antoinette, Zoé, and 
Séverin, had not arranged to dineeat other tables with their 
own offspring. At dessert, however, they would bring the 
tables together in a neighbourly fashion, in suchwise that 
they would end by being all together. 

Ragu more particularly turned his eyes upon Louise 
Mazelle, who still looked very charming and active. He was 
no doubt surprised by the sight of that daughter of the 
bourgeoisie, who invariably displayed so much affection for her 
husband Lucien, the scion of a working-class stock. Leaning 
towards Bonnaire, the old vagabond at last asked him in an 
undertone: ‘Are the Mazelles dead then ?’ 

‘Yes; the dread of losing their money killed them. The 
conversions which upset everything and foreshadowed the 
approacking suppression of Rentes altogether, fell upon them 
like so many thunderbolts, The husband was the first to die, 
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killed by the idea that his idle days were over and that he 
would perhaps have to work again. Then the wife dragged 
on for a while, cloistering herself at home and no longer 
daring to go out, convinced as /he was that as violent hands 
had been laid on Rentes peoplé must nowadays be murdered 
at every street-corner. It was in vain that her daughter 
proposed to take her with her; she stifled at the thought 
of being fed by others, and at last one day she was found 
dead—stricken by apoplexy, her face quite black, and resting 
among a package of her Rente certificates, which had virtually 
lost all value. Poor people! They died in a state of stupe- 
faction, absolutely overcome, and declaring that the world 
had been turned topsy-turvy.’ 

Ragu wagged his head. He was not inclined to weep for 
those bourgeois, but at the same time he was of opinion that 
a world whence idleness was banished was not worth living 
in. Then he again looked round him, and became yet 
gloomier as he noticed the rising spirits of one and all, and 
the abundance and luxury which prevailed at the table, though 
to the others those things were now only natural, and gave no 
cause for vanity. The women were all arrayed in similar 
festive garb, similar light, charming silks; and precious 
stones—rubies and sapphires and emeralds—glittered in the 
hair of all. But the roses, the superb roses, were preferred to 
the gems by far, for they lived, and were therefore the more 
precious. 

Already in the middle of the meal, which was made up 
of delicate and simple viands, vegetables, and fruit especially, 
everything being served ori silver dishes, joyous songs began 
to arise, saluting the setting sun and bidding it aw revoir, 
in the certainty that in a few hours’ time it would happily 
arise again. And all at once, amidst the singing, a delight- 
ful incident occurred. All the birds of the neighbourhood— 
the robins, the blackcaps, the finches, even the sparrows, flew 
down on the tables before retiring to rest among the 
darkening greenery. They alighted boldly on one’s shoulders, 
hopped down to peck the crumbs on the cloth, and accepted 
dainties from the hands of the children and the women. Since 
Beauclair had become a town of concord and peace they had 
been aware of the change there; they no longer feared aught 
from its kindly inhabitants—neither snares nor gunshots. 
And they had grown familiar in their way; they formed 
part of the various families; each garden had its denizens, 
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who at meal-time flew down to take their share of the com- 
mon food. 

‘Ah! here are our little friends!’ cried Bonnaire. ‘How 
they chatter! They know ver well that to-day is a festival. 
Crumble some bread for them,éAlice! ’ 

Ragu, with his face darkening and a dolorous expression 
in his eyes, watched the birds as they flew down from every 
side, like a very whirlwind of small light feathers to which the 
last sunbeams imparted a golden glow. Those birds made the 
dessert quite lively, so many were the little feet hopping 
jauntily among the cherries and the roses. And of all the 
felicity and splendour that Ragu had witnessed since the morn- 
ing, nothing had so clearly and so charmingly told him how 
peaceful and how happy was that young community. For 
him it was like a supreme blow; he suddenly arose and said 
to Bonnaire : ‘I’m stifling, I must walk about. And besides, 
I want to see everything, all the tables, all the people.’ 

Bonnaire understood him well. Was it not Luc and 
Josine whom he wished to see? Was not all the ardent 
curiosity that he had displayed since his return culminating 
in a desire to behold them? Still avoiding a decisive ex- 
planation, Bonnaire answered: ‘ Very well, I will show you; 
we will make the round of the tables.’ 

The first they reached—the one set out before the next 
house—was that of the Morfains. Petit-Da presided over it 
beside his wife, Honorine Caffiaux, both of them with snowy 
hair; and with them were their son Raymond, their daughter- 
in-law Thérése Froment, and their eldest grandson, Maurice 
Morfain, a tall youth, nineteen yeafs of age already. Then, 
on the other side, came Achille Gourier’s line, with his widow, 
Ma-Bleue, whose large sky-blue eyes retained all their in- 
tensity, though she was now nearly seventy years old. She 
would soon be a great-grandmother, through her daughter 
Léonie, married to Séverin Bonnaire, and her grandson, 
Félicien, born of that marriage, and lately wedded to Héléne, 
the daughter of Pauline Froment and André Jollivet. All 
were present, even both of the last named, who had come 
with their daughter. And some of them were making merry 
with Héléne, suggesting that if her firstborn should be a son 
he ought to be called Grégoire. Meantime her sister Berthe, 
though she was scarcely fifteen, already laughed at the soft 
things s#id to her by her cousin Raymond, thus offering 
promise of another love-match in the future. 
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The arrival of Bonnaire was hailed with joyous acclama- 
tions. Ragu, who was losing himself more and more amidst 
the tangle of matrimonial alliances, particularly desired that 
the two Froments seated at thjs table should be pointed out 
to him. They were two of Juuc’s daughters, Thérése and 
Pauline, both well on the road to their fortieth year, but still 
displaying a bright and healthy beauty. Then, as the sight 
of Ma-Bleue reminded Ragu of old Mayor Gourier and Sub- 
Prefect Chatelard, he wished to know how they had ended. 
Bonnaire told him that they had passed away, one a few days 
later than the other, after spending their last years in close 
intimacy, linked together by the loss of the beautiful Léonore. 
Gourier, the first to depart, had with difficulty accustomed 
himself to the new state of things. He had often raised his 
arms to heaven in astonishment at being an employer of 
labour no longer; and he had been wont to talk of the past 
with all the melancholy of an aged man, who, although he 
would willingly have devoured the priests in former days, had 
actually begun to regret the ceremonies of the Catholic 
Church, the First Communions and processions, the incense 
and the pealing bells. Chatelard, on the other hand, had 
gallantly fallen asleep in the skin of an Anarchist, for such 
he had gradually become in the midst of his diplomatic 
reserve, accomplishing his destiny such as he had wished it 
to be—living happy and forgotten in the midst of that Beau- 
clair which was now rebuilt and triumphant—and at last dis- 
appearing in silence with the régime whose funeral procession 
he had so complacently followed, he himself swallowed up, as 
it were, in the collapse of ‘the last ministry. 

But there was a finer, a more noble, death to be men- 
tioned, the death of Judge Gaume, which was recalled by the 
presence at that table of his grandson André and his 
great-granddaughters Héléne and Berthe. Alone with his 

dson, Gaume had lived to the age of ninety-two in all 
the desolation of his spoilt and dolorous life. On the day, 
however, when the law courts and the prison were closed, he 
had felt himself in a measure delivered from the haunting 
torture of his career as a judge. A man judging men, con- 
senting to play the part of infallible truth, absolute justice, 
in spite of all the possible infirmities of his mind and his heart, 
the thought of it made Gaume shudder, filled him with ex- 
cessive scruples, dreadful remorse, terror lest he shoudd indeed 
have been a bad judge. However, the justice which he had 
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long awaited, which he had feared he might never see, had 
dawned at last—not the justice of an iniquitous social system, 
reigning with the sword, with which it defends a small 
minority of despoilers, and wih which it strikes the great 
multitude of wretched slaves, bt justice as between free man 
and free man—justice allotting to each his share of legitimate 
happiness, and bringing in its train truth and brotherliness 
and peace. 

On the morning of the day he died Gaume sent for an old 
poacher whom he had formerly condemned to a heavy punish- 
ment for killing a gendarme who had dealt him a sabre stroke, 
and he publicly expressed his contrition, and cried aloud all 
the doubts which had poisoned his career. He proclaimed all 
the crimes of the Code, all the errors and falsehoods of the 
Statutes, those weapons of social oppression and hatred, those 
corrupt foundations of the social system whence spring per- 
fect epidemics of theft and murder. 

‘And so,’ Ragu resumed, ‘ those young folk seated at that 
table, that Félicien and his wife Héléne, at whose house we 
called this morning, are at once the grandchildren of the 
Froments, the Morfains, the Jollivets, and the Gaumes? But 
doesn’t the blood of such enemies poison those in whose 
veins it now flows ?’ 

‘No, indeed,’ Bonnaire quietly replied, ‘ that commingling 
of blood has brought reconciliation, and the race has acquired 
more beauty and strength from it.’ 

Fresh bitterness awaited Ragu at the next table—that of 
Bourron, his old chum, the boon companion of his days of 
sloth and drunkenness, whom he had ruled and led astray so 
easily. The idea of it! Bourron happy, Bourron saved, 
when he himself remained in his hell! In spite of his many 
years Bourron did indeed look quite triumphant as he sat 
there beside his wife Babette, she who had ever remained 
cheerful, whose unchangeable hopes and optimism had found 
fulfilment without even moving her to astonishment. Was it 
not natural? One was happy because one always ends by 
being happy. 

And around the Bourrons there had been no limit to the 
swarming of offspring. There was first their eldest daughter, 
Marthe, who had married Auguste Laboque and had given 
birth to Adolphe, who in his turn had married Germaine, 
the daughter of Zoé Bonnaire and Nicholas Yvonnot. There 
was next their son Sébastien, who had married Agathe 
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Fauchard, and had begotten Clémentine, who on her side 
had married Alexandre Feuillat, the son of Léon Feuillat 
and of Eugénie Yvonnot. The fourth generation proceeding 
from those two branches of Béurron’s family was already re- 
presented by two little girls,.Simonne Laboque and Amélie 
Feuillat, each of them in their fifth year. And by virtue of 
the kinship established by marriage the party further included 
Louis Fauchard, married to Julienne Dacheux, who had 
given him a daughter, Laure; and Evariste Mitaine, married 
to Olympe Lenfant, by whom he had had a son Hippolyte. 
Then there was the aforesaid Hippolyte himself, now the 
husband of Laure Fauchard, and the father of a lad in his 
eighth year, named Francois, in such wise that the fourth 
generation was sprouting vigorously on this side also. 
Throughout festive Beauclair one could not have found a 
larger table than that where intermingled the descendants of 
the Bourrons, the Laboques, the Bonnaires, the Yvonnots, 
the Fauchards, the Feuillats, the Dacheux, the Lenfants, and 
the Mitaines. 

Bonnaire, who here again found one of his own children, 
Zoé, gave Ragu some particulars respecting those whom 
death had carried off. Old Fauchard and his wife Natalie— 
he always in a state of stupor and she always complaining— 
had gone off without understanding the great changes which 
were taking place. Feuillat, on his side, had beheld the 
triumph of his work, that vast estate of Les Combettes, ere he 
departed. Lenfant and Yvonnot had lately followed him to 
their graves, in that earth which was now loved with intelli- 
gence and fertilised wifh virile power. And after the 
Dacheux, the Caffiaux and the Laboques, those relics of the 
vanished trading system, the beautiful bakeress, the good 
Madame Mitaine, had passed away full of years, kindliness, 
and beauty. 

But Ragu was no longer listening—he could not take his 
eyes from Bourron. ‘ He looks quite young,’ he muttered, 
‘and his Babette still has her pretty laugh.’ 

He recalled the sprees of other days, Bourron and he 
lingering late in Caffiaux’s den, railing against the masters, 
and at last staggering home, dead drunk. And he recalled 
his own long life of wretchedness, the fifty years that he had 
squandered in rolling from workshop to workshop through the 
world. To-day the experiment had been made ¢nd made 
successfully. Work, reorganised and regenerated, had saved 
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his old chum when he was already half lost, whereas he, Ragu, 
had come back annihilated by the old labour system, full of 
misery and suffering, that iniquitous wage-system, which 
poisoned and destroyed. 

All at once there came a charming incident which brought 
Ragu’s anguish to a climax. Simonne Laboque, the daughter 
of Adolphe and Germaine, a fair-haired little maid about five 
years old, took some rose petals, scattered over the table, in 
her chubby little hands, and smilingly poured them over her 
great-prandfather’s white head. 

‘There! grandpa Bourron, there you are, and there’s 
some more! They’re to make you a crown. Oh! you've 
some in your hair, and in your ears, and on your nose too. 
You’ve some everywhere! And bonne féte, bonne féte, grand- 
pa Bourron!’ 

The whole table laughed, applauded, and acclaimed the 
old man. But Ragu fled, dragging Bonnaire with him. He 
was trembling, he could scarcely remain erect. When they 
had got a little distance away, however, he suddenly said to 
Bonnaire in a husky voice: ‘ Listen, what’s the use of keeping 
it back any longer? I only came to see them. Where are 
they? Show them me!’ 

He was speaking of Luc and Josine; and, as Bonnaire, 
who had fully understood it, delayed replying, he continued : 
‘You have been taking mo about ever since this morning and 
I have seemed to be interested in everything, yet I can only 
think of them. It was the thought of them indeed that 
brought me back here amidst so much fatigue and suffering. 
I heard while I was far away that L hadn’t killed him. They 
are both still alive, are they not? They have had several 
children—they are happy, triumphant, is that not so?’ 

Bonnaire was reflecting. For fear of a scandal he had 
hitherto delayed the inevitable meeting. But had not his 
tactics succeeded ? Had not a kind of holy awe come over 
Ragu in presence of the grandeur of the accomplished work ? 
Bonnaire could tell that his companion was quivering, dis- 
tracted, too nerveless to think of committing another crime. 
And s0, with his air of serene good nature, he finished by 
replying, ‘You want to see them, my good fellow; well, I 
will show them to you. And it’s quite true, you will see 
happy folk.’ 

Tus'atable came immediately after that of Bourron. He 
sat on ove side of it, in the centre, with Josine on his right, 
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whilst on his left hand were Scouretie and Jordan. Suzanne 
also was present, seated in front of Luc; and near her Nanet 
and Nise had taken their places. They in their turn would 
soon be great-grandparents, by t their eyes still laughed under 
their fair hair, which had now become somewhat paler in 
hue, asin the distant days when they had looked like two little 
toys—two little curly lambs. All around the table sat the 
younger members of Luc’s family. There was Hilaire, his 
eldest son, who had married Colette, the daughter of Nanette 
and Nise, and had become the father of Mariette, now nearly 
fifteen years of age. In like manner from Paul Boisgelin 
and Antoinette Bonnaire had sprung Ludovic, who would 
soon be twenty; and there was a promise of marriage be- 
tween Ludovic and Mariette, who dined side by side, spending 
much of their time in whispering together, having little 
secrets of their own to communicate. Then came Jules, the 
last of the Froments, who had married Céline, the daughter 
of Arséne Lenfant and Eulalie Laboque; this pair having a 
boy of six named Richard, a child of angelic beauty, the par- 
ticular favourite of his grandfather Luc. And afterwards 
followed all the kinsfolk; this being the table where the 
blood of old-time enemies was most closely blended, that of 
the Froments, the Boisgelins, and the Delaveaus mingling 
with that of the Bonnaires, the Laboques, and the Lenfants, 
the artisans, traders, and tillers of the soil; in such wise that 
the whole social communion whence the new city, the Beau- 
elair of justice and peace, had sprung, was represented here. 

Atthe moment when Ragu drew near to the table, a last ray 
of the setting sun enveloped it as with a glory, and the clumps 
of roses, the silver plate, the light silk gowns and the diamond- 
spangled hair of the women coruscated amidst tne splendour. 
But the most charming incident that attended the orb’s 
farewell was another flight of the birds of the vicinity, who 
yet once again flew around the diners before retiring to rest 
among the branches. There came such coveys and such a 
flapping of little wings that the table was covered as with a 
snow of warm living down. Friendly hands took hold of the 
birds, caressed them, and then let them go. And the con- 
fidence thus displayed by the robins and the finches was 
fraught with adorable sweetness. In that calm evening 
atmosphere it seemed like a sign that an alliance was hence- 
forth formed between all creatures, that universal peace 
reigned at last between men and animals and things, 
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‘Oh, Grandpa Luc!’ cried little Richard, ‘just look, there 
is a blackcap drinking water out of Grandma Josine’s glass!’ 

It was true; and Luc, the founder of the city, felt both 
amused and touched by it. ‘The water came from those fresh 
and pure springs which he had captured among the rocks of 
the Bleuse Mountains, and which had given birth to the 
whole town of gardens and avenues and plashing fountains. 
When the bird had flown away Luc took up the glass, and 
raised it amidst the purple glow of the sunset, saying: 
‘Josine! we must drink—we must drink to the health of our 
happy city!’ 

And when Josine, who all her life had remained an 
amorosa, ® creature of tender heart beneath her white hair, 
had laughingly moistened her lips with the water, Luc in his 
turn drank of it and resumed, ‘To the health of our city, 
whose féte it is to-day! May it ever increase and spread, 
may it grow in liberty, prosperity, and beauty, and may it 
win the whole world over to tlhe work of universal har- 
mony!’ 

In the last sunray, which set an aureola round his head, 
he looked superb—sti]l young even, overflowing with 
triumphant faith and joy. Without pride or emphasis he 
simply expressed the delight he felt at seeing his work so 
full of life and strength. He was the founder, the creator, 
the father; and all those joyous people, all who sat at those 
tables celebrating work and the fruitfulness of summer, were 
his people, his friends, his kinsfolk, his ever-spreading, 
brotherly, and prosperous family. An acclamation greeted 
the ardently loving wishes which hg offered up for his city, 
ascending into the evening air, and rolling from table to 
table even to the most distant avenues. One and all had 
risen to their feet, in their turn holding their glasses aloft 
and drinking the health of Luc and Josine, the heroes, the 
patriarchs of work ; she, the redeemed one, glorified as spouse 
and as mother, and he the saviour, who, to save her, had 
saved the whole wretched world of the wage-earners from 
iniquity and suffering. And it was a moment full of exalta- 
tion and magnificence, testifying to the passionate gratitude 
of the vast throng for all the active faith which had been 
shown, and proclaiming the community’s final entry into the 
reign of glory and love. 

Ragu turned ghastly pale and trembled in all his limbs as 
that gust of triumph swept by. He could not endure the 
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sight of Luo and Josine, so radiant with beauty and kindli- 
ness. He recoiled and staggered, and was on the point of 
fleeing when Luc, who had noticed him, turned towards 
Bonnaire. G 

‘Ah! my friend, you were lacking to make my joy 
complete,’ said he. ‘ You have ever been like my other self, 
the bravest, sturdiest, most sensible artisan of our work, and 
people must not praise me without praising you also. But 
who is that old man that I see with you?’ 

‘He is a stranger.’ 

‘A stranger! Let him approach then. Let him break 
with us the bread of our harvests, and drink the water of our 
springs. Our city is a city of welcome and peace for all men. 
Make room, Josine! And you, friend, whom we do not 
know, come, seat yourself between my wife and me, for we 
should like to honour in you all our unknown brothers of the 
other cities of the world.’ 

But Ragu, as if seized with holy horror, retreated yet 
farther away. 

‘No, no, I cannot.’ 

‘Why not?’ Luc gently asked. ‘Ifyou come from afar, 
if you are weary, you will here find helping and comforting 
hands. We ask you neither your name nor your past. Here 
all is forgiven ; brotherliness reigns alone, in order that the 
happiness of all may produce the happiness of each. And 
you, dear wife, repeat all that to him— the words will come 
gently and convincingly from your lips, for it seems as if I 
only frighten him.’ 

Thereupon Josine herself spoke: ‘ Here! my friend,’ said 
she, ‘ here is our glass, why should you not drink our health 
and your own? You come from afar, and you are a brother, 
in you we shall have the pleasure of still enlarging our family. 
It is a custom at Beauclair now, on days of festival, to 
exchange a kiss of peace which effaces everything. Take this 
glass and drink, for the love of all!’ 

But Ragu again recoiled, paler and trembling more vio- 
lently than before, stricken with terror indeed as at some idea 
of sacrilege: ‘No, no, I cannot!’ 

Did Luc and Josine at that moment suspect the truth, 
did they recognise the wretched man who had returned prea 
to experience fresh suffering after so long dragging about wi 
him his destiny of sloth and corruption? As theyJooked at 
him an expression of deep sadness came into their eyes which 
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had beamed so kindly. And by way of conclusion Luc simply 
said: ‘Go then, since you desire it, since you cannot belong 
to our family, at the hour when it is drawing yet more closely 
together, pressing around on @ll sides, hand in hand. Look! 
it is mingling, tables are joining tables, and soon there will 
be but one board for the whole of our city of brothers!’ 

This was true; the people were gathering together in 
neighbourly fashion—each table seemed to set out on the 
march towards the next one, in such wise that they all met 
and joined, as invariably happened at the close of that repast 
in honour of the festival of Summer. And it was all quite 
natural, the children at first served as messengers, going from 
table to table, for there was a tendency among the scattered 
members of particular families to gather together and seat 
themselves side by side. How could Séverin Bonnaire, who 
sat at the table of the Morfains, Zoé Bonnaire, who sat at that 
of the Bourrons, and Antoinette Bonnaire, who sat at that of 
Luc, help feeling drawn towards the paternal table, where 
their elder brother Lucien had his place? And was it not 
natural that the Froments, scattered like the seed corn which 
one casts into different furrows—Charles being among the 
Bonnaires, Thérése and Pauline among the Morfains—should 
desire to join their father, the founder and creator of the 
city? Thus one beheld the tables marching and uniting 
together in such wise that not a break soon remained along 
the avenues, before the doors of the gay houses. The paschal 
feast of that brotherly people was about to continuc under the 
stars, in a vast communion, all being seated elbow to elbow, 
at the same board, among the sgme scattered rose petals. 
The whole city thus became a gigantic banqueting-hall, the 
families were blended into one, the same spirit animated 
every breast, and the same love made every heart beat. 
Meantime from the far-spreading pure heavens fell a delight- 
ful, sovereign peace, the harmony of spheres and men. 

Bonnaire had not intervened, but he had kept his eyes on 
Ragu, watching for the change that he expected after that 
day of surprises which, one by one, had shaken the wanderer 
until at last he was terrified and transported by that final 
blaze of glory. At last realising that he was sorely stricken, 
and tottering, Bonnaire gave him his hand. ‘Come, let us 
walk a little, he said, ‘the evening air is so mild. And tell 
me, do you now believe in our happiness? Surely you must 
now see fhat one may work and at the same time be happy. 
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Indeed, joy and health and perfect Infe are to be found in 
work. To work is to live. Andonly a religion of suffering and 
death could have made work a curse, amd eternal sloth the 
happiness of heaven! Work gs not ou.r master, it is the 
breath of our lungs, the blood of our veins,’ the one sole reason 
why we love and create and form immortal ;humanity ! 

But Ragu, as if exhausted by fatigue,» weary unto death 
amidst his defeat, ceased arguing : ‘Oh, leave me, leave me,’ 
said he. ‘I am only a coward, a child wo uld have had more 
courage, and I hold myself in contempt.’ Then in a whisper 
he went on: ‘I came to kill them both:. Ah! that never- 
ending journey, the roads that followed,- the roads, the years 
of roaming through unknown lands wit h one rageful thought 
in my heart—that of returning to Beacuclair, of finding that 
man and that woman once more, ayad of planting in their 
flesh the knife I had used so clumstily! But you met me, 
amused me, and just now I trembled lyefore them, and retreated 
like a coward, when I saw them look&ng so beautiful, so great, 
so radiant ! ’ 

Bonnaire shuddered on hearing tha't confession. Already 
on the previous night he had apprehiznded a crime. But 
now, at the sight of the woeful wretcm’s collapse, he felt 
stirred by pity. ‘Come, come, you unhppy being,’ he ex- 
claimed, ‘come and sleep again to-night .1t my house. To- 
morrow we'll see—— ’ ’ 

‘Sleep again at your house! Oh! no, mo! I’m going, 
I’m going at once!’ 

‘But you cannot start off at this hour—yow are too tired, 
too weak. Why won’t you stay with us? Yon will become 
calmer, you will know our happiness.’ 

‘No, no! I must start at once, at once. The potter said 
the truth, I’m not of the sort to make one of you.’ And like 
some damned and tortured wretch full of suppressed wrath 
Ragu added: ‘ Your happiness—why, I can’t bear trje sight of 
it! It would make me suffer too much!’ 

Bonnaire then ceased to insist ; secret horror and runeasi- 
ness had come over him also. In silence he led Raguito his 
house again, and the other, unwilling even to wait till tle end 
of the meal, took up his wallet and his staff. Nota word was 
exchanged between them, not even a gesture of farewfll. 
Bonnaire watched the miserable old man go off with tottering 
steps, and vanish at last, far away in the night, which was 
gradually falling. 
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It was impossible, however, for Ragu to lose sight of festive 
Beauclair in a moment. He slowly went up the Brias gorge, 
and at each step climbed higher and higher among the rocks 
of the Bleuse Mountains. Begfore long he was above the town, 
the whole of which on turning round he once more beheld. 
The sky, of 3 dark yet pure blue, was glittering with stars. 
And, beneath the sweetness of the lovely June night, the town 
spread out like another stretch of sky, swarming, as it were, 
with innumerable little planets—the thousands and thousands 
of electric lamps which had just been lighted on the banquet 
tables and amidst the greenery. Once more then Ragu be- 
held those tables, outlined, so to say, with fire, and thus 
emerging victoriously from the darkness. They spread along 
without end till they filled the whole space below him. And 
he could hear laughter and singing arising, and still and ever 
behold that giant festival of a whole people, gathered together 
at table in one sole brotherly family. 

Then he once more sought to flee the sight, and ascended 
still higher; but when he next turned round, he again saw 
the city glowing yet more brightly than before. He went 
higher still, he ever and ever climbed upward, but at each 
further ascent, each time that he turned round the city 
seemed to have grown, till at last it spread over the entire 
plain, becoming like the very heavens with its infinite expanse 
of sombre blue and glittering stars. The sounds of laughter 
and of song reached him more and more distinctly ; 1t was as 
if the whole great human family were celebrating the joy of 
work, upon the fruitful earth. Then, for the last time, he 
again set out, and walked for hours and for hours until he 
became lost in the darkness. 


V 


Yet other years rolled by, and death, necessary death, the 
good helpmate of eternal life, performed his work, carrying 
off one by one those who had accomplished their tasks. 
Bourron was the first to go, followed by his wife Babette, 
who retained her good humour to the last. Then came the 
turn of Petit-Da and that of Ma-Bleue, whose blue eyes par- 
took of the infinite of the blue heavens. Lange died too, 
whilst putting the finishing touch to a last little figure, a 
delightfal barefooted girl, the very image of the Barefeet he 
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had loved. Then Nanet and Nise went off, exchanging a last 
kiss, whilst still young ; and finally Bonnaire succumbed like 
a hero amidst the stir of work one day when he had repaired 
to the factory to see a new giayt hammer, whose every stroke 
forged a great piece of metal-work. 

Of all their generation, of all the founders and creators of 
triumphant Beauclair, Luc and Jordan alone remained, loved 
and surrounded with the affectionate attentions of Josine, 
Scurette, and Suzanne. It seemed as if the three women, 
whose health and courage in their old age were marvellous, 
lived on simply to be the helpmates and nurses of the men. 
Since Luc had scarcely been able to walk, his legs gradually 
failing him till he was almost fastened to his arm-chair, 
Suzanne had come to reside in his house, lovingly sharing 
with Josine the glory of waiting upon him. He was more 
than eighty now, of unchangeable gaiety and in full possession 
of his intelligence—quite young indeed, as he said with a 
laugh, had it not been for those wretched legs of his which 
were becoming like lead. And in the same way Sceurette did 
not quit her brother Jordan, who now never left his labora- 
tory, but worked there in the day-time and slept there at 
night. He was Luc’s elder by ten years, and had retained 
at ninety the slow and methodical activity to which he was 
indebted for the accomplishment of such a vast amount of 
work—ever seemingly on the point of expiring, but introduc- 
ing such logic and such well-reasoned determination into his 
labour, that he was still working when the sturdiest toilers of 
his generation had long been sleeping in the grave. 

He had often said in jis weak little voice: ‘People die 
because they’re willing; one doesn’t die when one still bas 
something todo. My health is very bad, but all the same I 
shall live to a good old age, I shall only die on the day when 
my work is finished. You'll see, you'll see! I shall know 
when the time has come, and I will warn you, my good 
friends, saying: ‘ Good-night, my day’s over, I’m going to 
sleep now.” ’ 

Thus Jordan still worked because in his estimation his 
work was not yet finished. He lived on, wrapped in rugs; 
his drinks were warmed in order that he might not catch 
cold, and he took long rests on a couch between the brief 
hours which be was able to devote to his researches. Two or 
three such hours sufficed him, however, for the accgomplish- 
ment of a considerable amount of work, in such a methodical 
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manner did he exert himself. Scourette, all attention and 
abnegation, was like his second self, at once a nurse, a secre- 
tary, and a preparator, allawing nobody to approach and 
disturb him. On the days, moreover, when his hands were 
too weak for any exertion, it was she who carried out his 
thoughts for him, becoming as it were a prolongation of his 
own life. 

To Jordan’s thinking his work would only be completed 
when the new city’s supply of beneficent electricity should be 
as unlimited as the inexhaustible water of the rivers, or the 
air which one can breathe in all freedom. During the past 
sixty years he had accomplished a great deal of work tending 
to that solution. He had diminished the cost of electricity 
by burning coals when they quitted the pit, and then despatch- 
ing the electric force he obtained by cable to numerous 
factories. And after long researches he had devised a new 
appliance by which he even transformed the calorical energy 
contained in coal into electrical energy, without mechanical 
energy having to be employed. He had in this manner done 
away with boilers, which meant a saving of more than fifty 
per cent. in the cost price. The dynamos being charged 
direct, by the simple combustion of the coal, he had been 
able to work his electrical furnaces cheaply and well, revolu- 
tionise metallurgy, and provide the town with an abundance 
of electricity for all social and domestic purposes. Neverthe- 
less, in his opinion it still remained too costly ; he wished to 
have it for nothing, like the passing breeze which is at the 
disposal of all. Besides, a fear had come to him, born of the 
possibility—in fact, the certainty—that the coal mines would 
in time become exhausted. Before another century perhaps 
coal would fail one; and would not that mean the death of 
the world, the cessation of all industry, the suppression of 
the chief means of locomotion—mankind reduced to immo- 
bility, a prey to the cold, like some big body whose blood has 
ceased to circulate? It was with growing anxiety that 
Jordan saw each ton of coals burnt; that made a ton the 
less, he often said. And although he was so puny, feverish, 
racked by coughing, already with one foot in the grave, he 
incessantly tortured his mind in thinking of the catastrophe 
which threatened the future generations. He,vowed that he 
would not die until he should have presented those genera- 
tions with a flood of power, a flood of endless life, which 
would prove the source of their civilisation and their 
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happiness. Thus he had set to work again, and for more than 
ten years already he had been working on the problem. 

In the first instance Jordan (had naturally thought of the 
waterfalls. They constituted a primitive mechanical force 
which had been employed successfully in mountain regions 
in spite of the capriciousness of the torrents, and the inter- 
ruptions which dry seasons brought about. Unfortunately, 
the few watercourses still to be found in the Bleuse Moun- 
tains—apart from the springs utilised for the town’s water- 
supply—did not possess the necessary energy. And, besides, 
no mountain spring would ever yield such a constant, regular, 
and abundant motive power as was necessary for his great 
design. Jordan therefore thought of the tides, the continual 
flux and reflux of the ocean, whose power, ever on the march, 
beats against the coasts of the continents. Scientists had 
already given attention to the tides, and he turned to their 
researches and even devised some experimental appliances. 
The distance of Beauclair from the sea was not an obstacle, for 
electrical force could already be transmitted without loss over 
considerable distances. But another idea haunted him, and 
gradually took complete possession of him, throwing him into 
@ prodigious dream, full of the thought that if he could bring 
it to fulfilment he would give happiness to the whole world. 

Puny and chilly as he was, Jordan had always evinced a 
passion for the sun. He often watched it pursuing its course. 
With a quivering fear of the spreading darkness he saw it set 
at evening, and at times he rose early in the morning in order 
that he might have the jop of seeing it appear again. If it 
should be drowned in the sea; if it should some day never 
reappear, what endless, icy, deadly night would fall upon 
mankind! Thus Jordan almost worshipped the sun, regard- 
ing it as something divine, the father of our world, the creator 
and regulator, which after drawing beings from the clay, had 
warmed them, helped them to develop and spread, and 
nourished them with the fruits of the earth, throughout an 
incalculable number of centuries. The sun was the eternal 
source of life since it was the source of light, heat, and motion. 
It reigned in its glory like a very powerful, very good, and 
very just king, a necessary god, without whom there would be 
nothing, and whose disappearance would bring about the 
death of all things. This being so, Jordan asked himself 
why should not the sun continue and complete his work? 
During thousands of years it had stored its beneficent heat 
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away in the trees of which coal was made. During thousands 
of years the earth had preserved in its bosom that immense 
reserve stock of heat, which had come to us like a priceless 
gift at the hour when our civilisation needed new splendour, 
And it was to the all-helping sun that one must again apply, 
it was the sun which would continue giving to that which it 
had created, the world and man, increase of life, and truth, 
and justice, all the happiness indeed of which one had dreamt 
so long. Since the sun vanished each evening, since it dis- 
appeared at winter-time, one must ask it to leave us a plentiful 
share of its blaze, in order that one might without sufferin 
await its return at dawn, and take patience during the col 
seasons. The problem was at once a simple and a formidable 
one ; it was necessary to address oneself direct to the sun, 
capture some of the solar heat, and by special appliances 
transform it into electricity, of which immense quantities 
must be stored in air-tight reservoirs. In this fashion one 
would always have an unlimited source of power, of which 
one might dispose as one pleased. The rays would be har- 
vested during the scorching days of summer, and stored away 
in endless granaries. And when the nights grew long, when 
winter arrived with its darkness and its ice, there would be 
light and warmth and motion forall mankind. That electrical 
power, ravished from the all-creating sun and domesticated 
by man, would then at last prove his docile and ever-ready 
servant, relieving him of much exertion, and helping him to 
make of work not only gaiety and health, and just apportion- 
ment of wealth, but the very law and cult of life. 

The dream which possessed J6érdan had already occupied 
other minds. Scientists had succeeded in devising little ap- 
pliances which captured solar heat and transformed it into 
electricity, but in infinitesimal quantities, the instruments 
being suited merely for laboratory experiments. It was 
necessary to be able to operate on a large scale, and in a 
thoroughly practical manner, in order to fill the huge reser- 
yoirs which would be needed for the requirements of a whole 
nation. For years, then, Jordan was seen superintending the 
building—in the old park of La Crécherie—of some strange 
appliances, species of towers, whose purpose could not be 
divined. For a long while he would not speak out, but kept 
the secret of his researches from everybody. fn fine weather, 
during the hours when he felt strong enough, he repaired 
with the short, slow step of a weak old man to the new works 
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which he had set up, and shut himself up inside them with 
some chosen men. And in spite of repeated failures he clung 
to his task, wrestled with it, and ended by overcoming the 
sovereign planet—he, the little" hard-working ant, whom too 
hot a sunray would have killed. Never was there greater 
heroism, never did the pursuit of an idea afford the spectacle 
of a loftier victory over the natural forces—forces which 
yesterday had been deadly thunderbolts for man, and which 
to-day were conquered, subjected to his service. He suc- 
ceeded in solving the problem, the great and glorious sun 
parted with some little of that inexhaustible glow with which, 
never cooling, it has warmed the earth through so many 
centuries. After some final trials new works were definitively 
planned and erected, and supplied Beauclair throughout a 
whole year with as much electricity as its inhabitants re- 
quired, even as the springs of the mountains supplied them 
with water. Nevertheless, an annoying defect was observed : 
the loss from the reservoirs remained very large, and some last 
improvements had to be devised, a means of storing with- 
out fear of diminution the necessary winter reserve of power, 
in such wise that another sun, as it were, might be lighted 
above the town throughout the long cold nights of December. 

Again did Jordan set to work. He sought, he struggled 
still, resolved upon keeping alive until his task should be com- 
pleted. His strength declined, he was at last unable to go 
out, and had to rest content with sending his orders to the 
works respecting the final, long-debated ameliorations. In 
this fashion several months went by. Shut up in his labora- 
tory he there perfected his«work, resolved to die there on the 
day when this work should be ended. And that day arrived: 
he found a means of preventing all loss, of rendering his 
reservoirs absolutely impermeable, capable of holding their 
store of electric force for a long period. And then he had but 
one desire—to bid farewell to his work, embrace his friends, 
and return again into universal life. 

The month of October had come, and the sun was still 
gilding the last leaves with warm, clear gold. Jordan re- 
quested Sceurette to have him carried in an arm-chair, for the 
last time, to the works where the new reservoirs had been 
installed. He wished to gaze upon his creation, to make sure 
that enough sunshine was stored away to enable Beauclair to 
wait for the return of spring. And so one delightful after- 
noon he was taken to the works, and spent two hours in them, 
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inspecting everything and regulating the action of the ap- 
pliances. The works were built at the very foot of the Bleuse 
Mountains, in a part of the gld park which looked towards 
the south, and which had foriherly been an overflowing para- 
dise of fruit and flowers. There were towers rising above 
large buildings with long roofs of steel and glass, but nothing 
connected with the work could be seen from the outside, for 
all the conducting cables passed underground. 

At last, by way of finishing his visit, Jordan bade his 
bearers halt for a moment in the central courtyard, where he 
gave a long supreme glance around him at that nucleus of a 
new world, endowed with the source of eternal life, his 
creation, the passion of his whole life. And finally he turned 
towards Sceurette, who, never quitting him, had followed his 
arm-chair step by step. ‘ Well,’ said he with a smile, ‘it’s 
finished, and it seems quite satisfactory ; so now I can go off. 
Let us return to the house, sister.’ 

He was very gay, radiant like a toiler who thinks that he 
will at last be able to rest since his work is done. However, 
his sister, hoping that he might benefit by the sunshine, told 
the men carrying the arm-chair not to hurry, but to go back 
to the house by a somewhat roundabout way. And thus it 
happened that on emerging from one of the paths Jordan 
suddenly found himself in front of the pavilion where Luc still 
dwelt, reduced like his friend to immobility, since he had lost 
the use of his legs. For some months now the two friends had 
not seen one another. They could only correspond, obtain 
news of each other through their dear nurses, their guardian 
angels, who were ever coming amd going between them. 
And a final desire, the last desire of his heart, suddenly 
upbuoyed the sinking Jordan. | 

‘Oh! sister, I beg you,’ said he, ‘let them stop and 
place my chair yonder, under that tree, at the edge of the tall 
grass. And go up to Luc at once and tell him that Iam here, 
at his door, waiting for him.’ 

Sceurette hesitated for a moment, feeling somewhat 
anxious at the thought of all the emotion which such an in- 
terview would bring with it. ‘But Luc is like yourself, my 
friend,’ she said, ‘he cannot stir. How would you have him 
come downstairs ? ’ 

The gay smile which revived the brillianty of Jordan’s 
eyes, again appeared upon his face. 

‘My bearers will carry him down, sister,’ he replied. 
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‘ Since I have come so far in my arm-chair he can surely come 
here in his.’ And he added tenderly : ‘It is so pleasant here, 
we can have a last chat together, and bid one another good- 
bye. How can we part for ever without embracing ? ’ 

It was impossible for Sceurette to refuse his request any 
longer, so she went into the pavilion for Luc. Jordan waited 
quietly amidst the caress of the declining sun; and his sister 
soon returned, announcing that his friend was coming. Deep 
was the emotion when Luc appeared, likewise carried by the 
men in his arm-chair. He was brought towards the greenery, 
followed by Josine and Suzanne, who did not leave him. At 
last the bearers deposited him near Jordan, the chairs touch- 
ing one another, and the two friends were then able to press 
each other’s hands. 

‘Ah! my good Jordan, how much I thank you,’ said Luc; 
‘how kind of you to have thought of bringing us together 
in order that we might see one another again and bid one 
another a last good-bye!’ 

‘You would have done the same, my dear Luce,’ Jordan 
answered. ‘As I was passing and you were there it was 
natural that we should meet for the last time on this grass, 
under one of our dear trees, whose shade we have loved so well.’ 

The tree under which they sat was a big silvery lime-tree, 
& superb giant that had already shed its leaves. But the sun- 
shine still gilded it delightfully, and the golden dust of the 
planet fell in a warm rain athwart its branches. The even- 
Ing too was exquisite, an evening of intense peacefulness, 
fraught with the sweetest charm. A broad sun ray enveloped 
the two old men as with ¢ loving splendour, whilst the three 
women, standing in the rear, watched over them with 
solicitude. 

‘ Just think of it, my friend!’ Jordan resumed. ‘ For so 
many years past whilst we have been pursuing parallel tasks, 
our lives have been mingled. I should have gone off full of 
remorse if I had not again excused myself for having placed 
such little faith in your work when you first came to me and 
asked my help to build the future city.of Justice. I was at 
that time convinced that you would encounter defeat.’ 

Luc began to laugh: ‘ Yes, yes, as you said, my friend, 
 oairaeis economical, and social struggles were not your 

usiness. No"doubt there has been much futile agitation 
among men. But was one to abstain on that account from 
taking part in what went on, was one to allow evolution to 
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take place as it listed, and refrain from hastening the hour of 
deliverance? All the compromises—often necessary ones— 
all the base devices to which tle leaders of men have stooped, 
have had their excuse in the double march which they have 
at times helped mankind to effect.’ 

Jordan hastily interrupted him: ‘You were right, my 
friend,’ said he, ‘and you have provedit magnificently. Your 
battle here has created, hastened the advent of a new world. 
Perhaps you have snatched a hundred years from human 
wretchedness. At all events this new town of Beauclair, 
where more justice and happiness now flower, proclaims the 
excellence of your mission, the beneficent glory of your 
achievement. Iam with you entirely, you see, in mind and 
in heart, and I do not wish to quit you without telling you 
once more how thoroughly you won me over to your work, and 
with what growing affection I watched you whilst you were 
ene so many great things. You were often an example 
or me.’ 

But Luc protested: ‘Oh! do not let us speak of any 
example of mine, my friend. It was you who ever gave me 
one, the loftiest, the most magnificent! Remember my lassi- 
tude, my occasional attacks of weakness, whereas I always 
found you erect, endowed with more courage, more and more 
faith in your work, even on the days when everything seemed 
to be crumbling around you. That which made you invincible 
was that you believed solely in work, in which, alone, you set 
health and the one reason for living and doing. And your 
own work became your very heart and brain, the blood pulsing 
in your veins, the thought ever on the alert in the depths of 
your mind. Your work alone existed for you, building itself 
up with all the life that you bestowed on it, hour by hour. 
And what an imperishable monument, what a gift of splen- 
dour and happiness you will leave to mankind !| I might never 
have been able to carry out my own work, as a builder of 
towns, and leader of men, and at all events it would as yet 
be as nothing, had it not been for yours.’ 

Silence fell, and some birds flew by, whilst through the 
bare branches of the lime-tree the autumn sunshine streamed 
more gently as evening advanced. Sceurette, in her motherly 
fashion, became anxious, and drew Jordan’s, rug over his 
knees, whilst Josine and Suzanne bent over Luc, fearing lest 
he should tire himself. 

But the latter replied to Jordan: ‘Science remains the 
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great revolutionary. You told me so at the outset, and every 
forward step in our long lives has shown me how right you 
were. Would our town of Beauclair, now all comfort and 
solidarity, have been possible as yet if you had not placed at 
its disposal that electrical power which has become the 
necessary agent of al] work, all social life? Science, truth, 
will alone emancipate man, make him master of his destiny, 
and give him sovereignty over the world by reducing the 
natural forces to the status of obedient servants. Whilst I 
was building, my friend, you gave me what was needed to 
infuse life into my stones and mortar.’ 

‘It is true, no doubt, that science will free man,’ Jordan 

quietly replied in his weak little voice, ‘for at bottom truth is 
the one powerful artisan of fraternity and justice. And I’m 
going off, feeling well pleased with myself, for I’ve just paid 
my last visit to our factory, and it is working now as I desired 
it to work, for the relief and felicity of all.’ 
_ He went on giving explanations and instructions respect- 
ing the working of the new appliances, the employment of 
those reservoirs of force, as if indeed he were dictating his 
last will and testament to his friend, Electricity already cost 
nothing, and was so abundant that it might be given to the 
inhabitants of Beauclair in whatever measure they desired, 
like the streams whose flood was inexhaustible; like the 
air which came freely from the four corners of the heavens. 
And given in this wise electricity was life. 

In every public edifice and private house, even the most 
modest, light, heat, and motive power were distributed 
without counting. It was only necessary to turn on a few 
switches and the house was illumined and warmed, food was 
cooked, and various trade and household appliances were set 
working. All sorts of ingenious little mechanisms were being 
invented for household requirements, relieving women of the 
work which they had formerly done, substituting mechanical 
action for manual toil. Ina word, from the housewife to the 
factory-worker, the ancient human beast of burden had been 
altogether relieved of physical exertion and useless suffering ; 
a subjugated and domesticated natural force now replacing 
the old-time toilers and performing all the work allotted to it, 
in silence and cleanliness, with merely an attendant to check 
its action. And this also meant relief and freedom for the 
mind, a moral and intellectual rise for every braixf, hitherto 
weighed down by excessive work, badly apportioned and 
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fraught with savage iniquity for the greater number of the 
disinherited, whom it had plunged in ignorance, baseness and 
crime. And it was not slothfyl idleness that now reigned in 
the place of excessive toil, but Work into which more freedom 
and conscience entered; man really becoming the king of 
work, devoting himself to the occupations he preferred, and 
creating more truth and beauty according to his tastes, after 
the few hours of general work which he gave to the com- 
munity. And meantime also the unhappy domestic animals, 
the sad-looking horses, all the beasts used for draught, 
burden, and servitude were freed from the carts they had 
been compelled to drag, the millstones they had turned, the 
loads they had carried, and were restored to happy life in the 
fields and the woods. 

But the purposes for which the electric force could be 
used were innumerable, and each day brought with it some 
fresh benefit. Jordan had invented some lamps of such great 
power that two or three sufficed to illumine an avenue. Thus 
the dream of lighting another sun above Beauclair at night- 
time would assuredly be fulfilled. Some huge and splendid 
glass houses had also been erected, in which by means of 
an improved system of heating, flowers, vegetables, and 
fruits could be easily grown at all seasons. The town was 
full of them, they were distributed broadcast, and winter, like 
night, ceased to exist. Moreover, transport and locomotion 
were facilitated more and more, thanks to the free motive 
power which was applied to an infinity of vehicles, bicycles, 
carriages, carts, and trains of several coaches. 

‘Yes, I am going off feeling well pleased,’ Jordan repeated 
with serene gaiety. ‘I’ve done my own work, and the general 
task is sufficiently well advanced to allow me to fall asleep 
in all peacefulness. To-morrow the secret of aerial navigation 
will be discovered, and man will conquer the atmosphere even 
as he conquered the oceans. To-morrow he will be able to 
correspond from one to the other end of the earth without 
wire or cable. Human speech, human gesture will dart round 
the world with the rapidity of lightning. And that indeed, 
my friend, is the deliverance of the nations by science, the 
great invincible revolutionary, who will ever bring them in- 
crease of peace and truth. You yourself long ago obliterated 
the frontiers, so to say, by your rails, your railway lines*which 
have extended further and further, crossing rivers, trans- 
piercing mountains, gathering the nations together in a closer 
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and closer network of intercourse. And what will it be when 
one capital can chat in friendly fashion with another, however 
far away, when the same are a at the same minute occupies 
the attention of distant contintnts, and when the balloon cars 
travel freely through the infinite, man’s common patrimony, 
without knowing aught of customs’ tariffs? The air which 
we all breathe, that space which is the property of all, will 
prove a field of harmony, in which the men of to-morrow will 
assuredly become reconciled. And this is why you have 
always seen me so composed, my friend, so convinced of final 
deliverance. Men might do all they could to devour one 
another, religions might pile error upon error in order to 
retain their domination, but science was taking a step forward 
every day, creating more light, more brotherliness, more 
happiness. And by the irresistible force of truth it will at 
last sweep away all the dark and hateful past, liberate the 
minds of men, and draw their hearts closer and closer together 
under the great and beneficent sun, the father of us all.’ 

Jordan was growing tired, and his voice became very faint. 
Nevertheless he laughed again as he concluded: ‘ You see, 
my friend, I was as much of a revolutionist as you.’ 

‘I know it,’ Luc replied with affectionate gentleness. 
‘You have been my master in all things. I shall never be 
able to thank you sufficiently for the admirable lesson of 
energy you gave me by your superb faith in work.’ 

The sun was now fast declining, and a light quiver had 
passed between the branches of the great lime tree, whence 
fell the planet’s golden dust, now of a paler hue. Night 
approached, and a delightful stillness spread slowly over the 
tall herbage. The three women, still standing there, silent 
and attentive, full of respect for that supreme interview, 
nevertheless became anxious, and gently intervened. How- 
ever, a8 Josine and Seurette covered Luc, in his turn, with a 
rug, he said to them: ‘I don’t feel cold, the evening is so 
beautiful.’ 

But Sceurette turned to glance at the sun, which was 
about to disappear from the horizon, and Jordan following 
her glance, exclaimed: ‘ Yes, night is falling. But the sun 
may go to bed now—it has left some of its beneficence and 
power in our granaries. Ifit now sets the meaning is that 
my day is over. Iam going to sleep. Good-bye, my friend.’ 

‘Good-bye, my friend,’ Luc rejoined ; ‘I shall soon go to 
sleep also.’ = 
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This was their farewell, full of poignant affection, simple 
yet wondrous grandeur. They knew that they would never 
more see one another, and they exchanged a last glance and 
spoke a few last words. 

‘Good-bye, my friend,’ Jordan repeated. ‘Do not be 
sad, death is good and necessary. One lives again in others, 
one remains immortal. We have already given ourselves to 
others, we have worked for them only, and we shall be born 
again in them, and thus enjoy our share of our work. Good- 
bye, my friend.’ 

Then Luc once again repeated: ‘ Good-bye, my friend, all 
that will remain of us will tell how much we loved and hoped. 
Each is born for his task, that is the sole reason of life; 
nature brings a fresh being into the world each time that she 
needs another workman. And when his day’s work is over, the 
workman can lie down, the earth will take him again for other 
uses. Good-bye, my friend.’ 

He leant forward, for he wished to embrace Jordan; but 
he was unable to do so until the three affectionate women 
came to the help of both of them, sustaining them whilst they 
exchanged that last embrace. They laughed at it like children, 
they were full of gaiety and serenity at that moment of 
separation, feeling neither regret nor remorse, since they had 
done all their duty, all their work as men. And they had no 
fears, no terror of the morrow of death, certain as they were 
of the deep quietude in which good workmen slumber. They 
exchanged a long and very tender embrace, putting all the 
strength that remained to them into that last kiss. 

‘Good-bye, my dear Jordan.’ 

‘Good-bye, my dear Luc.’ 

Then they spoke no more. The silence became intense 
and holy. The sun disappeared from'the great heavens, 
vanishing behind the vague and distant horizon. A bird 
perched on the lime tree ceased singing, and delicate shadows 
stole over the branches, whilst the lofty herbage, and all the 
park with its clumps of trees, its paths and its lawns, sank 
into the delightful quietude of twilight. 

Then, at a sign from Surette, the bearers took up Jor- 
dan’s chair, and slowly, gently carried him away. Luc had 
asked that he might be allowed to remain under the tree a 
little longer, and as he still sat there he watched his*friend 
going off along a broad, straight pathway. At one moment 
Jordan fooked round, and a last glance and a half-stifled 
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laugh were exchanged. Then all was over, Luc saw the arm- 
chair disappear, whilst the park was invaded by the gathering 
gloom. And Jordan, on returning to his laboratory, went to 
bed there; and even as he had’ said to Luc—his work being 
done, his day being ended—he let death take him, dying on 
the morrow very peacefully, with a smile upon his lips, in 
Sceurette’s loving arms. 

Luc was destined to live five years longer in that arm-chair 
of his which he seldom quitted, and which was placed near a 
window of his room whence he could see his city spreading 
and growing day by day. A week after Jordan’s death 
Sceeurette came to join Josine and Suzanne, and from that day 
forward all three women encompassed Luc with their loving 
attentions. During the long hours which he spent gazing 
upon his happy city he often lived through the past again. 
He once more saw his point of depurture, the distant night of 
insomnia when he had taken up a little book in which the 
doctrines of Fourier were set forth. And Fourier’s ideas of 
genius: the honouring, the utilisation, the acceptance of the 
human passions as the very forces of life; the extrication of 
work from its prison, its ennoblement, its transformation into 
something attractive, into a new social code, liberty and 
justice being gradually won by pacific means, thanks to a con- 
federation of capital, work, and brain power—all those ideas 
of genius had suddenly illumined Luc’s mind and prompted 
him to action on the very morrow. It was to Fourier that 
he was indebted if he had dared to make that experiment at 
La Crécherie. The first common-house with its school, the 
first bright clean workshops, the first dwelling-houses with 
their white walls smiling amidst the greenery, had all sprung 
from Fourierist ideas, ideas which had been left slumbering 
like good grain in winter fields, ever ready to germinate and 
flower. Even like Catholicism, the Religion of Humanity 
might need centuries to be firmly established. But what an 
evolution afterwards, what a continuous broadening of princi- 
ples as love grew and the city spread! By proposing com- 
bination between capital, work, and brain power as an imme- 
diate experiment, Fourier, the evolutionist, a man of method 
and practicability, virtually led one first to the social organisa- 
tion of the Collectivists, and afterwards even to the Liber- 
tarian*dream of the Anarchists. In that association capital 
gradually became annihilated, and work and intelligence 
became the only regulators and basis of the new social com- 
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pact. At the end lay the disappearance of ordinary trade, 
and the suppression of money, the first a cumbersome cog- 
wheel levying toll and consuming energy, the second a ficti- 
tious value, which became useless in ® community in which 
all contributed to produce prodigious wealth, that circulated 
in continual exchanges. And thus, starting with Fourier’s 
experiment, the new city was fated to transform itself at each 
fresh advance, marching on to more and more liberty and 
equity, and conquering on its way all the socialists of the 
various hostile sects, the Collectivists and even the Anarchists, 
and finally grouping them in a brotherly people, reconciled 
amidst the fulfilment of their common ideal, the kingdom of 
heaven set at last upon the earth. 

And that was the admirable spectacle which Luce ever had 
before his eyes, a spectacle summed up in that city of happi- 
ness whose bright roofs spread out among the trees before his 
window. The march which the first generation, imbued with 
all the ancient errors, spoilt by iniquitous surroundings, had 
begun so painfully, amidst so many obstacles and so much 
hatred, was pursued with a joyous easy step by the ensuing 
generations which the new schools and workshops had created. 
They were attaining to heights which had once been declared 
inaccessible. Thanks to continuous change, the children 
and the children’s children seemed to have hearts and brains 
different from those of their forerunners, and brotherliness 
became easy to them in a community in which the happiness 
of each was virtually compounded of the happiness of all. 

With trade, theft had disappeared. With money, all 
criminal cupidity had vanishede Inheritance no longer 
existed, and so no more privileged idlers were born, and men 
no longer butchered each other to benefit by somebody’s will. 
What was the use of hating one another, of being envious of 
one another, of seeking to acquire somebody’s property by 
ruse or force, when the public fortune belonged to one and 
all, each being born, living and dying, in as good cir- 
cumstances as his neighbour? Crime became senseless, 
idiotic, and the whole savage apparatus of repression and 
chastisement, instituted to protect the thefts of a few rich beings 
from the rebellion of the wretched multitude, had fallen to 
pieces like something useless, gendarmes and law courts and 
prisons alike being swept away. Living among thaf people 
who knaw not the horrors of war, who obeyed the one law of 
work, with a solidarity simply based upon reason and individual 

It 
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interest, properly understood, a people, too, saved from the 
monstrous falsehoods of religion, well informed, knowing 
the truth and bent on justice, one realised how possible 
became the alleged ‘ utopia’ Of universal happiness. Since 
the passions, instead of being combated and stifled, had been 
cultivated like the very forces of life, they had lost all criminal 
bitterness, and had become social virtues, a continuous 
flowering of individual energies. Legitimate happiness lay 
in the development and education of the five senses and the 
sense of love. The long efforts of mankind ended in the free 
expansion of the individual, and in a social system satisfying 
every need, man being man in his entirety, and living life 
in its entirety also. And the happy city had thus secured 
realisation in the practice of the religion of life, the religion 
of humanity freed from dogmas, finding in itself its ratson 
d’étre, its end, its joy, and its glory. 

But Luc particularly beheld the triumph of Work, the 
saviour, creator, regulator of the world. He had at the very 
outset desired to destroy the iniquitous wage-system, and had 
dreamt of a new compact which would allow of a just apportion- 
ment of wealth. But what a deal of ground it had been 
necessary to traverse! In this respect again the evolution 
had started from Fourier, for to him could be traced the 
association of workers, the varied, attractive, limited labour 
of the workshops, the groups of workers forming successive 
series, parting to meet again and mingling with all the con- 
stant play of free organs—the play of life itself. The germs 
of the Libertarian Commune may be found in Fourier, for if 
he repudiated brutal revplution, and began by making use of 
the existing mechanism of society, his doctrines tended in 
their result to that society’s destruction. No doubt the wage- 
system had long lingered at the works of La Crécherie, 
passing through various stages of association, division of 
profits, a percentage of interest in the common toil. At last 
it had been transformed in such a manner as to satisfy the 
Collectivists, realising their formula, a regulated circulation of 
‘youchers for work.’ Nevertheless it still remained the wage- 
system, attenuated, disguised, but refusing to die. And 
the doctrine of the Libertarian Commune alone had swept it 
away in the course of a last advance, that of deliverance by 
libertY and sistice in their entirety, that chimera of otber 
days, that unity and harmony which now really jJived. At 
present no authority remained, the new social compact was 
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based solely on the bond of necessary work, accepted by all, 
and constituting both law and cult. An infinity of groups 
practised it, starting with qhe old groups of the building, 
clothing, and meial trades, the industrial workers and the tillers 
of the soil, but multiplying and varying incessantly, in such 
wise as to be adapted to all individual desires as well as to all 
the needs of the community. Nothing hindered individual 
expansion, each citizen formed part of as many groups as he 
desired, passed from the cultivation of the soil to factory 
work, gave his time as best suited his faculties and his desires. 
And there was no longer any contention between classes, 
since only one class existed, a whole nation of workers, 
equally rich, equally happy, educated to the same level, with 
no difference either in attire, or in dwelling-place, or in manners 
and customs. Work was king, the only guide, only master, 
and only deity, instinct with sovereign nobility, since it had 
redeemed mankind when it was dying of falsehood and injus- 
tice, and had restored it to vigour and to the joy of life, and 
to love, and to beauty. 

Luc laughed gaily when the morning breeze wafted 
towards him all the sonorous gaiety of his city. How good, 
easy, and delightful was the work performed there! It 
lasted only a few hours each day, and so much of it, the 
most delicate as well as the mightiest task, was performed by 
the new machinery which completed man’s conquest of 
nature and loaded him with wealth and abundance. Freed 
from long hours of rough toil, man was the better able to 
exert his mind; art and science soared; the level of current 
mentality was ever rising; great imtelligence ceased to be an 
exception, and men of genius sprang up in crowds. 

The science of alimentation had already been revolu- 
tionised by chemistry, the earth might have yielded no more 
wheat, no more olives, no more grapes, and yet enough bread, 
oil, and wine for the whole city would have come from its 
laboratories. In physics, in electricity especially, fresh 
inventions were ever and ever enlarging the domain of the 
possible, and endowing men with the power of gods, knowing 
all, seeing all, and capable of all. Then came the flight of 
art, the growth and diffusion of beauty in every respect, an 
extraordinary florescence of all the arts, now that the,soul of 
the multitude throbbed in every soul, and thet life was lived 
with all,its passions freed, love given and received in its en- 
tirety. Inspired by the universal lovingkindness, music became 
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the very voice of the happy people, through and for whom 
musicians found the most sublime chants, in whose continual 
harmony theatres, workshops, d{vellings, and streets were ever 
steeped. And for the people architects built vast and superb 
palaces, made in its own image, of a size and a majesty at 
once varied and yet all one, like the multitude itself, all the 
charming variations of thousands of individualities finding 
expression in them. Then sculptors peopled the gardens and 
museums with living bronze and marble; and painters deco- 
rated the public edifices, the railway stations, the markets, 
the libraries, the theatres, and the halls for study and diver- 
sion with scenes borrowed from daily life. Writers moreover 
gave to that innumerable people, who all read them, vast, 
strong, and powerful works, born of them, created for them. 
Genius expanded, acquiring fresh strength from increase of 
knowledge and freedom among the community; never before 
had it displayed such splendour. The narrow, cramped, 
aristocratic, hot-house literature of the past had been swept 
away by the literature of humanity, poems overflowing with 
life, which all had helped to create with their blood, and 
which returned to the hearts of all. 

Full of serenity, without fear for the future, Luc watched 
his town growing like a beautiful being, endowed with eternal 
youth. It had descended from the Brias gorges, between the 
two promontories of the Bleuse Mountains, and was now 
spread over the meadow-land of La Roumagne. In fine 
weather its white house-fronts smiled amidst the verdure 
without a single puff of smoke besmirching the pure atmo- 
sphere, for there were no chimneys left, electricity having 
everywhere replaced coal and wood for heating purposes. The 
light silk canopy of the broad blue sky spread over all, im- 
maculate, without a speck of soot. Thus in aspect the town 
remained a new one, bright and gay under the refreshing 
breezes, whilst on all sides one heard the carolling of water, 
the crystalline streaming of springs, whose purity brought 
health and perpetual delight. The population steadily in- 
creased, fresh houses were built, fresh gardens were planted. 
A happy people, free and brotherly, becomes a centre of 
attraction, and thus the little towns of the neighbourhood, 
Saint-Cron, Formerie, and Magnolles, had found it neces- 
sary to folloW the example of Beauclair, and had ended 
by becoming so many prolongations of the original city. 
It had been sufficient to make an éxperiment on a small 
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scale, and by degrees the arrondissement, the department, 
the whole region was won over. Irresistible happiness was on 
the march, and nothing will be able to withstand the force of 
happiness when men possess a clear and decisive perception 
of it. Mankind has known but one struggle through the ages, 
the struggle for happiness, which is to be found beneath 
every form of religion, every form of government. Egotism 
is merely an individual effort to acquire the greatest possible 
sum of happiness for self ; and why should not each set his 
egotism in treating his fellows as brothers when he becomes 
convinced that the happiness of each rests in the happiness 
of all? Ifthere was contention between different interests 
in the past, it was because the old social pact opposed them 
one to the other, making warfare the very soul of society. 
But let it be demonstrated that work reorganised will appor- 
tion wealth justly, and that the passions, playing freely, will 
lead to harmony and unity, and then peace will at once ensue, 
and happiness will be established in a brotherly contract of 
solidarity. Why should one fight one against the other, when 
interests cease to clash? If all the desperate, pain-fraught 
exertions of generations, the prodigious sum of efforts, blood, 
and tears that mankind has given to mutual slaughter through- 
out so many centuries, had only been devoted to the conquest 
of the world, the subjugation of the natural forces, man would 
long since have been the absolute, happy sovereign of creatures 
and things. When humanity at last becaine conscious of its 
imbecile dementia, when man ceased to be wolfishly inclined 
towards his brother, and resolved to devote some of the genius 
and wealth hitherto squandered tn mutual annihilation, to 
the common work of happiness, the mastery of the elements, 
on that day the nations first started on their march towards 
the happy city. And no! itis not true that a nation having 
its every need satisfied, having to battle no longer for existence, 
would thereby gradually lose the strength it requires to live, 
and sink into torpor and catalepsy. The human dream will 
always be without a limit, there will always remain much of 
the Unknown to be conquered. Hach time a new craving is 
contented, desire will give birth to another, the satisfaction 
of which will exalt men and make them heroes of science 
and beauty. Desire is infinite, and if men long bajtled to- 
gether in order to steal happiness one from the other, they 
will battle side by side to increase it, to make it an immense 
banquet, resplendent with joy and glory, vast enough to 
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satiate the passions of thousands of millions of human 
creatures. And there will be only heroes left, and each fresh 
child born into the world willtreceive as his birthgift the 
whole earth, the unbounded expanse of heaven, and the 
paternal sun, the source of immortal life. 

As Luc gaily contemplated his triumphant town he often 
repeated that love alone had created all the prodigies he 
beheld. He had sown the seed, and now he reaped inex- 
haustible harvests of kindliness and brotherliness. At the 
very outset he had felt that it was necessary to found his 
city by and for woman if it was to prove fruitful and for 
ever desirable and beautiful. Woman saved—Josine set in 
her due place of beauty, dignity, and tenderness—was not 
that the symbol of the future alliance, the union of the sexes, 
ensuring social peace, and free and just life in common? 
Then, too, the new system of education, the sexes being 
reared together and acquiring the same knowledge, had 
brought them toa complete understanding, and made them 
sincerely desirous of attaining to the one object of life, that 
object which was reached by loving a great deal in order that 
one might be loved a great deal in return. True wisdom lay 
in creating happiness, it was thus that one logically became 
happy oneself. And now love chose freely; no law, mutual 
consent alone, regulated marriage. A young man, a young 
girl had known one another since their schooldays, had passed 
through the same workshops together, and when they be- 
stowed themselves one on the other, that bestowal was simply 
like the florescence of their long intimacy. They gave them- 
selves to one another for life, long and faithful unions pre- 
dominating ; they grew old together, even as they had 
grown up together, in a bestowal of their whole beings, 
their rights being equal, their love equal also. Yet their 
liberty remained entire, separation was always possible for 
those who ceased to agree, and their offspring remained 
with one or the other, as they decided, or when difficulties 
supervened in the charge of the community. The bitter 
duel of man and woman, all the questions which had so long 
set the sexes one against the other, like savage, irreconcilable 
enemies, came to an end in that solution: woman free in all 
respects, woman the free companion of man, resuming her 
position as an equal, as an indispensable factor in the union 
of love. She had a right to abstain from marrying, t6 live as 
® man, to play a man’s part as far as she desired, if she chose ; 
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but why should she deny desire, and set herself apart from 
life? Only one thing is sensible and beautiful, and that is 
life in its entirety. And so t€e natural order of things had 
comie about, peace was signed between the reconciled sexes, 
each finding happiness in the happiness of a common home 
tasting at last all the delights of the bond of love, which was 
freed from the baseness of pecuniary and social considera- 
tions. One could no longer sell himself for the other’s 
dowry, families could no longer barter their sons and daughters 
like mere merchandise. 

Thus the fulness of love reigned in the community. The 
sense of love, developed and purified, became the perfume, 
the flame, the focus of existence. It was widespread, general, 
universal love, springing from the mated couple, and passing 
to the mother, the father, the children, the relations, the 
neighbours, the citizens, the men and women of the whole 
world in ever-broadening waves, a sea of love which ended by 
bathing the entire earth. Lovingkindness was like the pure 
air on which every breast fed ; there remained but one breath 
of brotherly affection, and that alone had at last brought 
about the long-dreamt-of unity, the divine harmony. Hu- 
manity—equilibrated like the planets, by force of attraction, by 
the law of justice, solidarity and love—would henceforth 
journey happily through the eternal infinite. And such was 
the ever-recurring harvest, the immense harvest of tenderness 
and kindliness, which Luc each morning saw arising from all 
sides; from all the furrows which he had sown so abundantly ;s 
from his entire city, where for so many years he had cast the 
good seed by the handful into the sthools, into the workshops, 
into every home, and even into every heart. 

‘Look! look!’ he said with a laugh some morning when 
Josine, Sceurette, and Suzanne remained near his arm-chair 
before the open window. ‘ Look, there are trees which have 
flowered since last night, and it seems as if kisses were 
winging their flight, like song-birds, from some of the roofs. 
There, yonder, both on the right and on the left, love flaps 
his wings, as it were, in the rising sunlight.’ 

The three women joined in his laughter, and jested in a 
tender way to please him. ‘Certainly,’ Josine would say, 
‘on that side, above that house with the blue tiles spangled 
with white stars, there is a great quiver of the sunlight, 
telling of internal rapjure. That must be the house of some 
newly-wedded pair.’ 
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‘And straight before us,’ said Scurette, ‘see how the 
window-panes are flashing with the splendour of a rising 
planet, in that house-front whee the faience ornaments are 
raeeraes with roses! Assuredly a child has been born 
there.’ 

‘And on all sides, over all the dwellings, over the whole 
town the rays are pouring,’ said Suzanne in her turn. ‘ They 
form sheaves of wheat, a field of prodigious fertility. Is it 
not the peace springing from the love of all that grows 
and is harvested there each day ?’ 

Luc listened to them with rapture. What a delightful 
reward was that which he himself had won from love, which 
had surrounded him with the sublime affection of those three 
women, whose presence filled his last days with perfume and 
brilliancy! They were full of solicitude, infinitely good, in- 
finitely loving, with serene eyes which ever brought him joy 
in life, and gentle hands which sustained him to the very 
threshold of the grave. And they were very old and quite 
white, light and aerial like souls, like gay, active, pure flames, 
glowing with youthful, eternal passion. He lived on; and 
they lived on also, and were like his force, his activity and 
inte)ligence, healthy and strong as they were in spite of 
everything, coming and going for him when he himself could no 
longer move, like guardians, housewives, and companions, who 
prolonged and broadened his life far beyond the usual limits. 

At seventy-eight years of age Josine remained the amo- 
rosa, the Eve, who had long ago been saved from error and 
suffering. Extremely slim, suggesting a dry, pallid flower 
that had retained its perfeme, she had preserved her supple 
gracefulness, her delicate charm. In the bright sunlight her 
white hair seemed to recover some of its golden hue, the 
sovereign gold of youth. And Luc adored her still, as on the 
distant day when he had succoured her, setting in his love 
for her his love for the whole suffering people, for all tortured 
women; choosing her, indeed, as the most wretched, the 
most dolorous, in order that with her—should he save her— 
he might likewise save all the disinherited of the world whom 
shame and hunger were clutching at the throat. Even nowa- 
days it was religiously that he kissed her mutilated hand, the 
wound dealt by iniquitous labour, in the prison of the wage- 
system, from which his compassion and love for her had helped 
him to extricate the workers. He had not remained unfruitful 
in his mission of redemption and delivefance; he had felt the 
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need of woman, the necessity of being strong and complete 
in order to redeem his brothers. It was the mated couple, 
the fruitful spouse, that had &iven birth to the new people. 
When she had borne him children his work itself had begun 
to create, had become lasting. And on her side she likewise 
adored him, with the adoration of their first meeting, a flame 
of tender gratitude, a gift of her whole person, a passion and 
a desire for the infinite of love, whose inextinguishable flame 
age had not weakened. 

Sceurette, born the same year as Luce, her eighty-fifth 
birthday being near at hand, was the most active of the three 
women, on her feet, busy the whole day long. It had long 
seemed as if she had ceased to grow older. Small of frame, 
shrunken even, she had nevertheless been beautified by gentle 
age. So dark, so thin, so graceless in former times, she had 
become a delightful little old woman, a little white mouse, 
whose eyes were full of light. Long ago, in the distressing 
crisis of her love for Luc, amidst her grief at loving and re- 
maining unloved, her good brother Jordan had told her that 
she would become resigned, and would sacrifice her passion to 
the love of others. And each day she had indeed become 
more and more resigned, her renunciation proving at last a 
source of pure joy, a force of divine delight. She still loved 
Luc, she loved him in each of his children and grandchildren, 
with whom she had long assisted Josine. And she loved him 
with a deeper and deeper love, freed from all egotism, a 
chaste flame, that glowed with sisterly affection and motherli- 
ness. The delicate attentions, the discreet comforts which 
she had lavished on her brother, were now bestowed on her 
friend. She was always on the watch, in order to make his 
every hour delight. And all her happiness lay in that: to 
feel how greatly he himself was attached to her, to end almost 
a century of life in that passionate friendship, which was 
as sweet as love itself. 

Suzanne, now eight-and-eighty years of age, was the eldest, 
the most serious, the most venerable of the women. Slender 
of figure, she remained upright, showing a tender countenance, 
whose only charm, as in days before, rested in its expression 
of kindliness, indulgence, and sterling good sense. But now- 
adays she could scarcely walk, and her compassionate eyes 
alone expressed her craving to interest herself*in others and 
expend der strength in good work. Asa rule she remained 
seated near Luc, keefing him company, whilst Josine and 
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Se@urette quietly and attentively trotted around them. She, 
on her side, had loved Luc so tenderly in her sad younger 
days, loved him with a consdling love, of which she had 
long remained ignorant. She had given herself without 
knowing it amidst her dream of a hero whom she would 
have liked to encourage, assist with her affection. Andon 
the day when her heart had spoken, the hero was already 
in another’s arms, and only room for a friend remained at 
his hearth. She had been that friend for numerous years 
now, and had found perfect peace in the communion of heart 
and mind in which she had lived with the man who had 
become her brother. Doubtless, too, as in the case of 
Seurette, if that friendship proved so delightful, it was be- 
cause it had sprung from a brasier of love, and retained its 
eternal fire. 

Thus Luc, very aged, glorious, and handsome, lived his last 
days encompassed by the love of those three women, who also 
were very old, glorious, and beautiful. His eighty-five years had 
failed to bend his lofty figure, he remained healthy and strong, 
save for that stiffening of his legs which kept him at his 
window like a happy spectator of the city he had founded. 
His hair had not fallen from above his lofty, towering brow, 
it had simply whitened, surrounding his head with a great 
white mane, like that of some old, resting lion. And his 
last days were brightened and perfumed by the adoration 
with which Josine, Sceurette, and Suzanne surrounded him. 
He had loved all three of them, and still loved them with 
that vast love of his, whence flowed so much desire, so 
much brotherliness and kihdness. But signs appeared. As 
with Jordan, no doubt, the work being done, Luc was soon 
to die. Somnolence came over him, like a foretaste of the 
well-earned repose whose advent he awaited with joyous 
serenity. It was with good spirits that he saw death 
approaching, for he knew it to be necessary and gentle, and 
he had no need of any mendacious promise of a heaven in order 
to accept it with a brave heart. Heaven henceforth was 
set upon the earth, where the greatest possible sum of truth 
and justice realised the ideal, the entirety of human happiness. 
Each being remained immortal in the generations born of 
him, tke torrent of love was increased by each fresh love 
that came intd being, and rolled and rolled along, assuring 
eternity to all who had lived, loved, and created. And Luc 
knew that, although he might die, he would continually be 


WORK 4QI 


born anew in the innumerable men whose lives he had de- 
sired to see improved, more fortunate. That was the only 
certainty of survival, and it brought him delightful peace. 
He had loved others so much, and had expended his strength 
so much for the relief of their wretchedness, that he found 
reward and beatitude in falling asleep in them, in profiting 
himself by his work in the bosom of generations which would 
ever become happier and happier. 

Anxious though they felt at seeing him thus gently sink- 
ing, Josine, Sceurette, and Suzanne did not wish to be sad. 
They opened the windows every morning in order that the 
sun might enter freely, they decorated and perfumed the room 
with flowers, huge nosegays possessing all the brightness and 
aroma of youth. And knowing how attached Luc was to 
children, they surrounded him with a joyous party of little 
lads and lassies, whose fair and dark heads were like other 
nosegays—the flowery to-morrow, the strength and beauty of 
the years to come. And when all those little folk were 
present, laughing and playing around his arm-chair, Luc 
smiled at them tenderly and watched their play with an air 
of amusement, enraptured at heart at departing amidst such 
pure delight, such living hope. 

Now, on the day when death, very just and very good, was 
to come upon Luc with the twilight, the three women, who 
divined its approach by the expression in the clear eyes of the 
grand old man, sent for his great-grandchildren, the very 
little ones, those who would set the most childhood, the most 
future promise around him in his last moments. And these 
children brought others, playmates ‘nd so forth, some of them 
their elders, and all of them descendants of the workers by 
whose solidarity and exertion La Crécherie had formerly been 
founded. It was a charming spectacle, that sunlit room full 
of children and roses, and the hero, the old lion with the white 
mane, still cheerfully and lovingly taking an interest in the 
little ones. He recognised them all, named them, and ques- 
tioned them. 

A tall lad of eighteen, Francois, the son of Hippolyte 
Mitaine and Laure Fauchard, strove to restrain his tears as 
he looked at him. 

‘Come and shake hands with me, my handsgme Frangois,’ 
said Luc. ‘ You must not be sad, you see how cheerful we all 
are. And bea goodman. You have grown taller lately, you 
will make a superb sweetheart for some charming girl.’ 
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Then came the turn of two girls of fifteen, Amélie, the 
daughter of Alexandre Feuillat and Clémentine Bourron, and 
Simonne, the daughter of Adblphe Laboque and Germaine 
Xvonnot. ‘Ah! you at least are gay, my pretty ones,’ said 
‘Luc, ‘and it is right that you should be so. Come and let 
me kiss you on your fresh cheeks, and be always gay and 
beautiful, for therein lies happiness.’ 

Then he only recognised his own descendants, whose 
number was destined to multiply without cessation. Two 
of his grandchildren were present, a granddaughter aged 
eighteen, Alice, who had sprung from Charles Froment and 
Claudine Bonnaire, and a grandson of sixteen, Richard, who 
had sprung from Jules Froment and Céline Lenfant. Only 
the unmarried grandchildren had been invited, for the room 
could not have held the married ones with their wives and 
families. And Luc laughed yet more tenderly as he called 
Alice and Richard to him. ‘ My fair Alice,’ said he, ‘you are 
of an age to marry now. Choose a lad who is joyous and 
healthy like yourself. Ah! is it done already? Then love 
one another well, and may your children be as healthy and 
joyous as you are.—And you Richard, my big fellow, you are 
about to begin your apprenticeship as a bootmaker, I hear, 
and you also have a perfect passion for music. Well, work 
and sing, and be a genius! ’ 

But at this moment he was surrounded by a stream of 
little ones. Three boys and a girl, all of them his grand- 
children, tried to climb upon his knees. He began by taking 
the eldest, a boy of seven, Georges, the son of a pair of 
cousins, Maurice Morfainsand Berthe Jollivet, Maurice being 
the son of Raymond Morfain and Thérése Froment, whilst 
Berthe was one of the daughters of André Jollivet and Pauline 
Froment. 

‘Ah! my dear little Georges, the dear little grandson of 
my two daughters—Thérése the brunette, and Pauline the 
blonde. Your eyes used to be like my Pauline’s, but now 
they are becoming like those of my Thérése. And your 
fresh and laughing mouth, whose is that? Is it Thérése’s 
or Pauline’s? Give me a good kiss, a good kiss, my dear 
little Georges, so that you may remember me for a long, long 
time.’ 

Then camé the turn of Grégoire Bonnaire, who was barely 
five years old. He was the son of Félicien Bonmaire and 
Héléne Jollivet ; Félicien having spring from Séverin Bon- 
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naire and Léonie Gourier, and Héléne being the daughter of 
André Jollivet and Pauline Froment. 

‘Another of my Pauline’sglittle men!’ said Luc. ‘Eh, 
my little Grégoire, isn’t grandmamma Pauline very kind, 
hasn’t she always plenty of nice things in her hands? And 
you love me, too, your great-grandpapa, don’t you, Grégoire ? 
And you will always wish to be good and handsome when you 
remember me, eh? Kiss me, give me a good kiss.’ 

By way of conclusion he took up the two others, Clément 
and Luce, brother and sister, one on his right and the other 
on his left knee. Clément was five and Luce two years old. 
They were the children of Ludovic Boisgelin and Mariette 
Froment. But at the thought of Ludovic and Mariette a host 
of memories arose, for he was the son of Paul Boisgelin and 
Antoinette Bonnaire, and she, the daughter of Hilaire Fro- 
ment and Colette, the eldest child of Nanet and Nise. The 
Delaveaus, the Boisgelins, the Bonnaires mingling with the 
Froments, were born anew in those pure brows, that light 
and curly hair. 

‘Come, little Clément, come little Luce, my pets,’ said 
Lue. ‘If you only knewall that I recognise, all that I read in 
the depths of your bright eyes. You are already very good 
and strong, little Clément, I know it well, for grandfather 
Hilaire has told me, and is well pleased to hear you always 
laughing! And you, little Luce, my little mite who can 
scarcely talk, one knows that you are a brave little girl, for 
you never cry, but gaily stretch your chubby little hands to- 
wards the good sun. You also must kiss me, my beautiful 
well-loved children, the best of mygelf, all my strength and all 
my hope!’ 

The others had drawn near, and he would have liked to 
have had arms long enough to embrace and press every one of 
them to his heart. It was to them that he confided the 
future, that he bequeathed his work as to new forces which 
would ever enlarge it. He had always relied on the children, 
the future generations, to complete the work of happiness. 
And those dear children who had sprung from him and by 
whom he was so lovingly surrounded in the serene peaceful- 
ness of his last hour, what a testament of justice, truth, and 
kindness he left them, and with what intense passion he ap- 

ointed them the executors of his will, his dream of humanity 
reed more and more, and dwelling together in happiness ! 

‘Go, go, my dearthildren! Be good, very good, and very 
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just with one another! Remember that you all kissed me to- 
day; and always love me well, and love each other well also! 
You will know everything sh day, you will do as we have 
done, and it will be for your children to do as youdo. Let 
there be plenty of work, plenty of life, and plenty of love ! 
Meantime, my dear children, go and play, and keep full of 
health and gaiety !’ 

Josine, Sceurette, and Suzanne then wished to send the 
joyous band home, for fear of a noise, as they could see that 
Luc was growing weaker and weaker. But he would not 
consent to this—he desired that the children might remain 
near him, in order that he might gently depart amidst the 
joyous sounds of their laughter. It was then arranged that 
they should play in the garden under his window. He 
could thus hear and see them, and felt well pleased. 

The sun—a great summer sun which made the whole 
town resplendent—was already sinking on the horizon. It 
gilded the room as with a glory, and Luc, seated in his arm- 
chair amidst that splendour, long remained silent, gazing the 
while far away. Josine and Sceurette, silent like himself, 
came and leant one on his right, the other on his left, whilst 
Suzanne, seated close by, appeared to be sharing his dream. 
At last, in a voice which seemed to become more and more 
distant, he slowly said: ‘Yes, our town is yonder. Regene- 
rated Beauclair scintillates in the pure atmosphere, and I 
know that the neighbouring towns—Brias, Magnolles, For- 
merie, and Saint-Cron—have followed us, won over by our 
example to the cause of all-powerful happiness. But what is 
becoming of the world beyond the horizon, on the other side 
of the Bleuse Mountains, and beyond the great dim plain of La 
Roumagne—what point have the provinces and nations 
reached in the long struggle, the difficult and bloody march 
towards the happy city?’ 

Again he became silent, full of thought. He was aware 
that the evolution was in progress everywhere, spreading 
each hour with increasing speed. From the towns the 
movement had gained the provinces, then the whole nation, 
and then the neighbouring nations; and there were no more 
frontiers, no more insurmountable mountains and oceans— 
deliverance flew from continent to continent, sweeping away 
governments ape religions and uniting races. However, 
things did not on all sides take the same course, Whilst 
the evolution, in the form of a slow advance towards the 


conquest of every liberty, had progressed at Beauclair without 
too much battling, thanks to the experiment of association 
made there, on other sides it yas revolution which had broken 
out, and blood had flowed ‘amidst massacre and conflag- 
ration. No two neighbouring states indeed had taken the 
same road; it was after following the most varied and con- 
trary paths that the nations were to meet at last in one 
and the same fraternal city, the metropolis of the human 
federation. 

And Luc, as in a dream, repeated in his failing voice: 
‘Ah! I should like to know—yes, before quitting my work I 
should like to know how far the great task has now advanced. 
I should sleep better ; I should carry yet more certainty and 
hope away with me.’ 

Silence fell again. Josine, Sceurette, and Suzanne, very 
old, very beautiful, and very good, were, like himself, still 
dreaming, with their glances wandering afar. 

It was at last Josine who began: ‘I have heard of things— 
a traveller told them me,’ she said. ‘In one great Republic 
the Collectivists became the masters of power. For years 
they had waged the most desperate of political battles in 
order to gain possession of the legislature and the govern- 
ment. And as they were unable to do so in legal fashion, 
they had recourse to a coup d’état when they felt strong 
enough for one, and certain of substantial support among 
the nation. On the morrow, by laws and decrees, they put 
their entire programme into force. Expropriation en masse 
began, all private wealth became the wealth of the nation, 
all the instruments of work reverted to the workers. No 
landowners, nor capitalists, nor employers were left; the 
State reigned alone, master of everything, both landowner 
and capitalist and employer, regulator ‘and distributor of 
social life. But, of course, that tremendous shock, those 
sudden radical changes, could not take place without terrible 
troubles arising. The classes would not allow themselves 
to be dispossessed even of property they had stolen, and 
there were frightful outbreaks on all sides. Landowners 
preferred to get killed on the threshold of their estates. Other 
people destroyed their property, flooded mines, broke up rail- 
roads, annihilated factories and goods, whilst capitalists burnt 
their scrip and flung their gold into the sea.  Certaiz houses 
had to pe besieged, whole towns had to be taken by assault. 
That frightful civil war lasted for years, and the pavements 
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of the towns became red with blood, whilst the rivers still and 
ever carried corpses to the ocean. Then the sovereign State 
experienced all sorts of difficulfes in getting the new order of 
things to work smoothly. An hour’s work became the standard 
of value, exchanges being facilitated by a system of vouchers. 
At first a statistical commission was established to watch 
over production and distribute products in accordance with 
each person’s amount of work. Then other controlling offices 
were found necessary, and little by little an intricate organi- 
sation grew up, impeding the working of the new social 
system. People fell into a kind of regimentation and barrack 
life; never had men been penned up in smaller com- 
partments. And yet evolution was taking place, even this 
was a step towards justice; for work rose to honour once 
more, and wealth was each day divided with more equity. 
At the end, assuredly, there lay the disappearance of the 
wage-system and of capital—the suppression of trade and 
money. And I have been told that this Collectivist State, 
ravaged by so many catastrophes, deluged with so much 
blood, is to-day entering the sphere of peace, coming at last 
to the fraternal solidarity of the free, working nations.’ 
Josine ceased speaking, and again relapsed into a mute 
contemplation of the great horizon. But Luc gently replied : 
‘Yes, that was one of the bloody paths, one of those which I 
would not follow. But now, what matters it, since it has 
led them to the same unity, the same harmony as our own ?’ 
Then Sceurette, still gazing far away, as if exploring 
the world behind the gigantic promontories of the Bleuse 
Mountains, in her turn took up the tale: ‘I also heard a 
story—some eye-witnesses told me these frightful things. 
They happened in a vast neighbouring empire where the 
Anarchists by means of bombs and shrapnel succeeded in 
blowiug up the old social framework. The people had guf- 
fered so dreadfully that they ended by leaguing themselves 
with the Anarchists in order to complete the liberating work 
of destruction, and sweep away the last crumbs of the rotten 
world. For a long time the cities flared like torches in the 
night, amidst the howling of the old butchers of the people, 
who in their turn were now being slaughtered, and who did 
not wish to die. And this was the prophesied deluge of 
blood,‘the fru'tful necessity of which had long been foretold 
by the prophets of Anarchy. Afterwards the new times 
began. The cry was no longer: ‘Te each according to his 
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work,’ but: ‘To each according to his needs.’ Man had a 
right to life, lodging, clothing, and daily bread. So all the 
wealth was heaped together nd divided, people only being 
rationed when there was a lack of abundance. But with all 
mankind at work, and nature exploited scientifically and 
methodically, there must come incalculable produce, an 
immense fortune, sufficient to satisfy the appetites of all. 
When the thieving and parasitic society of olden time had 
disappeared, together with money, the source of all crimes, and 
the savage laws of restriction and repression which had been 
the sources of every iniquity, peace would reign in the Liber- 
tarian community, in which the happiness of each would be 
derived from the happiness of all. And there was to be no 
more authority of any kind, no more laws, no more govern- 
ment. If the Anarchists had accepted iron and fire as their in- 
struments, believing in the sanguinary necessity of extermina- 
tion as a first step, it was because they were convinced that they 
could not utterly destroy monarchical and religious atavism, 
and for ever crush the last surviving germs of authority, unless 
the ancient sore should be thus brutally cauterised. In order 
that one might not be caught in the toils again it was neces- 
sary to sever every living link with a past of error and 
despotism. All politics were evil and poisonous, because 
they were fatally compounded of compromises and bargains, 
in which the disinherited were duped. And the lofty, pure 
dream of Anarchy had sought realisation when the old world 
had been ruined and swept away. That dream was the 
broadest and the most ideal conception of a just and peaceful 
human race, man free in a free state of society, and each man 
delivered from every hindrance and shackle, living in the full 
enjoyment of all his senses and faculties, fully exercising his 
right to live and to be happy through his share in the pos- 
session of all the wealth of the earth. But then, Anarchy had 

adually become merged into the Communist evolution, for 
in reality it was only a form of political negaffn, and simply 
differed from other kinds of socialism by its détermination to 
throw everything down before building up afresh. It accepted 
association, the constitution of free groups living by ex- 
changes, constantly circulating, expending their strength and 
reconstituting themselves, like the very blood of the human 
body; and thus the great empire where it triamphed amidst 
massacre and conflagration, has now joined the other freed 
nations in the univer®l federation,’ 

KK 
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Sceurette ceased speaking and remained motionless and 
dreamy, with her elbow resting on the back of Luc’s arm- 
chair. He, whose voice was tl'ickening, slowly said: ‘ Yes, 
the Anarchists, after the Collectivists, were bound to follow 
the disciples of Fourier on the last day on reaching the 
threshold of the promised land. If the roads were different, 
the goal remained identical.’ And after thinking a while he 
resumed: ‘ Yet, how many tears, how much blood, how many 
abominable wars there have been in order to win that 
fraternal peace which all equally desired! How many cen- 
turies of fratricidal slaughter have followed one after the 
other when the question was simply whether one ought to 
turn to right or left in order to reach happiness more 
quickly !’ 

Then Suzanne, who hitherto had remained silent, and 
whose eyes also had been wandering beyond the horizon, at 
last spoke in a voice which quivered with compassion: ‘Ah! 
the last war, the last battle! It was so frightful that when it 
was over men for ever destroyed their swords and their 
guns. It took place during the earlier stage of the great 
social crises which have renewed the world, and I was told 
of it by men who had well nigh lost their senses amidst 
that supreme shock of the nations. In that crisis which 
distracted them, whilst they were pregnant with the future, 
one-half of Europe rushed upon the other half, and other con- 
tinents followed them, and fleets of ships battled on all the 
oceans for dominion over water and earth. Not a single 
nation was able to remain apart, in a state of neutrality, they 
all dragged one another forward ; and two immense armies 
entered into line, glowing with hereditary fury, and resolved 
upon exterminating one another, as if out of every two men 
there was one too many in the empty, barren fields. And 
the two huge armies of hostile brothers met in the centre of 
Europe, on some vast plains where millions of beings had 
space to murder one another. Over leagues and leagues did 
the troops deploy, followed by reinforcements; such a torrent 
of men, indeed, that the battle lasted fora month. Tach day 
that dawned there still remained human flesh for bullets and 
shells. The combatants did not even take time to remove 
their dead ; the piles of corpses formed walls, behind which 
new regiments ever advanced in order to get killed. And 
night did not stay the battle, men murdered one another in 
the darkness. Each time that the sun ‘arose it illumined yet 
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larger pools of blood, a field of carnage where death in his 
horrible harvesting piled the gorpses of the soldiers in loftier 
and loftier ricks. And on all*sides there was lightning, entire 
army corps disappeared amidst a clap of thunder. It was not 
necessary that the combatants should draw near or even see 
each other, their guns carried long miles, and threw shells 
which in exploding swept acres of ground bare, and asphyxiated 
and poisoned all around. Balloons also threw bombs from 
the very heavens, setting towns ablaze as they passed. Science 
had invented explosives and murderous engines which carried 
death over prodigious distances, and annihilated a whole com- 
munity as suddenly as an earthquake might have done. And 
what a monstrous massacre showed forth on the last evening 
of that gigantic battle! Never before had such a huge 
human sacrifice smoked beneath the heavens! More than a 
million men lay there in the great ravaged fields, alongside 
the watercourses, across the meadows. One could walk for 
hours and hours, and one ever met a yet larger harvest of 
slaughtered soldiers, who lay there with their eyes wide open, 
and their black mouths agape, as if to cry aloud that man- 
kind was mad! And that was the last battle, to such a 
degree did horror freeze every heart when men awakened 
from that frightful intoxication, born of greed for dominion, 
lust for power; whilst the conviction came to all that war 
was no longer possible, since science in its almightiness was 
destined to be the sovereign creator of life, and not the artisan 
of destruction.’ 

Then Suzanne in her turn relapsed into silence, quivering 
the while, but with bright eyes, rafiant indeed with the peace 
of the future. And Luc, whose voice was becoming a mere 
breath, concluded : ‘ Yes, war is dead, the supreme étape has 
been reached, the brotherly kiss comes after the long, 
rough, dolorous journey. And my day is over, I can now go 
to sleep.’ 

He spoke no more. That last minute was august and 
sweet. Josine, Sceurette, and Suzanne did not stir, but 
waited, exempt from sadness, full indeed of tender fervour in 
that calm room, gay with flowers and sunshine. Under the 
window the joyous children were still playing—one could 
hear the shrill cries of the very little ones, and the laughter 
of their elders, all the mirth of the future oh the march to 
broadersand broader joys. And then there was the friendly sun 
resplendent on the horizon, the sun, the fertiliser, the father, 
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whose creative force had been captured and domesticated. 
And under the flaring of its rays of glory appeared the 
littering roofs of triumphant Beauclair, the busy hive where 
y a just apportionment of this world’s riches regenerated 
work now only created happy folk. And yet again beyond 
La Roumagne, and on the other side of the Bleuse Mountains, 
there was the coming federation of the peoples, the one sole 
brotherly nation, mankind at last fulfilling its destiny of 
truth and justice and peace. 

Then, for the last time, Luc gazed around hin, his glance 
embracing the town, the horizon, the whole earth, where the 
evolution which he had started was progressing, and drawing 
nigh to completion. The work was done, the city was 
founded. And Luc expired, entered into the torrent of uni- 
versal love and of everlasting life. 


THE END. 
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Tne Golden Butterfly, hindsom !) cr in new tupe ona lu, orvn bay ond toeun oin cl ath 
extra, 6s each and POPUI AR 1 DiTIoN> of The Golden Butterfly :. 1 The Orange Girl, 
medium 8vo, 6¢ each andof All Sorts and Conditions of Men,nic tum & 67 litho 


Besant (Sir Walter), Novels b 


e 
Crown 8vo cloth extra 35 od each post Svo A lene boirl os erh clothhup os 6¢ each, 
All Borte and Conditions of Man. With 12 Mustritions ly PREG Pvkya 
ns’ Room,&c With} rontispiece by ] J WHIT 
Allin a Garden Fair. With 6 Illustrations by HARRY POENIS 
Forster. ith Frontispiece by CHARI FS GREEN 
Uncle Jack, and other Stories 1 Children of Gibaon. 
The World Went Wery Well Then. With r2 INusirat ons by A Lott stirrer 
Herr Paulus: His Rise his Greatness and his Fall | The Bell of St. Paul's, 
Yor Fafth and Freedom. With lustrations by A TORTSIIFR ind} Wappy 
To Gall Her Mine, &c Wath Illustrations by A FORSTER 
The Holy Rose,&c Withtrontispccety F BaP aip 
Armorei of Lyonesse: A Roman eof Today With z2 Mustrations by F BARNATD 
#t. Katherine's by the Tower. With 12 Iustra tons by © GREEN 
Werbena Cameliia Stephanotis, && With aI rontiygtece ly GORDON BROWSE, 


The ly Gate. | The Rebel Queen. 
ys and tné Dreams of Avarice. wuss: Ilustranensby WOW Hy pe 
n’s Orders, &c With rcomtspiecety A Forisiri  { The Revolé of Man, 


The Master Craftsman. | The City of Refuge. 
Crown 8vo cloth 3¢ €7 ea h 
& Fountain Sealed. With alicutijicce | The Changeling 
Crownésve cloth gilttop 6s each 
The Grange Gir! With & Iiustrations by 1 PEGRA | The Fourth Generation. 
The Charm, ani other Drawing room Plays By Sir WAITER BESANI and WAI1ER H POLLOCK 
With so Illustrations by CHRIS HAMMOND and JUIP ( OOUMAN Crown 8vo cloth gilt edges 65. 
or blue cloth to range with the Uniferm I dition of Sir WAITER BESANIS Novels 3° 6? 


Fifty Years Ago. With 144 Tiluctrations = Crown 8v0 cloth 35 6a 
The Bulogy of Richard Jefferies. With I ortriit Crown 80 cloth 6s 
London. ith r25 Mlustrations Demy 8vo, clath 7° 67 
Westminster. Withan J tched }) ronispecety F S WaAarkik RF and 130 Iilustrations hy 
WiITTIAM PATIIN and others Lili APY Liition, demy ov) cloth geitc and gilt top, 28s, 
Porur AR CdL11i0ON demy 8vo cloth -s 67 
South London. Withan Ftched Frontispiece by F S WATKIR RI, and 118 Mlustrations, 
Demy £¥o, cloth gilt top, s8s 
Sagt London. With an Etched Frontispiece by T. S WALKER and ss Llustrations by PHIL 
MAY, I RAVEN HILT and Jos Pu PI NNELL «Demy 8vo cloth, 18% 
mt The City of Herod and Saladin «By WAT TER BESANT and kt IT PALM Ak. Fourth 
Edition With a sew Chapter, a Map ands Iinstrations Sm. deiny 8vo, cloth, 75 6st, 
Sir Richard Whittington. With I contispiece Crown 8vo artiinen, yw 6a, 
Gaspard de Goligny. Witha Portrait Crownyo art linen, 36 64 


“Bockstein 


Bindloss (Harold).—Ainslie’s Ju-Ju: A Romance of the Hinterland, 
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Blackburn’s (Henry) Art Handbooks. 


wg gf tits 
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£ IN DUS, Publishers, ue ‘Sic -Martia’ B beta: Londen Wee's ae 


eid, Lord. By T. P. O'Cownor, M.P. Cr. 8vo, cloth, sn |<" 
as Seven, and other German 


(Ludwig). ).—As Pretty : 
Stories. With Aduitional Tales by the Brothers GRIMM, and 98 Ifustrations by RICHTER, Square = 


Bvo, cloth extra, 6s. 67.; gilt edges, a 6d. 


Me mm en ek me ne eee eR sn See seen tree tern we eee saree 


Bellew (Frank). —The Art of musing: A Collection of Graceful 


Arts, Gauies, Tricks, Puzzles, and Charades. With 300 Ilustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6a, , 





ein et ne ree ot eee 


Bennett (W. C., LL.D.).—Songs 1 for Sa Sailors. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 2s 





Bewick (Thomas) and his is Pupils. By Austin Dosson. With Se 


Illustrations, Square 81 8vo, ¢ cloth bextra, 35. bd, 





ee en alee a Acer ee 


Bierce (Ambrose).—In the Midst of Life: ‘Tales of Soldiers and 


_Civilians, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6”. : post 8vo, illustrated boards, os. 


Bill N Nye’s C Comic | History of the United States. With 146 Hlus- 


trations by F. OPPER. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6c. 











Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


renown sae 








Academy Notes, 1901. (May. } Grosvenor Notes, Vcl. II., 1888-90. With 

Acadeny. rece treat beeing Compete fi 230 Hlustrations. Demy svo cloth, 35 
One Vol., with 600 Miustrations ath, 6s. 

Aznagmy Mater, sa00:88 “coin | THEM. Oplary, 2088 2808, Wh x 

Academy Notes, 1895 99. Complete in English Pictures at the National Gallery, 
One Vol ,with 800 Hlustrations, Cloth, (s. With rq Tlustrations, 1s. 

Grosvenor Notes, Vl. [., 1877-82. \Wuh | Old Masters at the National Gallery. 
300 Illustrations, Demy Bva, cloth 6s. With 228 Hlustrations. 16, 67, 

Grosvenor Notes,Vol. 11., 1883-87, With | Illustrated Catalogue to the National 
300 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6s, Gallery. With 242 Hlusts, Demy Svo, cloth, 3s 

TNustrated Catalogue of t of the Paris Salon, 1901. With 400 lusts. _Demy 8vo, 35. { Ma). 


Bodkin (M. McD., Q.C.).—Dora Myrl, the Lady Detective. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 36. ¢ 6d. ty hee 


Bourget (Paul).—A_ Living Lie. Translated by JouN DE VILLIERS. | 


With special Preface for the English Ldition. Cruwn 8vo, cloth, 38. 6d. 


pone Se ened 
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Bourne (H. R. Fox), Books by. 


English Merchants: Memoirs in Mlustration of the Progress of British Commerce, With 32 Illus- 
trations, Crown 8vo, cloth, 36. 677. 

English Newspapers: Chapters in the History of Journalism. Two Vols., demy Bvo, cloth, 25s, 

The Other Side of the Emin Pasha Relief xpedition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 


Boyle (Frederick), ick), Works by. Post 8vo, illustrated bds., 2s. each. 


hronicies of No-Man’ s Land. | "Gains Notes. | _!| Savage Life. 





Brand (John). — Observations on Popular A Antiquities; chi : chiefly. 
iMustrating the Ongin of our Vulgar Customs, Ceremonies, and Superstitions. With the Additions of Sir 
HENRY Ft. Is. Crown Bvo, cloth, ac. Oud, 


Brays 
e, Crown n Bvoy cloth, 3s: 67, 
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CO RETR HOOT at ntl 


Brewer (Rev. Dr.), Works by. 


The Reader's Handbook of Famous Names in Fiction, Allusions, References, 
Proverbs, Plots, Stories, and Poams. Together with an ENGLISH AND AMERICAN 
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haw (J. Dodsworth).—Slum Silhouettes: Stories of Londom. —. 
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BIBLIOGRAPHY, and a List OF THE AUTHORS AND DAIES OF DRAMAS AND OPERAS. A S77 


New Edition, Revised and Lnlarged, Crown 8vo, cloth 7s 6a. 


_A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitaitive, Realistic, and Dogmatic. Crown Bv0, cloth, 3, Gi, ae 


ar aege am )) + 


Brewster (Sir David), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 4s. 6d. each. 


More Worlds than One: Creed of the Philosopher and Hope of the Christian. With Plates. 
The Martyrs of Science: GALILEO, TYCHO BRAHF, and KEPLER. With Portraits. 
Letters on Nal Natural Magic. With numerous | Ilustrations. has, 


Brillat-Savarin.— Gastronomy as a Fine Art. “Translated by by. 
R, E. ANDERSON, M.A. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 





rt 
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Bryden (Hi. A.).—An Exiled Scot: A Romanc@, With a Freatis-: ' ‘g 


a Diece, | by }S . CROMPTON, R.I. Csown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
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Brydges, | (Harold).—Uncle Sam at Home, With Tijustretions,. BC 
z od, 


, iustrated hoards, cs. j cloth mp, as, 64; 


2 








i . : Bows : 7 
‘Buchanan (Rebert), Novels, &c., by. 2 + A 
Coonan eo. lore tea, 6¢ each, post Sro, illustrated boards, as sach 
of the Bword. 7 Love Me for Ewer. With rrontitpiece 
qiare. With Frontispiece fnnan Water. | poxflove Mignor. 
an. With 11 Ilustrations by | (fhe New Abelard. | Rache] Dene. 
apd uo Matt: A Story of 1Cariwen Wh Frontispiece, 


om of With | The Master of the Mine. With kronuspliece, 
Frontisprece by A VS). COOPER The Heir of Linne. | Woman and the lean, 


Red and White Heather. Crown 80 clothestra 35 6: 








Yhne Wandering Jew: a Christmas Carol Crown 8vo cloth 65 








Zhe Chariatan. By ROFFRT BUCHANAN ind HINRY MURRAY Crown &vo, cloth, with @ 
Frontispiece by T ROBINSON 35 6¢@ post 8vo picture boards 2s 


Andromeda: An Idyll of the Great River Crown 8vo cloth gilt top 6s 
Burton (Robert).—The Anatomy of Melancholy. With Transla- 


of the Quotations Demy 8vo cloth extra 75 67 
Melancholy Anatomised: An Abn lgment of BURIONS ANAIUMY Post 8vo half cl, a 67 


ee ee 


Caine (Hall), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s 6¢ each , post 
Bvo, illustrated boards 2s each cloth hmp as 62% each 
The Shadow of a Crime. | A Son of Hagar. | The Deemsater. 


Also LIBRARY LDI1I0NS of The Deamster ani The Shadow of a Crime, set in new type 
crown Svo, and bound umform with The Christian, ¢s ¢cich 11:1 (181 AP TOPUTAR LDITIONS of 
she Reeriasee The Shadow of a Crime, and A Son of Hagar, mediun 6v0 portrait cover, 

ea 


Cameron (Commander V. Lovett).—The Cruise of the ‘ Black 


Prince’ Pnvateer Post S\0 picture boards os 


Canada (Greater) : The Past, Present, and Future of the Canadian 
North West By E B OSBOKN BA WithaMap Crown 80 cloth wa 6d 


tain Coignet, Soldier of the Empire: An Autobiography. 
dited by I OREDAN LARCIIL’ ‘Translated by Mrs CAKL\ Wath x00 Iilustrations, Crown 8vo 


as 
ee ee 


Carlyle (Thomas).—On the Choice of Books. Post 8vo, cl, 18. 6d, 


Correspondence of Thomas Carlyle and R. W. Emerson, 1634-1872. Edited by 
Cc NORTON With Portraits ZIwovVols crown 80 cloth 24s 


Carruth (Hayden).—The Adventures of Jones. With 17 Illustrae « 
tions Feap So cloth es 
Chambers (Robert W.), Stories of Paris Life by. 


The King in Yellow. Crown 8vo cloth 35 6¢, fcap 8vo clothlmp 5 67 
In the Quarter. Icap 80 cloth 2s 6¢ 


Chapman’s (George), Works. Vol. I., Plays Complete, including the 
Dow 4, Ones —Vol II Poems and Minor Trinshitions with Issiy by A C SWINBURNF —Vol 
sas, Translations of the Ihad ind O lyssey Three Vols crown 8vo cl th 35 67% #1ch 


Chapple (J. Mitchell).—The Minor Chord: The Story of a Pnma 


na. Crown 810 cloth 3s 6d 


od 





Chaucer for Children: A Golden hey. By Mrs H R Hawais. With 
8 Colourcd Plates and 30 Woodcuts Crown gto cl thextra 3s 6d 


for Schools. With the Story of lus Times and his Worl = =By Mro HR WAWHIS 
A New Fedition, revised 9 Witha Frontispiece Demy dvo cloth as 6d 


LLL LLL TTT LTTE a 
Chess, The Laws and Practice of. With an Analysis of the Open- 
ings, By HOWARD STAUNTON Tdited by R B WORMALD Crown 8vo cloth ss 
The Minor Tactics of Chess: A Treitise on the Deplonnent of the Forces in obedience to Stra 
tegic Principle. By F K YOUNG and L © HOWELL I ong {cap 8vo cloth, 2s 
The Hastings Chess Tournament, Containing the Authored Account of the 30 Gatras 
layed Aug Sept, 189s With Annotations by PIT LSBURY LASKFR TAPRASCH ST HINITZ 
PCHIRVERS, TBICHMANN BARDFLPBEN BLACKBURNI GUNSBFPR( TINSLEY M 1sON an 
ALBIN , Mogrephocs! Sketches of the Chess Mastcrs and22 Portraits Ldited by H F CHESItiRg 
Cheaper Fdition Crown 8vo cloth ss 


Fen a nnereneenenenrsethensateeenetta yrmsnwnrrencnfemmn hye 
‘fare (Austin), Stories by. rr Ae 


4 Love of a Tass Post 8vo, Mu ed boards, as , cloth, es 64, ‘ 
Ky, te ise of the er: Tales and Skatches in Sourn irinediale Crov.n Bd cloth, 96 Ge é ™ 





& 
Cltye e (Mrs. Archer), Novels by. Post 8yo, illust. boards, 2s, 


Clodd d (Edward, FIRA.S).0Myths and Dreams. 
Coates (Anne os (Anne).—Rie’s Diary. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Cobban (J. Maclaren), Novels by. % 


The Cure of Souls. Post 8vo, IHlustrated boards, es 
The Red Bultan. Crown &vo, cloth extra, 35 6¢ , post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
The Burden of Isabel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35 6d 


Coleridge (M. E.). The Seven Sleepers of Ppnerue: Feap. 8vo, * 


pie led sy rf , cloth, 15 6¢ 
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Collins (John Churton, M.A.), Books by. 


Illastrations of Tennyson. Crown 8vo, clothextra, 6s 
Jonathan Swift. A Biographical and Critic Study Crown 8vo cloth extra, @s 


Collins (Mortimer and Frances), Novels “by. 
Crown 8vo cloth extra, 35 6d each, post 8vo, ill striated boards 2° each 
From Midnight to Midnight. | Blacksmith and Scholar. 
You Play me False. The Village Comedy. 


Post Svo, illustrated boards 2s cach 


ansmigratio | Sweet Anne Page. | Frances. 
a Fight | with Fortune, Sweet and Twenty. _ 


Collins (Wilkie), Novels by. 
Crown 8yo, cloth extri manv Illustrated, 3¢ 6¢ each pust 80, picture boards, 2s each; 
cloth lump, es 67% each 


+ Antonina. My Miscellanies. Jexzeabel’s Da 


*Basil. Armadale. The Black R " 
*Hide and Beek. Poor Miss Finch. Heart and Science. 
*The Woman in White. Miss or Mrs.? *I Say No.’ 

*The Moonstone. The New Magdalen. A Rogue's Life. 
*Man and Wife. The Frozen Deep. The Evil Genius. 
*The Dead Secret. The Law and the Lady. Little Novels. 

After Dark. The Two Destinies. The y of Cain, 
The Queen of Hearts. The Haunted Hotel. Blind Love. 

No Name. The Fallen Leaves. 


*y* Marked * have been reset in new type, in umform style 





POFULAK EDILIONS Medium &v0, 62 each cloth, sa each 

The Moonstone. | Antonina. | The Dead Secret. 
Medium 8vo 62 ea 

_The Woman in W! White. ! _ The New Magdalen. 


Colman’s (George) Humorous Works: ‘ Broad Grins,’ ‘ My Night. . 


gown and Slippers &c With Life and I rontispiece — Crown 8vo, cloth eatra, 38 6d. 


SSI WUN Sane Warr rea 
Colquhoun (M. J.).—Every Inth a Soldier. Crown 8vo, cloth, 


qs 62 post 8vo ilustrated boards os 


Colt-breaking, Hints on. By W.M HuTcHison, Cr 8vo,cl., 38, 6d, 
Compton (Herbert). —The Inimitable Mrs. Massingham: «@ 


Romance of Botany Biy Crown 8vo, cloth, gilttop 6s 
Convalescent Cookery. By CATHERINE Ryan _ Cr. 8vo, 15. ; cl., 15. 6G 
Cooper (Edward H.).—Geoffory ory Hamilton. Cr. 8yo, cloth, 3; 64, : 


Cornish (J. F.).—Sour Grapes: A Novel. Cr. 8vo, cloth, ee t , 
Cornwall.—Popular Romances of the West of England 

Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old Cormmwall Collected by ROBFRT HuNT, fee 

two vo Steel Pla Plates by y GEORGE CRUIKSHANA___ Cro Crown 8vo cloth 75 6d a 
Cotes (Vv. Cecil).—Two Girls on a Barge. With 44 Illustrations ~4 

I. H. TOWNSEND Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3° 6¢ post 8vo, cloth, as 6¢ j 


Craddock (C. Egbe rf), Stories by. 
vthasrned boats, e Great Smoky Mountains. Sees Svo, cloth, sr, Gd; page! +, 


His Vanished Btar. Grown 8vo, cloth, 3s 67 » 


Cram (Ralph Adams).—Black Spirits and White. Fcap, 
1 1% . 


















6 CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, 111 St. Martin’s Lane, London, W.C. 
Crellin (H. N.), Books by. 


Romances of the Old saree *W ith 28 lilustrations by S. L. Woop. Crown avo, cloth, 35. 64 
Tales of the Caliph. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 
The Nazarenes: A Drama. Crown Bro, 15, 


Crim (Matt.).—Adventures of a Fair Rebel. Crown 8vo, cloth 


extra, witha a Frontispiece by DAN. AN, BEARD, 35. Od. Git. 3 post; Rvo, iustrated boards, os. 


Crockett (S. R.) and others. — Tales of Our Coast. By S. R. 


CROCKETT, GILBERT PARKFR, HAROLD FREDERIC, ‘Q.,' and W, CLARK RUSSELL, Wath s 
Tiiustrations by FRANK BRANGWYN. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3°. od, 


Croker (Mrs. B. M.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 








each: post so, illustrated toards. os. each; cloth Hind; 23. G2. cach, 
Pretty Miss Neville. interference. Village Tales & Jungle 
Proper Pride. A Family Likeness, Tragedies. 
A Bird of Passage, A Third Person. The Real Lady Hilda. 
Diana Barrington. Mr. Jervis. Married or Single ? 


Two Masters. 


Crown 8:0, cloth extra, qr. Gad. e. each. 
Bome One Else. Miss Balmaine’'s Faet| Beyond the Pale, 
In the Kingdom of Kerry. | Jason,&c. Infatuation. 


*To Let,’ @a, Post §vo, picture boards, 25; clotn | hmp, 2s, 6.2, 
Terence. With 6 Ilustrations by” SIDNEY P PAGET. Crown Bvo, cloth, gilt top, Or. 
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Cruikshank’s Comic Almanack. Complete in Two SERIES: The 
FIRST, from 1835 to 1843; the SFCOND, from 1844 to.1853 A Gathenne of the Best Hutnour of 
THACKERA*’, HOOD, MAYHEW, ALBERT SMITH, A'BECKE 11, Roni kb BProtcH, Ac Wah 
humerous Steel Engravings and Woodcuts by GEORGL URUIKSH ANK, TINT. LANDELES, Ac. 
Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 7s. 6d. each. 

The Life of George Cruikshank. By BLANCHARD JERROLD. With 84 Ilustrations and a 
Bibliography. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 45. 62. 





Cumming (Cc. F. Gordon), Works by. ~ Large er. $vo, cloth, 6s, each. 
In the Hebrides. With an Autotype Frontiypnece and 23 Westrations 
In the eres and on the Indian Plains. Wit! 42 Ilustrations, 
Two Happy Years in Ceylon. With 23 Must: inons 
Via Cornwall! to Egypt. With a Photogravure | re mtismiece 


Cussans (John E.).—A Handbook of Heraldry; with Instructions 
for Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient MSo., &«. 1] ourth Laition, revised, with go8 Woodcuts 
_and 2 and 2 Coloured Plates. Crown 81 o, cl cloth eNtra, OS. 











Cyples (William). —Hearts of Gold. Crown $vo, cloth, 35. 6d, 
Daudet (Alphonse).—The Evangelist; ‘or, Port Salvation. Crown 


__ Svo, Goth extra, 35. 6d. ; pust Bvo, llustrated hoards, 2s. 


Davenant (Francis, M.A.).—Hints for Parents on the Choice of 


a Profession for r their Sons when Starting in Life Cc rown B8yo, € foth, Th. Gal 


Davidson (Hugh Coleman). —Mr. Sadler’s Daughters. | “With a 


F Frontispiece hy SLANTLY Woop, D, Crown 1 8vo, cloth ex cloth extra, was oF 


Davies (Dr. N. E. Yorke-), Works by. Cr. 8vo, 15. ea.; cl., 15, 64, ca. 


One Thousand Medical Maxims and Surgical Hints. 
hed Hints: A Mother's Guide m Health and Disease. 
Foods for the Fat: The Dietetic Cure of Corpulency and of Guat. 


Alds to Long Life. Crown Bvo, 2s ; cloth hiunp, os 6? 


Davies’ (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Collected and Edited, 


with Introduction and Notes, _ by Rev. A. B. GROSARI, D1). Two Vols, crown Bo, Cloth, 38 6d ea lh 


Dawson (Erasmus, M.B.).—The Fountain of Youth. Crown ve 
cloth extra, witl with Two Hlustrations by HUME NISBET, yf 6%. 
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De Guerin (Maurice), The Journal of. Edited by G. S. TreBUTIEN. 
With a Memoir by SAINTE-BEUVE. Translated from the coth French bdition by Jissiz P. FROMM: 
INGHAM. Feap. 8vo, half-bound, 25. 6d. 


De Maistre (Xavier).—A Journe ey ‘Round my Room. Translated 


by HENRY ATTWELL. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25. 


De Milie (James).—A Castie in Spain. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with 


a Frontispiece, 39. 6. 


Derby (The)- The Blue Ribbon of the Turf. With Brief Accounts 


of __of Tha Oaks. _By T.OUIS HAINRY CURZON. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6¢. 
Derwent | (Leith), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. 
Our Lady of Tears. { Circe’s Loveys. 


Dewar (T. R.).—A Ramble Round the Globe. With 220 Iilustra- 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6a 























CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, 111 St. Martin’s Lane, t.ondon, W.C. 9 


De Windt (Harry), Books by. 

Through the Gold-Fields of Alaska to Bering Straits. With Map and 33 full-page Illus- 
trations. Cheaper Issue. Deiny 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

True Tales of Travel and Adventyre. Crown Ovo, cloth, 3s. 64. 


Dickens (Charles), About England with. By ALrrep Rimmer, 


With 57 Hlustrations by C. A. VANDERHOOF and the AUTHOR. Square 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


Dictionaries. 

The Reader's Handbook of Famous Names in Fiction, Allusions, References, 
Proverbs, Plots, Stories, and Poems. Together with an ENGLISH AND AMERICAN 
BIBLIOGRAPHY and a List OF [HE ACTIIORS AND DATES OF DRAMAS AND OPERAS, By 
Rev. E. C. BREWER, LL.D A New Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Crown 8v0, cloth, 75. 67. 

A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative, Realhsttc, and Dogmatic. By the Rev. E. C. BREWER, 
i-L.D. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6, 

Familiar Short Sayings of Great Men. With Jlistorical and Explanatory Notes by SAMUELS. 
A. BENT, A.M. Crown &vo, Cloth extra, 75. 6¢/. 

The Slang Dictionary : !:tymological, Iistoncal, and Anecdotal. Crown 8vo, cloth, 65. 6. 

Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dictionary of Curious, Quant, and Uut-of-the-Way Matters. Ry 
ELIBZER EK DWARDS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s of. 

Dilke (Rt. Hon. Sir Charles, Bart., M.P.).—The British Empire. 

Crown &vo, buckram, 35. 6@. 

Dobson (Austin), Works by. 

Thomas Bewick and his Pupils. With 95 Tlustrations, Square 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62. 

Four Frenchwomen. Wut Four Portraits. Crown 8vo0, buckrain, gilt top, 65. 

Eighteenth Century Vignettes. IN THREE SERIFS. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. each. 

A Paladin of Philanthropy, and other Papers. With Illust. Cr &vo, buckcam, 6s. 
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Dobson (W. T.).—Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentricities. Post 
8vo, cloth Innp, 26. 602. 


Donovan (Dick), Detective Stories by. 


Post Svo, Wustrited boards, 25. each ; cloth limp, os. 6d@ each. 


The Man-Hunter. | Wanted! A Detective's Triumphs. 
Caught at Last. Tracked to Doom. In the Grip of the Law. 
Tracked and Taken. From Information Received. 
Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan? Link by Link. | Dark Deeds 
Buspicion Aroused. __|__ Riddles Read. 


Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 35. 64, each. post 8vo, Nlustrated boards, 25. each; cloth, 2s. od. each, 
The Man from Manchester. With 23 Illustrations, 
The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace. | The Chronicles of Michael Danevitch, 
Crown b8vo, Cloth, sr. od. each. 

The Records of Vincent Trill, of the Detective Service. | Tales of Terror, 

The Adventures of Tyler Tatlock, Private Detective. 

Deacon Brodie: or, Belind the Mask, (Strovt!y, 
Dowling (Richard).—Old Corcoran’s Money. Crown vo, cl., 35. 6:6. 


Doyle (A. Conan).—The Firm of Girdlestone. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. 





Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., with Portraits, 3s. 6d. per Vol, 
Ben Jonson's Works. With Notes, Critical and Explanatory, and a Btographical Memoir by 
WILLIAM GIEFFORD — Fdited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM, Three Vols, 
Chapman's Works. Three Vols. Vol TP contains the Phiys complete ; Vol. IT., Poems and Minor 
‘Translations, with an Fssay by A.C. SWINBURNE: Vol. ii » Trinslations of the Mhad and Odyssey, 
Marlowe’s Works. Jicded, with Notes, by Colonel CUNNINGIDAM. One Vol. 
Massinger's Plays. From GIFFORD'S Test. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. One Vol. 
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Crown 8yo, 








Dudgeon (R. E., M.D.).—The Prolongation of Life. 
= duckram, 36.6.0, Tee ey 
Duncan (Sara Jeannette: Mrs. Everarp Cores), Works by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6.2. each, 

A Social Departure. With rit Hlustrations by F. H. TOWNSEND. 

An American Girl in London. With & Illustrations by kk H ‘POWNST ND. 

The Simpie Adventures of a Memsahib, With 37 Hlustrations by F. H, TOWNSEND, 

Crown 8v0, cloth extra, 34, Ge. each, 
A Daughter of To-Day. | Vernon’s Aunt. With 47 Hlustranens by HAL HURST, 


Dutt (Romesh C.).—England and India: A Kecord of Progress 


during One Hundred Years, Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s, 


Early English Poets. Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, 
by Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.P. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 3s. 6@ per Volume. 
Fietcher’s |Giles) Complete Poems. “ne Vol. 
Davies’ (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Two Vols. 
Herrick's (Robert) Complete Collected Poems. Three \ ols, e 
Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works. Three Vol 





Edgcumbe (Sir E. R. Pearce).— Zephyrus: A Holiday in Brazil 
__ and on tle River Plate. With 4 Mlustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ss. 
Edwardes (Mrs. Annie), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust, bds., 2s. each, 
Archie Lovell. | _A Point of Honour. 
A Plaster Saint. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 67, 





& CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, 1 a St. Martin’ $s Lane, London, W Cu 
Edwards (Eliezer).-Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dictionary 


__of Curious, Quang, and Out-of-the-W Way Matters. Cheaper Edition, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. Gf. 
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Egan (1 (Pierce).—Life in London, With an Introduction by JouHn 
_CAMDEN N HOTTEN, and a Coloured Frontispiece. Sngall demny 8vo, cloth, 3s. 67. 
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Egerton ( (Rev. J. C., M.A.). — Sussex Folk and Sussex Ways. 


__ With Ine With Introduction iby Rev. Dr. H. WACE, and Four Illus trations. Crown vo, cloth eatra, ss. 


Eggleston (Edward). ).—Roxy : A Novel. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 25. 


Englishman (An) in Paris. Notes and Recollections during the 
__Reign of Louis Philippe and the Empire. Crown 8yo, cloth, qy_ 6:2. 











Englishman’s House, The: A Practical Guide for Selecting or Build- 
_inga! a House. House. By C. c. J. RICHARE RICHARDSON, Coloured ured Frontispiece and 534 Mlusts. Cr. &v 8vo, | cloth, 33. 6d. 


Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.), Works by. _ 


The Life and Times of Prince Char es Stuart, Count of Albany (THR YOUNG PRETENs 
‘ DER), With a Portrait Crown &vo, cloth extra, 75. 6a. 
Steries trom the State Papers. With Autotype Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 


Eyes, Our: How to Preserve Them. By Joun BrowninG. Cr. 8vo, 1s. 


Familiar Short Sayings of Great Men. By Samus Artuur Bent, 
A.M. Fifth _Fifth Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6.7. 


Faraday (Michael), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. Gd. each. 
The Chemical History of a Candle: Lectures dehveied before a Juvenile Audience. Edited 
by WILLIAM CROOKES, F.C.S. With numerous Illustrations. 
On the Various Forces of Nature, and their Relations to each other, Edited hy 
WILLIAM CROOKES, F.C.S. With Ilustrations. het aes, 


Farrer (J. Anson).—War: Three Essays. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. 6d. _ 
Fenn (G. Manville), Novels by. 


Crown &vo, cloth extra, qs. 62, each ; post vo, illustrated boards, 25. eac 


The New Mistress. | Witness to the Deed. | The Tiger Lily. | The "White Wirgin. 
Crown avo, cloth | 3s. 6.7. each. 




















A Woman Worth Winning., Double Cunning. The Story of Sasony Grace 
Cursed by a Fortune. A Fluttered Dovecote. The Man with a Shadow, 
The Case of Ailsa Gray. King of the Castle. One Maid's Mischief, 
Commodore Junk. The Master of tha Cere-| This Man's Wife. 

Black Blood. monies. ' In Jeopardy. 





Crown 8vo, cloth, git top, 65 each. 
The Bag of Diamonds, and Three Bits of Paste. 
A Crimson Crime. _ i _Running Amok. 
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Feuerheerd (H.).—The Gentleman’s Cellar; or, The Butler and 
Cellarman’s Guide. Fcap. vo, cloth, 1°. 


Fiction, A Catalogue of, with Descriptive Notices and Reviews of 


_over I NINE H HUNDRED NOVBALS, will ‘be sent free by Messrs. CHAT10 & WINDUS upon app ication, 


Fin-Bec.—The Cupboard Papers: Observations on the Art of Living 
and Dining. Post Svo, cloth limp, 23.600 

Firework-Making, The Complete Art of; or, ‘he Pyrotechnist's 
Treasury. By THOMAS KENTISH. With 267 Tilustrations. Crowi n eve, cloth, 35. 6d, 


First Book, My. By Wartrer Besant, James Payn, W. Crarx Rus- 


SELL, GRANT "AL ee HALT. CAINE, GEORGE R SIMS, RUDYARD KIPLING, A. CONAN DOYLE, 
M. E. BRADDON, F. W. RORINSON, H. RipeR HAGGARD, R. M, BALL ANI VSI I. /ANGWILL, 
MORLEY ROPERTS, D. CHRISTIF MURRAY, MARY CORFLLYI, J. HLROMP, Jou STRANGE 
WINTER, BRET HARTE, ‘().,’ RORERT BV CHANAN, and R. L. Sid cE NOON, With a Prefatory Story 
__ by JEROME K. JEROME, and ‘TBs Hustrations A New Edition, Small demy @vo, art linen, 36. Ge. 


Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by. 


Little Essays: Passages from the Letters of CHARLES LAME. Post 8vo, cloth, os. 6d, 
Fatal Zero. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. Gd. 3 post &vo, Mlustrated boards, 23, 











Post vo, iMustrated br irds, 25, each. 
Bella Donna. | The Lady of Brantome. | The Second Mrs. Tillotson. 
Polly. Never Forgotten. Seventy-five Brooke Street, 


__Sir Henry Irving: Twenty Years at the Lyceum. With Portrait. Crown Pvo, cloth, 1s. 6a. 


Flammarion (Camille), Works by. 
Po sear Astronomy’ A General Description of the Heavens, Translated b ry J. ELLARD GORE 
R.A.S. With Three Plates and 288 Hlastrations. Medhuim &yo, cloth, ros. 6 
Urania: A Romance. With 87 Hlustrations. Crown 8vo, rluth extra, ss. 


Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Complete Poenfs: Christ's Victorie in 


Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth, Christ’s Tnumph over Death, and Minor Pocms, With Notes by 
Rev. A, B. GROSART, D.D. Crown 8vo. cloth boards. 25. 6¢, 


CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, 111 St. Martin’s Lane, London, W.C. 9 


one: 
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orbes (Archibald).—The Life of Napoleon HI. With Photo- 


gravure Frontisplece and Thirty-six full-page Illustrations. Cheaper Issue. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6s. 








at 


Francillon (R. E.), Novels b 


e 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3.. mae ; Post Bvo, Mlustrated boa ds, 2s, each. 


One by One. | A Real Queen. | A Dog and his Shadow. 
Ropes of Sand. Illustrated. 





Rae ed 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
Queen Cophetua. {| Olympia. | Romances of the Law. | King or Knayve? 


Jack Doyle's Daughter. Crown 8vo, cloth, 38. 6d, 
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Frederic (Harold), Novels by. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 35, 6d. each; 


illustrated boards 2s. each. 
Seth's Brother's Wife. | The Lawton Girl. 
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French Literature, A History of. By Henry Van Laun, Three 


Vols., deiny 8vo, cloth buards, 22s. 67. 
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Fry’s (Herbert) Royal Guide to the London Charities, 1900-1. 


Edited by JOHN LANE. Published Annually. Crown gvo, cloth, 15. 6d. 
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Gardening Books. Post 8vo, 1s. each; cloth limp 1s, 6d. each. 
4S Year's Work in Garden and Greenhouse. By GrorGce GLENAY. 
Household Horticulture. By TowaniJANr JLRROLD. Mlustrated, 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. By loM JERROLD. 
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Gardner (Mrs. Alan).—Rifle and Spear with the Rajpoots: Being 


the Narrative of a Winter's Travel and Sport im Northern India. With numeruus Mlustrations by the 
Author and F. H. POWNSPEND. Demy gto, half-bound, ars. 
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Gaulot (Paul).—The Red Shirts: A Tale of ‘The Terror.” Trans- 


lated by JOHN DE VILUIERS. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6:2. 





a 





Gentleman’s Magazine, The. 1s. Monthly. Contains Stories, 


Aiticles upon Literature, Suence, Biography, and Art, and * Table Talk’ by SYLVANUS URBAN. 
Eek Bound Volumes for recent years keptin stock, 8s. 6d. each. Cases far breading, 25. each. 
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Gentleman’s Annual, The. Published Annually in November. 1s. 
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Gcrman Popular ‘Stories. Collected by the Brothers Grimm and 


Tienslated by IDGAR TAYLOR. With Introduction aos RUSKIN, and 22 Steel Plates after 
GLORGE CRUIKSHANK, Square 8vo, cloth, 65. 6/3 wilt edyves, 75. 6.7. 
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Gibbon (Chas.), Novels by. Cr. 8vo,cl., 3s. 6d. ea.; post 8vo, bds., 25, ea, 





Robin Gray. With Fronuspiece. guoving a Dream. | The Braes of Yarrow. 
The Golden Shaft. With Frontispiece. Of High Degree. 
Post 8vo, ulustrated boards, 2s, each. 
The Flower of the Forest. | A Hard Knot. i By Mead and Stream, 
The Dead Heart. ueen of the Meadow. Fancy Free. 
For Lack of Gold. n Pastures Green, In Honour Bound, 
What Willthe World Say? ;| In Love and War, Heart's Delight. 
For the King. A Heart's Problem. Blood-Money. 
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Gibney (Somerville).—Sentenced ! Crown 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6d. 
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Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays by. In Three Series, 2s. 6d, each. 


The FIRST SERIES contains The Wicked World—Pygmalion and Galatea~Charity~ The Princess—~ 
The Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury. _ 

The SECOND SERIES: Broken Hearts—Lnyaged—Sw eethearts—Gretchen—Dan'l Druce—Tom Cobb 
—~H.M.S, ‘ Pinafore '—The Sorcerer—- Phe Parattes of Penzance. 

The ‘THIRD SERLFS: Comedy and Tragedy—Foygyerty’s Fairy—Rosencrantz and Guildenstern — 
Patience—Priucess Ida--The Mikado~Ruddigore—1 he Yeomen of the Guurd—The Gondoliers-— 
The Mountebanks-— Utopia. 


Eight Original Comic Opéras written by W.S. GILBERT. In Two Serie pd Svo, cloth, 
25.6%, cach. The FIRST containmg: The Sorcerer—II.M.S, ‘Pingore'"—The Firates of Bi ~- 
Lolanthe—Patience—Princess Ida—The Mikado—Trial by Jury. 

The §2COND SFRIES containing: The Gondoliers—The Grand Duke—The Yeomen of the Guard 
HB Excellency—Utopia, Limited--Ruddigore—The Mountebanks—Haste to the Wedding. 

The Gilbert and Sulli@ah Birthday Book: Quotations for Every Day in the Year, selected 


from Plays by W, S. GILBERT set to Music by Sir A. SULLIVAN. Compiled hy ALEX. WATSON, 
Royal 16mo, Japanese leather, 2s. 62. 


any 
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10 CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, 111 St. Martin's Lane, London, W.c. 
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Gilbert (William). — James Duke, Costermonger. Post 8vo, 





_ __Mustrated boards, 2s. pp scart as 
Gissing (Algernon). —A Secret of the North Sea. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, gilttop, 6s, Bnet ices 














Glanville (Ernest), ), Novels. by. 
@ Crown bro, cloth eatra, 3s. 67. each; post &vo, Mustrated boards, o¢. each, 
The Lost Heiress: A Tale of Love, Battle, and Adventure. With Two Utastratinas by TE Nash Pe 
The Fossicker: A Komance of Mashonaland. With Two Hlustratwns by HUolE NISBES, 
A Fair Colonist. Witha Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD, 


The Golden Rock. With a Frontispiece by STANLLY Woon. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35.68, 

Kloof Yarns. Crown &vo cloth, 16. ov 

Tales from the VYeld. With Twelve Mustrations by M Nisaped | Crown @vo, cloth. a.6¢ 

Max 2 eEBbOns With 8 Ilustrations by J. S. CROMPTUX, RIL Large crown 80, clot, gilt 
top, 


Glenny (George).—A Year’s Work in Garden and Greenhouse: 


Practical Advice as tothe Management: ofthe Flower, butat, and } name Ge ude n. Post &00, 1s i cloth, 15. 6c, 


Godwin (William).— —Lives ¢ of t! the ‘Necromancers. Post 3vO, cl., 2s. 


Golden Treasury of Thought, The: AD eee of Quotations 


___from the Best Authors. ors. By THUPFODORE Pay. OR, ¢ rorwn Brn, clo th, 38. bat 





Goodman (E. J.).—The Fate te of ‘Herbert Wayne. Cr. Bvo, 35. Gd. 
Greeks and Romans, The Life of the, described from Antique 


Monuments. By ERNSY GUHL and W. Konek. Edited by Dr. FL IUSFI ER. Wath 545 Mlustras 
tions. Large crown 8vo, cloth h extra, 75. o.7, 


Grey (Sir George), _—The Romance of a Proconsul: “Being the 
Personal Life and Memoirs of Sir GEORGE GREY, K.C LB. By JAMES MIuNt. Wath Portrait. SLCOND 
EDITION. Crown 8+u, buckram, 65, 








Griffith (Cecil). —Corinthia Marazion: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth 


PRN Lah ns Re ee be Oe aoe eee nee 
Gunter (A. Clavering, Author of ‘Mr. Larnes of New York’ = 
A Florida Enchantment. Crown vo, cloth, 35.6% ee ae 
Habberton (John, Author of ‘ Helen's Babies \, Novels by. 
Post Svo, cloth hip, 26 67 each, 
Brueton’s Bayou. _.__. !__ Country Luck. Sa eee 


Hair, The: Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease. Trans- 
Jated from the German of {Dr J. PINCUS Crown vo, 15.5 i cloth, i 64 


ee 


Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 6s, each, 
New Symbols. | Legends "of the Morrow. | The Serpent Play. 


ee ee ee 


: . __._si‘iséy#$ XM iden Ecstasy. Saal gto, cioth a atia, 25, 


Halifax (C.).—Dr. Rumsey’s Patient. By Mrs. L. T. MgapE and 


_ CLIFFORD HALIFAX, h M. D, Crown hVO, cloth, 1 Ad 


Hall | (Mrs. S. C.). —Sketches of Irish Character. With numerous 
Mustrations on Steel and Wood by MACLISE, GILEERE, HARYVLY, and GEORGE CRUIRSHANK, 
Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 62. _ 
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Hall (Owen), Novels by. Crown -8vo, cloth, 35. Gd, each, 
The Track of a Storm. \ _ Setaam. 


Eureka. crown 8v, cloth, gilt top, 65. aes 


Halliday (Andrew).—Every-day Papers. 7 Post 8vo, boards, 25, 


Hamilton (Cosmo).—Stories by. Crown 8vo, _cloth gilt, 3s. 6d. each. 
__The Glamour of the Impossible. =| Througha Keyhole. 
Handwriting, The Philosophy of. With over 100 Facsimiles and 


Explanatory Text. By DON FELIX DP SALAMANCA. Post, 4vo, half-cloth, or, Gr, 


lian aky=Panky y: Easy and Difficult Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of 


&c . Edited dined by W. W. C1 Y. CREMER. With 2co Mlustrations, Crown 8vo, _clodh extra, 4s. ot. 
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iiardy ( (Iza Duffus).—The | Lesser Evil. Crown 8vo, cloth, xt, top, 6: Os. 
Hardy (Thomas).—Und —Under the ( ‘Greenwood tree, Post 8vo, cloth 


| Pe reer | 


GNALTO & WINDUS, Publishers, t11 St. Martin’s Lane, London, W.C. tf: 


hs prepress 


Harte’s (Bret) Collected Works. Revised by the Author. LIBRARY 


EDITION, in Ten Volumes, crown 8:0, cloth extra, 65. each. 
Vol, J. COMPLETE PORTICAL AND DRAMATIC WORKS. With Steel-plate Portrait. 
"” II. THE LUCK OF ROARING CAMP—BOHEMIAN PAPERS—AMERICAN JLEGEND, a 
» IJ. TALES OF THE ARGONAUTS—EASTERN SKETCHES. 
» IV. GABRIERE CONROY. | Volg¥. STORILS—CONDENSED NOVELS, &c. 
o VI. TALES OF THE PACIFIC SCopgR. 
o VII. TALES OF THE PACIFIC SIOPH—II. With Portrait by JOHN PEiliv, RA. 
o VIET, TALES OF THE PINE AND ‘THE CYPRESS. 
» IX. BUCKEYE AND CHAPPARRI.. 
” X. TALES OF TRAIL AND TOWN, &c. 


Bret Harte's Choice Works, in Prose and Verse. With Portrait of the Author and 40 Mus 
trations, Crown 8v0, cloth, 4s. 6. 

Rret Harte's Poetical Works. Printed on hand made paper, Crown 8s, buckram, 45. 6.4 

Some Later Verses. Crown 8vo, hich gilt, 5s, 
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Crown €vo, cloth extra, 35 6% each; post 8vo, picture boards, 25. each, 
Gabriel Conroy. 
A Walf of the Plaing. With 60 Illustrations by STANLEY L. Woon. 
A Ward of the Golden Gate. With 59 Illustrations by SEANLEY 1. Woon, 


Crown évo, cloth extra, 3%. 6d. each. 
A Sappho of Green Springs, &c. With Two Jilustranions by HtiMF NISBET. 
Colone! Starbottie’s Client,and Some Other People. With a J romticinece, 
Susy: A Novel With Frontispiece and Vignette by J. A. CHRIS IU 
Bally Dows, &c. With 47 Mlustrations by W. D, ALMOND and other-. 
A Protegee of Jack Hamlin's, &c. With 24 IMlustrations Ly W. SSEALL and others, 
The Bell-Ringer of Angel’s, &c.) With 39 HWustrations by DUbIT Y HARDY and others 
Clarence: A Story ofthe American War. With Favht Hlustrations by A. JULE GoGuMAN, 
Barker's Luck, &c. With 39 Illustrations by A FORESTIER, PAUL HARDY, &¢. 
Devil's Ford, &c. With a Frontispiece by W. 1. OVLREND. 
The Crusade of the “Excelsior.” With a} rontipiece by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE 
Three Partners; or, The Biz Stnke on Heavy lree thi With» Uustratens by J GOLICEL 
Tales of Trail and Town, Wh Frontispiece by G. P. JACOMB-HOOD, 


Post Svo, ilustrated boards, er. each. 
An Helress of Red Dog, &«. | The Luck of Roaring Camp, &c. 
Californian Stories. 


Post 2.9, illuctrated baads, 2° ets cloth, as. 6a, each. 
Fp. | Maraja. __.—. |. A Phyllis of the Sierras, | 


Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Books by. 
The Art of Beauty. Wath Coloured Frontispiece ind ar Hlustratiens Square 8vo, cloth bds., 6s, 
The Art of Decoration. With Coloured Frontiynece and 74 Hlustrations. Sq. 8vo, cloth bds., €4. 
The Art of Drass. With 32 Mlustrations, Pose Sto, ts cloth, rs. or oy ; 
Chaucer for Schools. With the Story of his Limes and his Work, A New Edition, revised, 

With a Frontismece Demy 8va, cloth, 7 Gu. 
Chaucer for Children. With 38 Ilustrations (2 Coloured), Crown gto, cloth extra, 3f. 6¢, 


Haweis (Rev. H. R., M.A.).—American Humorists: WASHINGTON 
IRVING, OLIVER WENDFIL HOLMES, JAMPS RUSSELL LOWELL, ARTFMUS WARD, MARK 
__ 1 WAIN, and BRE r Hvrrr. Crow n Bva, cloth, 65. 


Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 


Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 3° &2, each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25 each. 
Garth. | Ellice Quentin. p Beatrix Randolph. With Four Ilusts, 





Sebastian Strome. David Poindexter's Disappearance, 
Fortune's Fool. | Dust. Fourlllusts. | ‘The Spectre of the Camera. 


Post 200, illustrated boards, 25 each. 
Love ora Name. 





Mise Cadogna. Panne 


Heckethorn (C. W.), Books by. 


London Souvenira. | London Memories: Social, Historical, and Topographical. 


Helps (Sir Arthur), Books by. Tost 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d, each, 


Animals and their Masters. | Social Pressure. 
Ivan de Biron: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth eatra, yr 47: post &vo, illustrated boards, as, 


Henderson (Isaac).— Agatha Page: A Novel. Cr. 8vo,cl., 38, Gd. 
Henty (G. A.), Novels by. 


Rujub, the Juggler. With Eicht Mustritions by STANLFY L. Woop. Small demy 8vo, cloth, gilt 
edyes, $s. 3 post80o, Wustrated buards, 25, 
Colonel Thorndyke's Secret. With a Frontisp.ece by SEA Thy LL. Woob. Small demy 8yo, 


cloth, gilt edges, 5s. a _ none 
Crown &vo, cloth, 3s. 62. ea ch 
The Queen's Cup. _ ; ___Dorcthy's Double 


Herman (Henry).—A Leading Lady. Post 8y0, cloth, 2s. 62. 





o 
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Herritk’s (Robert) flesperides, Noble Numbers, and Complete 
Collacted Poems. Witt®Memorial-Introduction and Notes by the Rey. A. B. GRoSaR1, D.D., 
Steel Portrait, &c. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth hoards, 3». 6d, each, : 


19 CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, 111 St. Martia’s Lane, London, W.C._ 


‘Hertzka (Dr. Theodor).—Freeland: A Social Anticipation. Trans- 


lated by AR ARTHUR RANSOM. Crown 8vo, cloth loth extra, 6s. ; 
Hesse-Warte (Chevalier Ernst von).— Tunis: The Land and 


the ___the People. With 92 Miu With a2 Hustrations, C Crown 8vo, clot! cloth extra, 35. 6. 


Hill (Headon).—Zambra the Detectite. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; 
_post &vo, picture boards, os. 


Hitt (John), Works by: 
Treaso boards, zs. 


n-Felony. Post Bo cs. | ~The Common Ancestor. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62. 


Hoey y (Mrs. Cashel). —The Lover’s Creed. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 
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Holiday, Where to go for a. By E. P. Suorir, Sir H. MAxweE tu, 


Rart., ¥ PB. JOHN WATSON, JANE BARLOW, MARY LOVETT CAMERON, JUSTIN H MCCARTHY, 
PAUL LANGE, j. W. GRAHAM, JH. SALTER, PHCRBE ALLEN, S.J. BECKET?, L. RIVERS VINE, 
and C, i, GORDON CUMMING. Crown 850, cloth, rs. ou. 


Hollingshead (John). —According to My Lights. With a Portrait, 


7 _Crown 8vo, cloth, th, gilt top, 65. 


Holmes (Oliver Wendell), Works by. 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table. Mlustrated by J. GORDON THOMSON. Post 8vo, cloth 
whet », 25.6% Another dition, post @va, cloth, 2 
utocrat of the Breakta st-Table ona ‘The Professor at the Breakfast-Table. 
an One Vol. Post &vo, halt- bound, 25. 25. 


Hood’s (Thomas) Choice Works in Prose and Verse. With Life of 


the Author, Portrait, and 200 Mlustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3°. 6:7, 
Mood’s Whims and Oddities. With 85 Illustratior Tustrations Post 8v0, half-bound, os. 


Hook’s (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works; including his Ludi- 
crous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. Wath Lafe of the Autor: Portraits, Vacsimiles and 
___Mustrations. ¢ Crown Sve, cloth extra, 75. 
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Hopkins (Tighe), Novels by. “Crown 8vc Bv0, ), cloth, 6s. ac 


ell Haffenden, With 8 IMustrations by C. GREGORY | For Freedom. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 35, 6d. each, 
Twixt Love and Duty. Witha Frontispiece. } The Incomplete Adventurar, 
The Nugants of Carriconna. 


Horne (R. Hengist).— Orion: An Epic Poem. With | Photograph 


Portrait by SUMMPRS. Tenth Faition. Crown 8yo, cloth extra, cs. 





Hugo (Victor).—The Outlaw of Iceland (Han d’Islande). Trans- 


lated by Sir GILBERT T CAMPERLL. Crown vo, cloth. 35. Gf, 


Hume (Fergus). .—The Ladyfrom Nowhere. Crown 8v0, cloth, 38 6d, 


posal (Mrs., Author of ‘ Molly Bawn' ), Novels by. 


Pest fro, astrated boards, 2s each cloth limp, 2s. 6d.e ach 


Marv A Modern Circe. | Lady Patty. 
In Durance Vile. An Unsatisfactory Lover, 
Crown 8ve, cloth extra, 35. 6d. each : post evu, Mustrated beards, os,e@ach: cloth hump, 26. 6d, each, 


The Threa reese: 
Nora Crein 
A Mental Struggle. 


A Maiden All Foriorn. 
April's Lady. 
Peter's Wife. 


ayy erner. s Flight. 
rhe ed-House Mystery. 
The Professor's Exporiment, 








Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3.6 7 each. 
An Anxious Moment. A Point of Conscience, 
The Coming of Chloe. Lovice. 


Re net Ot RE A NE ee At --- 


Hunt’s (Leigh) Essa ays: A Tale for a Chimney Corner, &c. Edited 


by EDMUND OLLIER. Post Syvo, half-bound, 2s. 


Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, as. 6d. each: post &vo, illustrated boards, o¢ each. 
The Leaden Casket. | Belf-Condemned. | That Other Pergon, 


eee eee ee 


__ Mrs. Juliet. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, .3F. 6d. 


Hutchison (Ww. M. 'M.). —Hints on Colt- breaking. "With 25 Illustra- 


__ons. Crown! tv, cloth extra, 3s. 67. 


Hydrophobia : An Account of M. Pasteur's System ; The Technique of 


dis Met Method, and Statistics. By RRNAUD SUZOR, M.B. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gr. 


see eee ee ene re ee ce rt, 


Hiyne (C. J. Cutcliffe).— Honour of Thieves.© Cr. 8vo, cloth, oF 1, 38, 6d, 
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Impressions (The) of Aureole. Post 8vo, blush-rose paper and 
oth, 2f. ° 
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Indoor Paupers. By ONE or THEM. Crown 8vo, 1s.; cloth, 15. 6d. 


Na ne a eerie ete ee 





Innkeeper’s Handbook (The) gd Licensed Victualler’s Manual. 
; _ by ‘Je TREVOR-DAVIES. A New Edition. Crown Bvo, cloth, 25. stk odss 
Irish Wit and Humour, Songs of. Collected and Edited by A. 


PERCHVAL GRAVHS. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25. Gd 


fe eenrremineenn ere 


Irving (Sir Henry): A Record of over Twenty Years at the Lyceum. 
__By PERCY FITZGERALD. With Portrait. Crown @vo, cloth, 18. Gd 


eee me 





en a come 


James (Cc. T. Lf). A Romance of the Queen’s Hounds. Post 
=, croc clotndimp, 5, 6a, 


Jameson (William).—My Dead Self. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 


— wee owe Ne ee 
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Japp (Alex. H., LL.D.).—Dramatic Pictures, &. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 5s. 


Jefferies (Richard), Books by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 


Nature near London. The Life of the Fields. | The Open Alr. 
¥*,* Also the HAND-MADEL PAPER EDITION, crown Byo, buckram, gilt top, 6. each, 


The Eulogy of Richard Jefferies. By Sir WALTER BESANT, With a Photograph Portrait 
Crown Evo, cloth extra, 6s. _— 
Jennings (Henry J.), Works by. 
Curiosities of Criticism. Post 8vo, cloth lunp, os. 6. 
Lord Tennyson: A hiographical Sketch. With Portrait, Post Sco, cloth, 1s. 6. > 











Jerome (Jerome K.), Books by. 


Stageland. With 64 Mlustrations by J. BERNARD PARIRIDGE. Feap. gto, pcture cover, 15. 
John Ingarfield, &c. With 9 Uhists. by A. 5. BOYD and JOHNGULICH. 1 cap. £00, pic. cov. 15. 616 
The Prude's Progress: A Comedy by J K JLROME and RDEN PHILLPOLIS, Cr. evo, 1s. 6d. 


Jerrold (Douglas).—The Barber’s Chair; and The Hedgehog 
Letters. Post bvo, printed on Lud paper and half-bound, 2s, 


Jerrold (Tom), Works by. Post 8vo, 1s. ea. ; cloth limp, 15. 6d, each. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
Household Horticulturae: A Gossip about Flowers. Illustrated. 


-——— — a en 


Jesse (Edward).—Scenes and Occupations of a Country Life. 
seek Os NOUN pce see ae Sa ey Me eee tees et se ales OA 

Jones (William, F.S.A.), Works by. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
Finger-Ring Lore: tstonecal, Legendary, and Anecdotal, With Hundreds of Mustrations. 
Credulities, Past and Present. Juclucding the Sea and Seamen, Miners, Talisinins, Word and 


J.etter Divination, Exocising and Blessing of Ammuals, Birds, Liggs, Luck, Xu. With lrontismece, 
Crowns and Coronations: A listory of Reeria Wath ot Dustration , 


Jonson’s (Ben) Works. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 
a Thographical Memoir by WITLLIAM GIELORD. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM, Three Vols, 
crown svo, cloth eatra, 35. od, each. 


Josephus, The Complete Works of. Translated by Witston, Con- 
tuning * The Antiquities of the Jews’ and ‘The Wars of the Jews’ With 52 Tlustrauions and Map. 
‘Lwo Vols, demy 800, halécloth, ru 6%, 
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Kempt (Robert).—Pencil and Palette: Chapters on Art and Artists. 
a Os Cl A Od oa gee ae : 
Kershaw (Mark). — Colonial Facts and Fictions: Humorous 


Sketches, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 3 cloth, 2. 6. 


King (R. Ashe), Novels by. 
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
‘The Wearing of the Green.’ | Paasion's Slave. | Bell Barry. 


A Drawn Game. Crown 810, cloth, 3°. 6": post 8vo, illustrated boards, as, 
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— reper ee nte eee a ee ee ee A 


Kipling Primer (A). Including Biographical and Critical Chapters, 
an Index (o Mr. Kipling’s principal Writings, and Bibbographies. | By F. TL. KNOWLES, Editor of 
‘The Golden Treasury of Ainerican Lyrics. With Two Portrats, Crown 8vo, cloth, gs. 6d, 


Knight (William, M.R.C.S., and Edward, €£.R.C.P.). — The 


Patient’g Wade Mecum: How to Get Most Benefit from Medical Advice. Cr, 8va, cloth, rs, 6a. 


Knights (The) of the ion: A Romance of the Thirteenth Century. 
E 


ted, with an Introduction, by the MARQUESS OF LORNR, K.T. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 


8¢ CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, tt1 St. Martin's Lane, London, W.C. 
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Lamb’s (Charles) Complete Works in Prose and Verse, including 

@® *Poctry for Children ‘and ‘ Prince Dorus." Edited, with Notes and Introduction, by R. H. SHEP+ 
HERD, With Two Portraits and Facsimile of the ‘Essay on Roast Pig.’ Crown 8vo, aol 35. 6d. 

The Essays of Elia. Post &vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 25. 

Littie Essays: Sketches and Characters by CHARLES LAMB, selected from his Loners by PERCY 
FITZGERALD. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

The Dramatic Essays of Charles Lamb. With aptroduclion and Notes by BRANDER MAT: 
_ THEW, and Steel plate Portrat, Fcap. 8vo, half- bound, 2. 25. 


Lambert (George). —T “he President of of Boravia, Crow? Crown 8vo 1 8vo,cl., 38. Gd, 
Landor (Walter Savage). _—Citation and Examination of William 


Shakspeare, &c. Letore Sir Thomas I. < touching Deer-stealing, roth September, 1582, To which 
is added, A Conference of Master Edmund Spenser with the Earl of Essea, touching the 
State of ‘vel land, 1, 2595. > _ Veap. 8 8vo, h half- -Roxburghe, as. od. 


Lane (Edward William).—The Thousand and One Nights, com- 


monly called in England The Arabian Nights’ Entertainments. ‘Translated from the Arabic, 
with Notes. Hhustrated with many hundred kngravings from Designs by HARVEY. Edited by LDWAKD 
DIANLEY PooU Pr. With Preface be STANLEY LANF-POOL k. “Three v ols , demy 8yo, cloth, rs of ed, 


Larwood (Jacob), Works by. 
Anecdotes of the Clergy. Fost &\o, laid paper, half-bound, zs. 


Post 8va, ‘cloth lunp, 2s. oa, each. 
Foranaie . Anecdotes. | Theatrical Anecdotes. 


Lehmann (R. C.), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6d. each, 


Harry Yiudyer at Cambrid Ce 
Conversational Hints for Young Shooters: A Guide to Pohte Talk. | 














oe 


Leigh (Henry S.). —Carols of Cockayne. Printed on hand-made 


_paper, bound m buckrain, §¢. 


Leland (C. Godfrey),—A Manual of Mending and Repairing. 


With Tnagrams. Crown &vo, cieth, <° 
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Lepelletier (Edmond). _- Madame Sans-Gene. ‘Translated from 


_ the i rench by JOHN DF 7 ILS. WS. Pest Syo, cloth, 3 od, 73 picture L boards, 25s. 


Oe te ne 


Leys” (John). ).—The > Lindsays : : A Romance, Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s, 


Lilburn _(Adam).—A_ —A Tragedy in ‘Marble, Cro: Crown 8&vo, cloth, 35. 6d, 
Lindsay (Harry, Author of ‘Methodist Idylls’), Novels by. 


Crown 8v0, cloth, a9, Ga. each, 
Rhoda Roberts. 
The Jacobite \ Romance of the Conspiracy of ‘The Forty.’ 


Linton (E. Lynn), Works by. 


An Octave of Friends. Crown 4vo, cloth, 36 of 


Crown 80, cloth extra, 3s. od. Gach , po-t vu, Mlustrated boards, 25, each, 





Patricia Kembali. | Ione. Under which Lord? Wath rz Mlustrations, 
She Atonement of Leam Dundas. ‘My Love! |. Bowing the Wind. 
The World Well Lost. With re Wusts, Paston Carew. Millionaire and Maser 

The One Too Many. Dulcie Everton. | With a Silken Thread, 


The Revel of the Family, 


Port tvo, cloth lip, es. 6d. each 
Witch Stories. | Ourselves: [Essays on Women. 
Freashooting: Poxtracts fram the Works of Mrs. LYNN TLINION. 


Lowe (Charles, M.A.).—Our (Cireatest Living Soldiers. With 


& Portraits. Crown 8.0, cloth, 35° 6d. 


Lucy (Henry | W.).—Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth 


extra, 35. 64, ; post 8va, iustrated boards, as. 
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Macalpine | (Avery), . Novels by. 


Teresa Itasca. Crown v0, cloth extra, 15. 
Broken Wings. With Six Mustrations by W. J HENNT Sty. Crown yo, cloth extra, 6s. 


eae 


MacColl (Hugh), Novels by. : 
Mr. Stranger's Sealed Packet. Post 210, Wustrated boards, 2s. 
Ednor Whitlock. ( rown 8.0, cloth eatra, o:. 


Macdonell (Agnes).—Quaker Cousins. l'ost 8vo, boards, 2s, 
MacGregor (Robert).— Pastimes and Players: Notes on Popular 


Games, Pat Pye, cloth h tinny, 25, 60 


Mackay (Charles, LL.D.). — . — Interludes a and ‘Undertones; 0 or, 


Morcie at Twhhylt Or { revert Wire Wot e vera Ke 


Mackenna (Stepnen J.) and J. ‘Augustus ‘O'Shea. Brave Men 
in Action: Thriling Stones of the British Flag. With & IWustrations by STANT EY 1, Woop, 
Sinall demy @vo, cloth gitt edyre-, sp. 
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McCarthy (J ustin), Works by. 

m History © Our Own Times, from the Accession of Queen Victoria to the General Election of 
188, TLIBRARY EDITION. Four Vols,, detny 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. each.—Also a POPULAR 
EDITION, in Four Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each.—And the JUBILEE EDIrION, with an 
Appendix of Events tothe end of 180, n Two Vols., large crown Bvo, cloth extra, 7¢. od. each. 

A History of Our Own Times, tiem 180 to the Diamond Jubilee. Demy 8vo, cloth estra, 
12s. or crown 8yo, cloth, 6s. e 

A Bhort History of Our Own Times. Onc Vul., crown vo, cloth extra, 65,—Also a CILEAP 
POPULAR EDLLION, post 8vo, Cluth hmp, 2a, od. 

A History of the Four Georges and of William the Fourth. By JuSiIN McCAagilty 
and JUSTIN HUNTLY MCCARIHY. bour Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, ros. each. 

Reminiscences. With a Portrait. Two Vols, demy 8vo, cloth, 24. {Vols. LIE. & EV, shartly, 


Crown 8yvo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each 7) post 8vo, Mlustrate | boards, 2s. each; cloth hinp, 2s. 6¢. each, 
The Waterdale Neighbours. Donna Quixote. With 12 Illustrations. 
My Enemy’s Daughter. The Comet of a Season. 

A Fair Saxon. | Linley Rochford. Maid of Athens. With 12 Mustrations. 
Dear Lady Disdain. | The Dictator. Camiola: A Girl with a Fortune. 

Miss Misanthrope. Withie Dliotaiens, | Red Diamonds. | The Riddle Ring. 


The Three Disgracas, and other Stones. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3¢. 6:2. 


Mononia: A Love Story of “ lorty-eight.” Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 
*The Right Honourable.’ By Jusrin MCCARIHY and Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED. Crown &v0, 


__clothextra, 6r 7 Se hate eae 
McCarthy (Justin Huntly), Works by. 
The French Revolution. (Constituent Assembly, 1789-91). Four Vols . demy 8vo, cloth, 125, each. 


An Outline of the History of Ireland. Crown %\0, 15 ; cloth, 1 of, 
Ireland Since the Union: Sketches of Irish History, 1798-1886. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
Hafizin London: Poems. Sinall 8vo, gold cloth, 35.60) 

Our Sensation Novel. Crown 80, picture cover, 15.3 cluth hip, 15. 6% 

Doom: An Atlantic Episode. Crown 8vo, picture cover, 15 . 
Dolly: A Sketch. Crown 810, picture cover, 1., cloth lnap, te 6d. 

Lily Lass: A Romance. Crown &vo, picture cover, 13.; cloth Huup, ic 6% 
A London Legend. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35 a, 

The Royal Christopher. Crown tio, cloth, 35 67. 
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MacDonald (George, LL.D.), Books by. 


Works of Fancy and Imagination. Ten Vols., r6mo, cloth, gilt e hres, in cloth case, ors. UF 
the Volumes may be had separately, in Gioher cloth, at 2s Gt. cach, 
Vol. 1. WITHIN AND WiITHOU r —THE HIODEN LIFE, 
eo IL. THE DISCIPLE.~THE GOSPEL WOMEN, —Book OF SONNE 1S —ORG VN SONGS, 
ow HL, VIOLIN SONGS.—SONGS OF THE DAYS AND NIGHIS.— A BOOK OF DRLAMd,~—ROADSIDE 
POEMS.—POEMS FOR CHILDREN 
» IV, PARABLES —BALLADS.—SCOLCH SONGS. 
» WV. & VIL PHANIASTES: A kaene Romance. } Vol VIE THE Poni 
» VU. THE LIGHT PRINCESS.—THUE GIANT'S HEAR P.—SITADOWS, 
vw» IX. CROSS PURPOSES.--THE GULDEN KFY.—THE CARASOYN —LITECE DAVLIGIES 
» XX. THE CRUEL PUNIER.S-Tite Wow 0’ RIVVEN.=—THE CASILF.—THE BROKEN SWURDS, 
—THE GRAY WOLP.—UNCLIE CORNELIUS. 
Poetical Works of George MacDonald. Collecte:l and Arranged by the Author. Two Vol. 
crown 8vo, buckram, res, 
A Threefold Cord. Edited by GhoRGE MACDONALD. Post 8vo, cloth, 57 


Phantastes: A Faerie Romance. With 2s Wustrations by J. BELL. Crown 8yg, cloth extra, 35 6% 
Heather and Snow: A Novel. Crown gvo, cloth extra, 3v. 67%. ; post 8vo, Hlustrated boards, 25. 
Lilith: A Romance SECOND Enrrion. Crown 8vo, cloth eatra, 6%, 

Maclise Portrait Gallery (The) of Illustrious Literary Charac- 
ters: 85 Portraits by DANIEL MAC Lisi: withy Memoirs—Biographical, Critical, Diblioraphi al, 
and Anecdotal—Wustrative of the Literature of the former half of the pieseut Century, by WILLIAM 
Barns, B.A. Crown 810, cloth extra, 35, 62, 

Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 

In the Ardennes. With ~o Tilustrations by THoanas R. Mavcat onp 

Pictures and Legends from Normandy and Brittany. 34 !Jlusts. by TR. MACQUOID, 
Through Normandy. Withoe Mustritions by TR Mac@totp, and a Map. 

AhoGue Brittany. With 35 Mlustrations by T. Ro Macovuorip, and a Mav. 

About Yorkshire. With 47 Wustrations by T. R. Macotvorp. 


Magician’s Own Book, The: Performances with Eggs, Hats, &c, 
Edited by W It CREMER. _ With 209 Ulustrations, | Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 45 Gt. ee satel Sey 
Magic Lantern, The, and its Management : Including full Practical 

Directions, by T. C, H EPWORTH. With ro Tlustrations, Crown Bva, 15.3 Cloth, 15. OU 


Magna Charta: An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British 


Maseuin, 3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colonrs, 58. 


Mallory (Sir Thomas). — Mort d’Arthur: The Stories of King 
Arthur and of the Knights of the Round Table. (A Selection.) Edited by B. MONTGOMERIE RANe 


KING. Post &vo. cloth limp, 2s ° 
ge See ai eet ta ee ea een 


Mallock (W. H.), Works by. e 
The New Republic. Post 8vo, cloth, 35. 67.; picture boards, 2s. 
The New Paul and Virginia: Positivism on an Island, Post 8vo, cloth, 2s, C4, 


cems, Small gto, parchmen® i 
ts Lite Worth Living? Crown Svo, cloth extra, 65, 
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Payn (James), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6¢. each; post Svo, illu-trated boatds, os. eich. 

Lost Sir Massingberd. | Holiday Tasks. 
Walter’s Word. | A County Family. The Talk of the Town. With 19 Ilusts, 
Less pleck than We're Painted. ' The Mystery of Mirbridge. 

xy. | For Cash Only. + @€The ord and the Will. 
High 8 frits. } The Burnt Million. 

onfidential Agent. Wibr: Mut. | Sunny Stories. | A Trying Patient, 

FY Grape from a Thorn, With 1. HMlu.ts. 


Fost 8va ihustrated inaids, 2S, eachi: 











Humorous Stories. | From Exile. Found Dead. | Gwendoline's Harvest 
Tha Foster Brothers. Mirk Abbey. | A Marine Residence. 
The Family Soaperr race. | Bome Private Views. 

Marriod Beneat im. The Canon's Ward. 

Bentinck'’s Tutor. Not Wooed,. But Won. 

A Perfect Treasure. Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 

Like Father, Like Son. The Best of Husbands, 

A Woman's Vengeance. Halves. What He Cost Wer. 


Carlyon's Year. | Cecil's Tryst. Fallen Fortunes.| Kit: A Memory. 

Murphy's Master. | At Her Mercy. Under One Roof.|} Glow-worm Tales, 

The Clyffards of Clyffe. A Prince of the Blood. 

A Modern Dick Whittington ; or, A “Patron of Letters. With a Portra:t of the Author. Cowan 
vo, cloth, 35. 6 

In Peril and Privation. With 17 Hlustrations, Crown 8s, clath, 35 9%, 

Notes from the ‘ News.’ Crown 80, cloth, 1s 2. 

By Proxy. PorULAR EDITION, medium 8v0, oa. : Cloth, re. 
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Payne (Will).—Jerry the _Dreamer. Crown vo, cloth, 35. 6d, 


Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), Works by. Post 8vo, Cloth, 2s. 6d. ea. 
Puck on Pegasus. With Tluctratiens, 
Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Jen tull-page Mustrations by G. DU MAURIFR, 
The Muses of f Mayfair: Versde Societe, Selec ted by H.C. PENNE T. 
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Phelps (E. Stuart), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6d. each, 
An Old Maid’s Paradise. | Burgiars in Paradise. 


Beyond the Gates. Post bio, picture cover, 16 3 cloth, mY, 
dack the Fisherman. llinstated by ©. W. REED. Crown 8s0, cloth, 1s, 6d, 


Phil May’s Sketch-Book. Containing 54 54 Humorous Cartoons. Crown 
y 


: _folio, cloth, as. &?, 
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Phipson (Dr.T. L.), Books by. Crown Svo, art canvas, gilt top, 5S. ea, 
Famous Violinists and Fine Violins. 
Voice and \ Violin: sketches, Anecdotes and Reminisce nces. 
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Planche (J. R.), Works by. 


The Pursuivant of Arms. With ‘es Plates and cog Mlustrations, Crewn &y0, loth. 70. 62 
__ Songs and Poems. 1F.19-1870 Ww th Intrs mluction by Mrs MACK ARNE os Crown 8y0, cloth, fs 


Plutarch’s Lives of Illustrious Men. With Notes and a Life of 


Plutarch by JOHN and WM. LANGHORNE, and Portrats “bwo Vale, deny Bre, hdfcloth ror oa, 


Poe’s (Edgar Allan) Choice Works: Béeiis, Spores, Essays. 


___ With an Sntroduction by CHARKLE>s BAUDELAIRE. Crevir Ryo, cloth, as ot, 


Pollock (W. H.).—The Charm, and other Drawing-room Plays. By 


Sir WALTER BE SANT and W Al. TER HW Potrort. Watheo Vinstritons, Crown “vo, doth put, o . 
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Pond (Major J. B.).—Eccentricities of Genius: Memories of 


Famous Men and Women of the Platform and the Stage, Wath ot Portraits, _Demy 8a, Goth my, 


Pope’s Poet Poetical Works. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 




















Porter (John). —Kingsclere. Edited by Byron Wesrer. With 19 


full-page and many smaller Mlustrations. ¢ heaper Vdition. Demy 800. doth. = 47 


Praed (Mrs. Campbell), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust bds., 2s. each, 
The Romance of a Station. |The Soul of Countess Adrian. 
Crown 8x0, cloth, 3s. 6¢. cach: post 8vo, boards, gs eacn. 
Outlaw and Lawmaker. | Christina Chard. With rontiypiece by W. PAG? f 
Mrs. Tregaskiss. With 4 Illustrations by ROBEK EF SAUER, 


Crown Evo, cloth, 35. 35 tale ich, 
Nulma. __| Madame Izan. 


‘Asa cy the Wight.’ _ Crown | evo, 0, cloth, gilt top, 65. 


Price (E. C.), Noveis by. Crown 8vo. cloth, 35. 6¢. cach. 
__ Valentina. | The Foreigners. u Mrs. Lancaster's Rivet. 


Princess Olga.— Radna;: A Novel. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 6s- 
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Proctor (Richard A.), Works by. 


Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Hiustration,. Sinai} crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3, 6:7. 

Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps for every Night inthe Year. Crown 8.0, cloth, 6s, 
Familiar Science Studies. Crown 8vo, cluth extra, 6s, 

Saturn and its Syatem. With 13 Steel Mates, Demy 8vo, cloth extra, rs. 67, 
Mysteries of Time and Space. With numerous Hlustrations. Crown 8yn, cloth extra, 68. 
The Universe of Suns. &c. With niogerous Illustrations, Crown 8v0, cloth extra, 6s. 

_ Wages and Wants of Science Workers. ( rown 8vo, 15, 6d. 


Pryce (Richard). —Miss Maxwell’s Affections. Crown 8vo, cloth, 


with Frontispiece by HAL I-UDLOW, 3s. 6d.; post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
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Rambosson (. (J.). —Popular Astronomy. ' Translated by C. B. PITMAN, 


WwW ith 10 Coloured Plates and 63 Woodcut Mlustr. ttions, Grow n 8vo, cloth, a. 6, 


Randolph (Col. G.). ~Aunt Abigail Dykes. _ Crown § 8vo, o, cloth, 7s. 7s. 64, 


Read (General Meredith). —Historic Studies in Vaud, Berne, 


and Say oy. W ith ar full-page Hlnstrions, “Two Vols, demy 8vo, . loth, 28s. 


Reade’s (Charles) Novels. _ a 


The New Collected LIBRARY }OtTION, complete in Seventeen Volumes, set in new long primer 
type, printed on had pauper, and elepiaatly bound ta cloth, price 35. od, each. 











1. Pag Woffingtons and Christie John- 7. Love Me Little, Love me Long. 
stone. « The Double Marriage. 

2 Hard Cash. 9. Griffith Gaunt. 

3 The Cloister and the Hearth. Wi a 1. Foul Play. 
Preface by Sir WALTER BESANT. 11. Put Yourself in His Place, 

4. ‘It is Never Too Late to mend.’ ic. A Terrible Temptation, 

5. The Course of True Love Never Did 13. A Simpleton. 
Run Smooth: and Singlehaart and 14. A Woman-Hater, 
Doubleface. |} 15, The Jilt, and other Stories: and Good 

6. The Rutobiogrs phy ofa Thief; Jack | Stories of Man and other Animals. 
of all Trades; Hero anda Mar- | 16. A Perilous Secret. 
tyr; and The Wandering Heir. | "7 Readiana; ani Bible Characters, 

In Twenty-one V alianes. fit Pv0, Iustrated hoards, 2s. each. 
Peg Woffington. | Christie Johnstone. $$ Hard Cash. Griffith Gaunt. 


Fou! Pla | Put Yourselfin His Place. 
A Terrible Temptation 


‘It is Never Too Late to Mend.’ 
The course of True Love Never Did Run 


Smooth. 
Thea Autoblography of a Thief; Jack of 





A Woman-Hater. 


all Trades : and James Lambert. Singleheart and Doubleface. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. Good Storiesof Man and other Animals, 
Tine Double Marriage. | The Jilt, and other Stones. 
The Cloisterand the Hearth, |  — ‘ A Perilous Secret. { Readiana. 
POPULAR FpITIONS. Medioam 80, 67 each; cloth, 1s. each. 
Peg Woftington; and Christia Johnstone. | Hard Cash. 
Mecduiuta 8ve, Gd. each. 
‘It is Never Too Late to Mend.’ _ | The Cloister and the Hearth. 





Christie Johnstone. With Frontispiece » Chow viy punted in Elzevir style, Feap, 8:0, half-Roxb.os.6a, 

Peg Woffington. Chorely prmted m Lizevir style, cap, 8vo, halt- Roxburghe, 2s. 07, 

The Cloister and the Hearth. In J ourVols., post Svo, with an Introduction by Sir WALTER 
BrSANt, and a biontiypiece to each Vol. bickram, gilt top, or the set —Also the LARGB TY Ps, 
TINE PAPER FE DEEION, pott 8vo, cloth, os. net; leather, 3s. het. 

Bible Characters. 3: 1p vy, leather tte, 


Belections from the Works of Charies” Reade. With an Introduction by Mrs, ALFX, 
TRE TANI) Post 810, cloth Imp, zt er eer: 


Riddell (Mrs. J. H.}, Novels by. 
A Rich Man's Daughter. Crown 8; a, Hoth, ae. Gul. 
Weird Stories. ( rown 8vo, cloth eatra, 3s, Ga, post Bvo, Mustrated boards, 25. 


Post Bya, “Mustrated buards, 2s. each. 
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The Uninhabited House. Fairy Water. 
The Prince of Wales's Garden Party. Her Mother's Darling. 
The Mystery in Palace Gardens. The Nun's Curse. | (dle Tales. 


Rimmer ( Alfred), Works by. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each, 
Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. With so Illustr.tions by the Author. 
About England with Dickens. Wahss Mlusteations by C. A. VANDI RHOOF apd A. RIMMER, 


Rives (Amelie, Author of ‘The Quick or the Dead ?’), Stories by. 


Crown £vo, cloth, 3s, 07. eich 
Barbara Dering. [ee Mariel: . A T.ove we Story. 








Robinson Crusoe. By Danrer Derox, With 37 Illustrations by 
GPORGE CRUIRKSHANK, Pos t Bvo, halt- ~cteth, as. See etes! 
Robinson ( (F. W. \; Novels by. = 
en are Strange. Post §vo, iustraved boards, 2s, 
The Hands of Justiceg Grown A010, cloth extra, 35. od. 3 post Bvo Mustrated boards, 2 
The Woman inthe Dark. ( rowr 2:0, cloth, 3y, G2. } post 8v0, Mustrated boards, 25, 


Simpieton. | The Wandering Heir. . 
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Robinson {Phil), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, each. 
The Poets’ Birds. | The Poets’ Beasts, 
The Posts and Nature: Reptiles, Fishes, and Insects. 


Roll of Battle Abbey, The: A List of the Principal Warriors who 


came from Normandy with William the Conqueror, 1066. Printed In Gold and Colours, 55, 


Rosengarten (A.) .—A Handbook of Architectural Styles, ‘[rans- 
Jated by W. COLLETT-SANDARS, With 630 Hlustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 67. 


Ross (Albert).—A Sugar Princess. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64. ; 
Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 67. each. 


Puniana: Riddles and Jokes. With numerous Ilustiations. 
More Puniana. Protusely Ilustrated. 


Runciman (James), Stories by. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. each, 
Grace Balmaign's Sweetheart. | Schools & Scholars. 
Skippers and Shellbacks. Crown vo, cloth, 35 od, 
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Russell (Dora), Novels by. 
A Country Sweetheart. Post &vo, picture boards, 2s, 
Thea Drift of Fata. Crown svo, cloth, 35. od. 


Russell (Herbert).—True Blue; or, ‘The Lass that Loved a Sailor.’ 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3. 6¢. 


Russell (W. Clark), Novels, &c., by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s 67, each ; post 8vo, illustrated! boards, es. euch; Cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each, 
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Round the Galley-Fire. An Qcean Tragedy. 

In the Middle atch. my Shipmate Louisa. 

On the Fo'k'sle Head. Alone on a Wide Wide Saa, 

A Voyage to the Cape. The Good Ship‘ Mohock.’ 

A Book for the Hammock. The Phantom Death. 

The Mystery of the ‘Ocean Star.’ Is Hethe Man? |} The Convict Ship. 
The Romance of Jenny Harlowe. Heart of Oak. The Last Entry. 


The Tale of the Ten. _ 
Crown vo, cloth, 3s 62%. each, 
A Tale of Two Tunnels. | The Death Ship. 
The Ship: Her Story. With s> Waustranons by H.C, SFEPINGS WRIGHT. Sinall gto, cloth, 6°. 
The “Pratty Polly’: A Voyage of Incident. With 12 Illustrations by G. E. ROBLR1SON, 
Larye crown Evo. Cloth, gut edges, 86. 
Saint Aubyn (Alan), Novels by. 
Crown fvo, cloth extra, 34. 62. each; post Ava, iihistrated boards, 95, each, 
A Fellow of Trinity. Witha Note by OLIVIER WENDEL Hol MRS and a Vrontispiece 


The Junior Dean. The Master of St. Benadict's. | To His Own Master. 
Orchard Damerel. In the Face of the World. The Tremiett Diamonds. 
Feap 240, cloth boards, rs. 47, each. 
The Old Mrid's Gweetheart. | Modest Little Sara. 
Crown sva, Cloth, 35 Gd. each, 
The Wooing cf May. « | A Tragic Honeymoon. | A Proctcr's Wooing. 
Fortune’s Gate. Gallantry Bower. Bonnie Maggie Lauder. 


Mary Unwin. With 8 Illustrations by PERCY TARRANI. 
Mrs. Dunbar’s Secret. Crown évo, cloth, gilt top os. 


Saint John (Bayle).—A Levantine Family. A New Edition. 
_ Crown By0, cloth, oF Gt 8 a Soaps Tee pe aed ink eas eat Siar ates 
Sala (George A.).—Gaslight and Daylight. Post Svo, boards, 2s. | 
Scotiand Yard, Past and Present: Experiences of Thirty-seven Years, 
__By Ex-Chief-Inspector CAVANAGH. Post &vo, illustrated boards, 20 7 ethos Gr 
Secret Out, The: One Thousand Tricks with Cards; with Entertain- 
ing Experiments in Drawing-room or ‘White’ Magic. By W.H.CRIEMFR. With jou Hlustration,, Crown 

_ Sv clothextra, 4e 6@. 
Seguin (L. G.), Works by. 
he Country of the Passicn Play (obarasanreet) and the Highlands of Tava With 


Map and 37 Illustrations, Crown 6vo, cloth eatra, 35. 6d. 
Walks in Algiers. With Two Maps and 16 Jilustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs 


Senior (Wm.).—By Stream and Sea, lost svo. cloth, 25, 6. _ 
Sergeant (Adeline), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 
Under False Pretences. | Dr. Endicott’s Experiment. | 
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Shakespeare for Children: Lamb’s Tales from Shakespeare. 
With [ustrations, coloured and plain, by J. MOYR SMITH. Crown ato, Cloth wilt. as Ge, 


Shakespeare, the Boy. With Sketches of the Home and School Lite, 
the Games and Sports, the Ma.ners, Customs, and Folk-lore of the Time. By WITLIAM J. ROLY, 
Litt.D. A New Edition, with 42 Ulos*rations, and an INDEX OF PLAYS AND PASSAGES KE.- 


FERRED TO. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, a9. 62. 


Sharp (Wiilliam).—Children of To-morrow. “Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, 
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~‘QHATTO'& WINDUS,-Publistare, 115 St. Martin's Lane, London, W:C: a1 
Shelley's (Percy Bysshe) Complete Works in Verse and Prose. 


Edited, Prefaced, and Annotated b HERNE SHEPHERD. Five Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 39. 6d. . 
Poetical Works, in Three Vols.> pictins dailies 
' Vol. I. Introduction by the Editor; Posthumous Fragments of Margaret Nicholson; Shelley's Corre. 
spondence with Stockdale; The Wandering Jew; Queen Mab, with the Notes; Alastor, 
and other Poems; Rosalind and Helen; Prometheus Unbound; Adonais, &c, 
w 1%. Laon and Cythna; ‘rhe Cenci; Julian yd Maddalo; Swellfoot the Tyrant; The Witch of 
Atlas ; Epipsychidion ; Hellas. 
x Til. Posthumous ’oems; The Masque of Anarchy; and other Pieces, 
Prose Works, in Two Vols. : 
Vol, 1. The Two Romances of Zastrozzi and St. Irvyne; the Dublin and Marlow Pamplilets; A Refu 
tation of Deism ; Letters to Leigh Hunt, and some Minor Writings and Fragments, 
I], The Essays; Letters from Abroad; Translations and Fragments, edited by Mrs. SHELLEY, 
With a Biography of Shelley, and an Index of the Prose Works, 
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herard (R. H.).— Rogues: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6d. 


Sheridan’s (Richard Brinsley) Complete Works, with Life and 
Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, his Works in Prose and Poetry, Translations, Speeches, 
and ores Crown &vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 

The Rivals, The School for Scandal, and other Plays. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 

Sheridan's Comedies: The Rivals and The School for Scandal. Edited, with an Intro- 
duction and Notes to each Play, and a Biograplucal sketch, by BRANDER MATTHEWS, With 
Mlustrations. Deiny 8vo, half-parchment, 125. 6c. 


Shiel (M. P.).—The Purple Cloud. By the Author of “ The Yellow 


Danyer.” Crown 8yo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. (Preparing. 


Sidney’s (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works, including all 
those in‘ Arcadia.’ With Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c., by the Rev. A, B. GROSART, 
D.D. Three Vols., crown &vo, cloth boards, 3s. 6d. each. 
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Si gnboards : Their History, including Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and 
emarkable Characters. By JACOB LARWOOCD and JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN. With Coloured Frontis- 
piece and oq Illustrations. -town &vo, cloth extra, 35. Gd. 
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Sims (George R.), Works by. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each: cloth limp, 2s. 6a. each, 





The Ring o' Balls. Dramas of Life. With 60 Illustrations, 
Mary Jane's Memoirs. Memoirs of a Landlady. 
Tinkletop’s Crime. My Two Wives. 
Zeph: A Circus Story, &c. Scenes from the Show. 

es of To-day. ____| The Ten Commandments: Stories. 


Crown 8yo, picture cover, ts. each; cloth, rs. 6%. each. 
The Dagonet Reciter and Reader: Bemy Readings and Recitations in Piose and Verse 
selected from his own Works by GEORGE R. SIMS. 
The Case of George Candiemas. | Dagonet Ditties. (From 7%e Reseree.) 


How the Poor Live; and Horrible London. With a Frontispiece by F, BARNARD. 
Crown 8vo, leatherette, rs. 
Dagonet Dramas of the Day. Crown Avo, ts. 





Crown @yo, cloth, 35,62. each , post Svo, picture boards, 2s. each; cloth lanp, 2s. 67 each. 
Mary Jane Married. | Rogues and Vagabonds. | Dagonet Abroad 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. oe. each. 
Once upon a Christmas Time. With 8 Illustrations by CHARLES GREEN, RL 
In London’s Heart: A Story of To-day. 
Without the Limelight: ‘Theatrical Life as it is. 
The Small-part Lady, &c. 


Soe eer eerste etree ene 
Sister Dora: A Biography. By MarGaret LonspaLtE., With Tour 


Illustrations, Demy &vo, picture cover, 42.3 cloth, 6d. 


Sketchley (Arthur).—A Match in the Dark. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 


Siang Dictionary (The): Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65. 6d. 


Smart (Hawley), Novels by. 
Crown Svo, cloth 3s. 67. each ; post 8vo, picture boards, 25. each, 
Beatrice and Benedick. Long Odds. 
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Without Love or Licence. ss The Master of Rathkelly. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, ys od, each, 
The Outsider. | A Racing Rubber. 


The Plunger. Post 8vo, picture boards, 2s. 


Smith (J. Moyr), Works by. 
The Prince of Argolia. With 13 Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6:7. 
The Wooing ot the Water Witch. With numerous Hlustrations. Post vo, cloth, 6s. 
Snazelleparilla. Decanted by G. S. Epwarps. With Portrait of 
G H. SNAZELLE, and 65 Illustrations by C. LYALL. Crown 8vo, cloth, 38. 6g. e 


Society in London. Crown 8vo, ts. ; cloth, 1s. 64. - __ 
Somerset (Lord Henry)»~Songs of Adieu. Smali 4to, Jap. vel., 6s. 
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Spalding (T. A., LL.B.).— Elizabethan Demonology: An Essay 


1 on the Belief in the Existence of Devils. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ss. 


Speight (T. W.), Novels by. 


Post &vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each, 


om 


The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. The Loudwater Trage 

By Devious Ways, &c. Burgo's Romance. ays 
codwinked; & Sandycroft Mystery.) ulttance in Full, 

The Golden Hoop. Husband from the Ssa, 


Back to Life. 
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Past &vo, cloth hp, 1s. 6e. each, 
A Barren Title. i Wife or No Wife? 


Crown 8y0, cioth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
A Secret of the Sea. | The Grey Monk. | The Master of Trenance, 
A Minion of the Moon: A Komance ut the King's Highway 
The Secret of Wyvern Towers. 
The Doom of Siva. | The Web of Fate. 
The Strange Experiences of Mr. Verschoyle. 


Spenser for Children. By M. H. Towry. With Coloured Ilustrations 


by WALTER J. MORGAN. Crown gto, cloth extra, 35, 6.7. 


Spettigue (H. H.).—The Heritage of Eve. Crown 8vo, cloth, us. 
Stafford (John), Novels by. 


Doris and I. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. @2. 
Carlton Priors. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 


Starry Heavens (The): A PorticaL BirRTHDAY BOOK. Royal 16mo, 
cloth extra, as. 6, 

Stedman (E. C.).—Victorian Poets. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 95. 

Stephens (Riccardo, M.B.).—The Cruciform Mark: The Strange 
Story of RICITARN TRIEGFENNA, Bachelor of Medicine (Univ, Lainh.) Crown 8vo, cloth, 3 6? : 





Stephens ( Robert Neilson).—Philip Winwood: A Sketch of the 


Doemesne History of an American Captain m the War of Independence: embracing events thet 
ocurred between and during the years 1°67 and 1786, in New York and London; written by Hi, 
Kouemy in War, HFRPRET RUSSELL, Lieutenant in the Loyalst Forces, With Six Thustratons 
by PLOW. OD. HAMG LON, Crown ‘va, cloth, gilt top, 6¢ 
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Sterndale (R. Armitage).—The Afghan Knife: A Novel. Post 
&vo, cloth, 20.67 . Mlustrated boards, os. 
Stevenson (R. Louis), Works by. 
Crown Svo buckram, gilt top, Gs. each, 
Travels with a Donkey. Wath a lrontsprece by WALTER (RANE 
An Inland Voyage. With al rontisprece by WALTER CRANE, 
Familiar Studies of Men and Books. 
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The Silverado Squatters. With Promtiypiece by J. D STRONG. 


The Merry Men. | Underwoods: Poens. 

Memories and Portraits. 

VWirginibus Puerisoque. and cther Papers. | Ballads. | Princa Otto, 
Across the Plains, with other Memornes and Essays. 

Weir of Hermiston. | In the South Seas. 





A Lowden Sabbath Morn. With 27 Illustrations by A. S. Buyp. Fcap, 8ya, cloth, és, 

Songe of Travel. ( rown dso, buckraps, 5s 

New Arabian Nights. Crown &vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s.; post Svo, Mustrated boards -¢, 
~ POPULAR FDUPION, medium 8s, 6a’, trdrer dv 

The Suicide Club; and The Rajah‘'s Diamond. (From Nriww ARABIAN NIGHIS.) Wath 
Light Mhustraions by Wo .. PE SN#ssy. Crown 8vo, cloth, vs 67 

The Stevenson Reader: Selections fromthe Wotngs of RONFRT LOUIS SIPVENSON, Edived 
by LLOYD OSBOURNE, Post 8vo, cloth, 25, G2.) buckram, gilt top, 3s 6. 

Robert Louis Stevenson: A Life Study in Criticiim. By MH. BELLYSE BAILDON., With 
2 Portreits. Crown 8yvo, buckram, gilt top, 6+. o 

Stockton (Frank R.).—The Young Master of Hyson Hall. With 
numerous Wuotrations hy VIRGINIA H. DAVISSON and C. Hf, SERPHENS, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3¢. 67. 


Storey (G. A., A.R.A.).—Sketches from Memory. With 93 


Mintrations by the Author, Demy 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 12s 6a 
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Stories from Foreign Novelists. With Notices by HELzn and 
ALICH ZIUMERN. Crown 8v0, cloth extra as. Gd. 


Strange Manuscript (A) Found in a Copper Cylinder. Crown 
Ryn, Goth eatra, with 19 Mhastration, bv GILBERT GAUL, 3. 6 f ‘post 8vo, iMustrated boards, 2s. 


et ee 

















Strange Secrets. Told by Percy FirzGeraLp, Conan Doy eg, Fror- 
FNCH MARRYAT, &c. Post Bvo, illustrated boards, oe 
Strutt (Joseph): — The Sports and Pastimes of the People of 
Englands including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, Mzy Games, Mummertes, Shows, &c., froin 


the Farliest Period to the Present Time. Kdited by WILLJAM-HONK. With 240 Hustrations, Crown 
€vo, cloth evtra, 35. 6.0, . 
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Sundowner.—Told by the Taffrail. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. (stony, 
Surtees (Robert).—Handley Cross; or, Mr. Jorrocks’s Hunt. 


_ With 79 Mlustratians by JOUN LHEFCH. A New Ed:tion. Post 810, cloth, as. 





Swift’s (Dean) Choice Works, gn Prose and Verse. With Memuiz, 

Portrait, and lacsimiles of the Maps in ‘Gulliver's ‘I ravels." Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. Gd. 
Gulliver's Travela, and A Tale of a Tub. Post 8vo, hall-bound, as. 

Jonathan BSwitt: A Study. By J. CHURITON COLLINS. Crown 8y0, cloth extra, 82. 


Swinburne (Algernon C.), Works by. 


Belections from the Poetical Works of , Studies in Song. Crown 8vo, 7s. 
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A. C. Swinburne. Feap. 8vu os. Mary Stuart: A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 8s, 
Atalanta in Calydon. Crown $\0, 6s. Tristram of Lyonesse. Crown 8vo, a. 
Chastelard: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 7s. A Century of Roundels. Sinail qty, bs. 
Poems and Ballads. FIRST S:kKiES. Crown | A Midsummer Holiday, Crown 41», 75. 

8vo, or fcap. 8vo, gs. Marino Faliero: A Tragedy. Crown vu, 95 


Poeins and Ballads. SECOND SER, Cr 8vo,9s. | A Btudy of Victor Hugo. Crown bv, 65. 
Poems & Ballads. THIRVSERIES. Cr. Svo, 75. Miscellanies. Crown 8vo, 125. 


Songs before Sunrise. Crown 8vo, 20s. od, Locrine: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
Bothwell: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 125. 64, A Study of Ben Jonson. Crown avn, 7s, 
Songs of Two Nations, ¢ rown vo, 6s, The Sisters: A Tragedy. Crown &vo, 65. 
George Chapman. (sce Vol. Il. of G. Ciiarp- | Astrophel, &€. ( ruwn Svo, 75. 

MAN'S Works.) Crown 8vo, 3. 6d. Studies tn Prose and Poetry. Cr.8vu, 95. 
pesays and Studies. Crown 8vo, rs. The Tale of Balen. Crown ss0, 75. 
Erechtheus: A Tragedy. Crown &vo, 65. Kosamund, Queen of the Lombards: A 
A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Cr. $10, 6s. ‘lrayedy. SECOND Lutison, with a Dbulca: 
A Study of Shakespeare. Crown evo, 8s. TORY POLM. Crown 8&0, os. 


Songs of the Springtides, Ciown vo, 65. ey ee ee ; 
Syntax’s (Dr.) Three Tours: In Search of the Picturesque, in Scarch 


of Consolation, and in Search of a Wife. With ROWLANDSON > Colcured Hlusirations, and Lyre of the 
Author by J. C. HOTIEN. Crown &vo, cloth extra, 9s. 6.2, 


Taine’s History of English Literature. Translated by llexky Van 
I.AUN. Four Vols., small demy 8vo, cloth boards, 325.--POPULARK LUITION, ‘Two Vuls., large crown 
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Taylor Bayard). — Diversions of the Echo Club: LBurlesques of 
7 Todern \ riters. Pust &vo, cloth hinp, as. at ; 
Taylor (Tom).—Historical Dramas: ‘JEANNE Darc,’ ‘"lwixt AxE 


AND CROWN,' ‘THE FOOL’s REVENGE,’ ‘ARKWRIGHI'S WIFE,’ ‘ANNE BOLEYAL,’ ‘PLO, AND 
PASSION.’ Crown 8vo, ts. each, 


Temple (Sir Richard, G.C.S.1.).—A Bird’s-eye View of Pictur- 
esque India, With 32 Mlustrations by the Author, Crown Evo, ¢ loth, gilt tup, os, 
Thackerayana: Notes and Anecdotes, With Coloured lrontispiece and 
_ _Hundreds of Sketches by WILLIAM MAKEPE (ACL. PHACKPRAY, Crown So, cloth catia, 35.68, 
Thames, A New Pictorial History of the. by A. 5S. Krausog, 


With 340 Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth, 15, od. 
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Thomas (Annie), Novels by. 

The Biren’s Web: A Romance of London Svcicty. Crown 8yvo, cloth, 35. 6% 

_ Comrades True. Crown v0, cloth, gilt top, og = 
Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 9s Gf. each. 

fhe Violin-Player. __|. The House on the Scar. [Pr eparteg. 
Crown 8vo, Cloth, gilt top, os. eu 

In a Cathedral City. ao The Son ofthe House. | 
Thomson’s Seasons, and The Castle of Indolence. With Intro- 
duction by ALLAN CUNNINGHAM, and 48 Illustrations. Post BvoShall-bound, as. 


Thornbury (Walter), Books by. | 
The Life and Correspondence of J. M. W. Turner. With Light Mlustrations in Culuurs and 
Two Woodcuts. New and Revised Edition, Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. Od. 
Tales for the Marines. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. > ; 


Timbs (John), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. 
Clubs and Club Life in London: Anecdotes of its amous Collce-houses, Hlostelries, and 


Taverns. With gt Illustrations. : : : ; . 
English Eccentrics and Eccantricities: Stories of Delusions, lmpostures, Sporting Scenes, 


sccentric Artists, Theatrical Folk, &c. Wath 48 IMustrations, wf _ ; 
Trollope (Anthony), Novels by. . : 
Crown &vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. each; post Svo, Wustrated boards, as. ecarhgq  ? 


he Way We Live Now. Mr. Scarborougl®s FamLy, 
Frau Fyohmann, j Marion Fay. The Land-Leaguers, 


r St Svo, illustrated boards, 21, each. : 
Kept in the Dark. She American Senator, 


The Golden Lion of Granpere. 
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Trollope (Frances E.), Novels by. 


Svo, cloth extra, gs. 6a. each; post Svo, [ustrated boards, es, each, 
Like Ships upon the Sea. | Mabdel’s | Anne Furness. 


Trollope (T. A.).—Diamond Cut Diamond. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s, 
Twain’s (Mark) Books. 
The Author's Edition de Luxe of the Works of Mark Twain, in 22 Volumes (limited 
to 600 Numbered Copies for sale in Great Britain and its Dependencies): price #13 155, net the 
Set; or, 125. 6d. net per Volume, is now complete, and a detailed Prospectus may be had. The 
First Volume of the Set is SIGNED BY THE AUTHOR. (Sold only in Sets.) 


UNIFORM LIBRARY EDITION OF MARK TWAIN'S WORKS. 
Crown 8yo, cloth extra, ii 6a. euch. 
Mark Twain's Lib of Humour. With 197 Iustrations by E. W. KE MBI. 
Roughing It;and The Innocents at Home. With 200 Hiustrations by F. A. FRASER, 
The American Claimant. ith &r Hlustrations by. HAL HURST and others. 
*The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. With rrr Illustrations. 
Tom Sawyer Abroad. With 26 Illustrations by DAN BEARD. 
Tom Sawyer. Detective, &c. With Photogravure Portrait of the Author, 
Pudd’nhead Wilson, | With Portrait and Six Mustrations by Louis 1.0KB, 
*A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illustrations. — 
*The Innocents Abroad; or, The New Pilgrim's Progress With 234 Illustrations, (The Two Shil- 
ling Edition is enntled Mark Twain’s Pleasure Trip.) 
*The Gilded Age. By MARK TWAIN and C.D, WARNER With zrz Mlustrations. 
‘The Prince and the Pauper. with 190 Iustratons, 
+Life on the Mississippi. With 300 Illustrations. 
“The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn. With 174 Iiustrations by EL Wo KeEMEEE 
*A Yankee at the Court of King Arthur. With 220 Mocirutions by DAN BEARD. 
*The Stcien White Elephant. |  *fhe £1,000,000 Bank-Note. 
The Choices Works of Mark Twain. Revised and Corrected throa shout Ly the Author. Wich 
Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustrations, : 
*%” The books marked * may be had also in post 8vo, picture boats, at es. etch, 
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Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. cach, 
Personal Recollections of Joan of Arc. With Twelve Illustrations by FLV. DU Monn. 
More Tramps Abroad. ; 
The Man that Corrupted Hadleyburg, and other Stories and Sketches. With a Frontispi sce. 


Wark Twain's Sketches. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, zs. 


Tytler (C. C. Fraser-).—Mistress Judith: A Novel. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 3s. &?. 5 post ve, Mlustrated boards, as. 


Tytler (Sarah), Novels by. = ss—ai‘“™SOS™S™CSC~™~:~™ 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d, cach; post 8vo, illustrated board:, 26. each. 
Lady Bell. | Buried Diamonds. | The Blackhall Ghosts. | What She Came Through, 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, os. each. 








Citoyenne Jacqueline. The Huguanot Femity- 
The Bride's Pass. Noblesse Oblige. | isappeared. 
Saint Mungo's City. Beauty and the Beast. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6:7. each. 
The Macdonald Lage. With Frontispiece. rs. Carmichael’s Goddesses. 


The Witch-Wife. | Rachel Langton.| Sapphira. | A Honeymoon's Eolipse, 
A_Young Dragon. 


Upward (Allen), Novels by. 
A Crown of Straw. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 


The Queen Against Owen. Crown wo, cloth, 39, 6d. ; post 8vo, picture boards, zs, 
__ The nee of Balkistan. Pos: 8vo, picture boards, 25. a ea Poste ie Be 
Vandam (Albert D.).—A Court Tragedy. With 6 Illustrations by 
J. BARNARD DAVIS, Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6¢. 


Vashti and Esther. By ‘Belle’ of The World, Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. ed. 
Vizetelly (Ernest A.), Books by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. each. 
The Scorpion: A Romance of Spain. With a Frontispiece. 
With Zola in England: A Story of Exile. With 4 Portraits. 


_A Path of Thorns. Crown 8y0, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 


Wagner (Leopold).—How to Get on the Stage, and how to 
Bucceed there. Crown Bvo, clothes. 6¢. 
Walford’s County Families of the United Kingdom (1901). 
Cantaining Notices of the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Education, &c., of more than 12,000 Distinguished 


Heads of Families, their Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the Offices they hold or have held, their Town 
and Country Addresses, Clubs, &c. Royal 8vo, clotn gilt, sos. 
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Waller (S, E.).—Sebastiani’s Secret. With 9 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl..6s. 

Walton and Cotton’s Complete Angier. With Memoirs and Notes 
by Sir HARRIS NICOLSS, and 61 Illustrations. Crown Bvo, cloth antique, 7¢. 6. 

Walt Whitman, Poems by. Edited, with Introduction, bf WILLIAM 


M. ROSSETT1. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, hand-made paper dnQ@buckram, 6s. 


Warden (Florence).—Joan, the Curate. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 64, 
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Warman (Cy).—The Express Messenger, and other Tales of the 
Rail. Crown Bvo, cloth, 3s, 6d. 
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Warner (Charles Dudley).—A Roundabout Journey. Crown 8vo, 


cloth h extra, 65. 
Wassermann (Lillias).—The Daffodils. Crown 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6¢, _ 


Warrant to Execute Charles I. A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures 
and Seals. Printed on sbapes azin. by rgin. cS. 


Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of Scots. A Facsimile, including Queen Elizabeth's Signa 
ture and the Great Seal. 2s. 


Weather, How to Foretell the, with the Pocket Spectroscope. 


By F. W.CoRY, With Ten Ilustrutions. Crown 8vo, 15. ; cloth, 1s, 6d, 





Westall (William), Novels by. aid 


Trust Money. Crown 8vo, cloth, th, 3. 6a. 5 ae 8vo, ilustrated boards, 25. 


~~ Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. ‘ 
As a Man Sows, | A Red Bridal. | As Luck would have it. 
Her Lady hip’s Secret. 
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Crown $vo, “cloth 35. 6d. Eat he 











A Woman Tempted Him. 


Nigel Fortescue. The Phantom City. 
For Honour and Life. Ben Clough. | Birch Dene. Raiph Norbreck’s Trust. 
Her Two Millions. The Old Factory. A Queer Race. 


Two Pinches of Snuff. Sons of Belial. Red Ryvington. 


With the Red Eagle. 


Roy of Roy's Court. With 6 illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6a. 
girente Crimes. ([rue Stores ) Crown dvo, cluth, 35 6 
__dhe Old Factory. POPULAR EDITION. Median Bvo, od. 





Westbury (A (Atha) .— .—The Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook: A Ro- 


mance of Maoriland. Crown Bvo, cloth, 35. 6. 


Whishaw (Fred.).—A Forbidden Name: A Story of the Court of 


Catherme the Great, Crown 8vo, cloth, loth, gilt top 65. [Shortly. 


White (Gilbert).—The Natural History of Selborne. Post 8vo, 


printed on laid paper and half-bound, 2s. 


Wilde (Lady). — The Ancient Legends, Mystic Charms, and 


Superstitions of La with Sketches of the Irish ish Past. Crown 8vo, cloth, cloth, 35. 6d, 


Williams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.S.), Works by. | 
Sciance in Short Chapters. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
A Eimple Treatise on Heat. With Tluctrations. Crown 8v o, cloth, 2s. 6c. 
The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown svo, cloth extra, 6s. 
A Vindication of Phrenology. With Portrut and 43 Ilusts, Demy 8vo, cloth extra, res. 6d. 


Williamson (Mrs. F. H.).—A Child \ Widow. Post 8vo, bds., : 25. _ 
Wills (C. J.), Novels by. 


An Easy-going Fellow. Crown &vo, cloth, 1, 38.67. | His His Dead | Past. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 


Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), J. Works by by. 


Chapters on Evolution. With 259 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 672 

Lesves from a Naturalist’s Note-Book. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6.7, 

Leisure-Time Studies. With lustrations. Croyg 8vo, cloth extra, 6°. 

Studies in Life and Sanse. With 35 Jilustritions. Crown 8vo, cloth 35. Gd, 

Common Accidents: How to Treat Them. With Illustrations. Crown evo, re. cloth, 1. G2 

Glimpses of Nature. With 35 Illustrations. Crown &vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. 

Winter John Strange), Stories by. Post vo, illustrated boards, 

cs. each; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

Cavalry Life. __|_ Regimental Legends. 

Cavalry Lifa and Regimental Leg Legends. © ‘LIBRARY EDITION, set in new type and hand- 
somely bound. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3: 


6d. 
KB Soldier's Children. With 34 Tilustrations by E. G. THOMSON and FE. STUART HARDY. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 35, 6d. 


Wissmann (Hermann von).— My Second Journey through 
Equatorial Africa. With 92 llustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth, 16s. 
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Wood (H. F.), Detective Stories by. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. each, 
___The Passenger from Scotland Yard. | The Englishman of the Rue Cain. 
Woolley ( (Celia Parker). Rachel Armstrong; or, Love and The- 

ology. Post 8vo,cloth, 25. 6d. 


Wright (Thomas, F.S.A,), Works by. 


Carioarure History of the Georges; or, Annals of the House of Elanover. Compiled from 
Squibs, Broadsides, Window Pictures, Sera Pe and Pictorial Carfgatures of the Time. With 
over 300 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 
History@t Caricature and of the droteaqu ue in Art, iter asure. Sculpture, and 
a *paindin . Illustrated by FaW. FAIRIOLT, F5.A. Crown | Bvo, Cloth, 2s. 6: 


 Wyanmean (Margaret).—My Flirtations. With 13 miwstiations by by 
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Zola (Emile), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d, each, 


The Fortune of the Rougons. Edited by ERNEST A. VIZFIELLY. 

Abbe Mouret’s Transgression. Edited hy ERNEST A. VIZHTELLY, 

The Conquest of Plassans. Edited by Kenrst a. ViZETRLLY. 

Germinal) ; or, Master and Man. Edited by ERNEST A, VIZETELLY. 

The Honour of the Army. and other Stories. Edited by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY, (Shortly, 

His Excellency (Eugene Rougon). With an Introduction by ERNEST A. VIZEVELLY, 
Dram-Shop (\L’Assommoir). With Introduction by E, A. VIZBLELLY, 

The Fat and the Thin. Translated by ERNEST A, VIZBIELLY. 

Money. Translate! by ERNEST A. VIZRTELLY. 

The Downfall. Translated by E. A. VIZETELLY, 

The Dream. Translated by LIZA CHASE. With Enecht Dlaste thons by JRANNIOT, 

Doctor Pascal. Translated by E. AJ VIZETEELLY. Wath Portran ot the Author. 

Lourdes. Translated by FRNISE A. VIZEILLLY. 

Rome. Translated by FRNFSI A. VIZELRLLY, 

Paris. Translated by FR\esr A, VIZGTED LY. 

Fruitfulneas (Fécondité). Translated and Edited, with an Introduction, ty U2 AL Vi7rairt ey. 

Work. Translated by ERNFST A. VIZETILLY, Jtprel, 


With Zola in England. By ERNEST A.VIZV! ELLY. With Four Portraits. Crown Rio, cloth, 35.6% 


‘ZZ’ (L. Zangwill).—A Nineteenth Century Miracle. Cr. Svo, 35.6d. 














** For fuller cataloguing, see alphabetical ar angement, pp. 1-26. 


The Mayfair Library. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. per Volume. 


ps and Quiddities. By W.D. ADwnus. Theatrical Anecdotas. By JAcoB LarRwoon, 
he Agony Column of ‘The Times.’ Ourselves. By EB. LYNN LINTON. 

A Journey Round My Room. liv X. Dt MAISTRE. | Witch Stories. By k. LYNN LINTON, 
Translated by HENRY ALIWELL Pastimes and Players. By R. MACGREGOR, 
Poetical Ingenuities. ay W.T DOBSON. New Paul and Virginia. By W.H. MALLOCK, 
The Cupboard Papers. By 1 IN-DFC. Muses of Mayfair. ldited by H.C. PENNELL 
W. 8. Gilbert's Plays. Th:ee Senes Thoreau - [fis Life and Aims. By H. A. PAGE. 

Songs of Irish Wit and Humour. Puck on Pegasus. Vy H.C. PENNELL. 
Animalsand their Masters. By Sir A Hrcps, Pegasus Re-saddled. By H.C. PENNELL, 


Social Pressure. 33s Sir A. HELPS. Puniana. By Hon. HUGH ROWLEY. 
Autocrat of Breakfast Table. By O W. Horwrs. | More Puniana. By Hon, HUGH KOWLRY, 


Curiosities of Criticism. By H. J. JENNINGS, | By Stream and Sea. By WILLIAM SENIOR, 
Penciland Palette. By R. KEMP. Leaves from a Natural at's Note-Book. Ly Dr. 
Little Essays: from LAMB'S LETIFRS. ANDREW WILSON, 


Forensic Anecdotes. by JACOB LAKWOOD, = 
The Golden Library. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. per Volume. 








Songs for Saliors. By W.C. BENNED 1. | Scenes of Country Life. By EpWARD JESSE. 

Lives of the Necromancers. By W. Goodwin, | La Mort @' Arthur: Selections from MALLORY. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table. By The Poetical Works of Alexander Pope. 
OLIVER WENDELL HOLMLS. Diversions of the Echo Club. BAYARD TAYLOR, 


Tale for a Chimney Corner. Ly [ric OME UNT. ; 


Handy Novels.  Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, 1s. 6. each. 
Dr. Palliser's Patient. By GRAN! ALIEN | Seven Sleepers of Ephesus. M. FE. CorrRincr, 
Monte Carlo Btories. By Joan DARKE TI, : The Old Maids Sweetheart. By A.S!. AUBYN, 
Black Spirits and White. By R.A. kK AM. | Modest Little Bara. By ALAN Sr. AL KYN, 
My Library. Printed on laid paper, post 8vo, half-Roxburghe, 2s. 6d. each, 
The Journal of Maurice de Guerin. | Christie Johnstone. By CHARLES READE, 
The Dramatic Essays of Charlies Lamb. ‘ Peg Wolfington. My CHARLES READE. 
Citation and Examination of William Shakspeare. , 
By W.S. LANDOR. | 
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The Pocket Library. Post vo, printed on laid paper and hf.-bd., 2s. each, 
Gastronomy. By EPRILLAI-SAVARIN. The Essays of Elia. By CHARI.FS LAMB, 
Rodinson Crusoe. Jiustrated hy G. ( RUIKSHANK Anecdotes of the Clergy. By JACOB LARWOQOD, 
Autocrat of the Breakfast Table au! The Professor The Epicurean, &c. By THOMAS MOORF, 

at the Breakfast-Table. By. W. Holcikys. Plays by RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN, 
Provincial Letters of Blaise Pascal. Gulliver s Travels, &c. By Dean SWIkT, 
Whims and Oddities. By (no xAS Hoop. Thomson's Seasons. § [Jlustratecd. 
Leigh Hunt's Essays. Edited by BOLLE R, White's Natural History of Selborne. 
The Barber's Chair. By DOUGI.45 J1 RRULN, 


+ POPULAR SIXPENNY NOVELS. 
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New Arabian Nights. By KR. L. STEVENSON, The Dead Secret. By WILKIE COLLINS, 
Puck. By OUIDA, The New Magdalen. By WILKIE Cot Lins. 
A Son of Hagar. By HALT. CANA, Held in Bondage. By OVIDA. 


The Orange Girl. By WALTER BESANT. (May. Moths, -By QUIDA, 
All Sorts and ditions %¥ Men. By WALIFR Under Two Flags. By OUIDA, 
BRCANT tand JAMLS RICE, By Proxy. By JAMES PAYN. 
The Golden Butterfly. By WALTER BrSANT Peg Woffington; and Christie seat haar s Ry 
A 


The Deemster. bv HALT. CAINE. CHARLES KEADR, {READK, 
The of aCrime. By HALL CAINE, The Cloiste: and the Hrarth. By CHARLES 
Antonina. By WILKIE COLLINS, Never Too Late to Mend. By CHAKLES RBADE. 
ba Moonstone. By WILKIF COLLINS Hard Cash, By CHARLES KUADE. 

o Womanin White. By WILKIF COLLINS. The Old Factory. By WILLIAM WRSTALL, 


CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, 111 St. Martin’s Lane, London, W.C. 27 
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Lisrary Epitions or Novets,many Illustrated, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6. each, 


By Mrs. ALEXANDER. 
Valerie's Fate. Barbara 
A Life Interest. A Ficht with Fate. 


Mona's Oaoice. A Golden Autumn 
Woman's Wit. Mra.Crichton'sCreditor. 


B 
Ths Cost of Her Pride. | The Step-mother, 


By F. M. ALLEN.—Green as Grass. 
By GRANT ALLEN. 


Fhilistia. | Babylon. , The Great Taboo. 
Strange Stories. Dumaresq's Daughter. 
For Maimie s Bake, Duchess of Powy sland. 
In all Shades. Blood Royal. 

The Beckoning Hand. I. Greet's Masterpiece. 
the Devil's Die. The Scallywag 


This Mortal Coil. At Market Value 

The Tents of Shem. Under Sealed Orders. 

By M. ANDERSON. —Othello's Occupation. 
By EDWIN L. ARNOLD. 

Phra the Phosnician. | Constable of 8t. Nicholas. 

ROBERT BARR. 
Tn a Steamer Chair. A Woman Intervenes. 
From Whose Bourne. Reven 


6! 
By FRANK BARRETT. 


Woman of IronBracelets. | Under a Strange Mask. 
Fettered for Life. A Missing Witness. 
Was Bhe Justified: 





The Harding Scandal. 
By ‘BELLE.’—Vashti and Esther. 
By Sir W. BESANT and J. RICE. 

Ready-MoneyMortiboy. ad 


Celia's Arbour. 
My Little Girt. apiain of the Fieet. 
With Harp and Crown, | The Seamy Side. 
This Son of Vulcan. Phe Case of Mr. Lucrait. 
The Golden Eutterfly. | In Trafalgars tay. 
The Monks of Thelema. | The Ten Years’ Tenant. 


By Sir WALTER BESANT. 
All Sorte & Conditions. | Armorel of Lyonesse. 
The Captains’ Room. S Katherine's by Tower 


Allin a Garden Fair. Verbena Camellia, &c. 
Dorothy Forster. The Ivory Gate. 

Uncle Jack. | Holy Rose | The Rebel Queen. 
World Went Well Then | Dreams of Avarice. 
Children of Gibeon. In Deacon's Orders. 
Herr Paulus. The Master Craftsman. 
For Faith and Freedom. | The C:ty of Refuze. 

To Call Her Mine. A Fountain Sealed. 


e Revolt of Man. The Changeling. 
e Bell of St. Pauls. | The Charm. 

By AMBROSE BIERCE—In Midst of Life. 
By HAROLD BINDLOSS, Alnslie’s Ju-Ju. 
By M. McD. BODKIN, —Dora Myr!. 

By PAUL BOURGET.—A Living Lie. 
By J. D. BRAYSHAW.—Bslum Bilbouettes. 
By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 

Bhadow of the Sword. The New Abelard. 

A Chiid of Nature. Matt. | Rachel Dene 
God and the Man. Master of the Mine. 
Martyrdom of Madeline | The Heir of Linne. 





Love Me for Ever. Woman and the Man. 
Annan Water. Redand White Heather. 
Foxgiove Manor. Lady- Kilpatrick. 

The Chariatan. 


R. W. CHAMBERS. —The King in Yellow. 
By J. M. CHAPPLE. —the Minor Chord. 
By HALL CAINE. 
Shadow Of a Crime. | Deemster. | Son of Hagar. 
By AUSTIN CLARE.— By Rise of River. 
By ANNE COATES.--Rie's Diary. 
By MACLAREN COBBAN. 
The Red Bultan. | The Burden of Isabel. 
By MORT. & FRANCES COLLINS. 
Blucksmith & Scholar. | You Play me False. 
The Village Comedy. Midnight to Midnight, 
* By WILKIE COLLINS. . 
.| AfterDark. [The Woman ite. 
o Mame. | Antonina [The Law and tite Lady. 
| e and Seok. |The Haunted Hotel. 
The Dead Secrat. The atone, 
of : Man and Wile. 
- Gitanalfaniaa 


Paar Misa Pinnh 


| 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


oBy WILKIE COLLINS—contined. 
Miss or Mrs. ? Jezebel's Dauchter, 


The New Magdalen. The Black Robe. 
The Prozen Deep. Heart and Science 
zee aye Destinies. ane ee Genius. 

‘I Say No.’ e of 
Little Novels. A Recess ite 
The Fallen Leaves, Blind Love. 


M. J. COLQUHOUN.—Every Inch Soldier. 
By E.H.COOPER.—Geoffory Hamilton. 
By Y¥. C. COTES.—two Gir's on a Barge. 
By C. E. CRADDOCK. 
The Prophet o the Great Smoky Mountains, 
His Vanished Star. 
By H. N. CRELLIN. 
Romances of the Old Seragiio. 
By MATT CRIM. 
The Adventures of a Fair Rebel. 
By S. R. CROCKETT and others. 
Tales of Our Coast. 
By B. M. CROKER. 
Diana Barrington. The Real Lady Hilda. 
Proper Pride. Married or Singie? 
A Family Likeness. Two Masters. 


Pretty Miss Neville. In theKingdom of Kerry 
A Bird of Passage. Interference. 

Mr. Jervis. A Third Person, 
Village Tales. Beyond the Pale. 


Some One Else. | Jason. | Miss Balmaine’s Past. 
Infatuation. 
By W. CYPLES.—Hearts of Gold, 
By ALPHONSE DAUDET. 
The Evangelist: or, Port Salvation, 

H. C. DAVIDSON. — Mr. Sadler's Daughters 
By E. DAWSON. —The Fountain of Youth, 
By J. DE MILLE.—A Castle in Spain. 
By J. LEITH DERWENT. 

Our Lady of Tears | Circe’s Lovers. 
By HARRY DE WINDT. 
True Tales of Travel and Adveature. 
By DICK DONOVAN. 
Man from Manchester. | Tales of Terrer 
Records of Vincent Trill | Chronicles of Michael 
The Mystery of Danevitch. | Detective. 
Jamaica Terrace. Tyler Tatlock, Private 
Deacon Brodie. 
By RICHARD DOWLING. 
Old Corcoran's Money. 
By A. CONAN DOYLE. 
The Fi®m of Girdiestone. 
By S. JEANNETTE DUNCAN, 
A Daughter of Tq day | Vernon's Aunt, 

By A. EDWARDES.-—A Plaster Saint. 
By G. S. EDWARDS. —8nazelleparilla. 
By G. MANVILLE FENN 
A Fluttered Dovecote. 

King of the Castle 
Master of Ceremonies, 
Eve at the Wheel. &r. 
The Man with a Shadow 
Ono Maid's Mischief. 


Cursed by a Fortune. 
The Case of Allsa Gray 
Commodore Junk. 
The New Mistress 
Witness to the Deed. 
The Tiger eh 

gin. 


The White V: Story of Antony Grace. 
Black Blood. This Man's Wife. 
Double Cunnin In Jeopardy. ning. 


Bag of Diamonds. &c. A Woman Worth Wina- 
By PERCY FITZGERALD. —Fatal Zero! 
By R. E. FRANCILLON. 


One by One. Ropes of Sand. 
A Dog and hia Shadow. | Jack Doyle's Daughter. 
A Eeal Queon. 

y HAROLD FREDERIC. w 
Seth's Brother's Wife. e Lawton Girl. 


By GILBERT GAUL. 
AStrange Manuscript Found in a Copper Cylinder 
By PAUL GAULOT.—The Red Shirts. 
By CHARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. The Golden Shaft. 


Loving a Dream. The Braes of 
of Hie Decree Braes of Yarrow, 
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THE PiccabiLxy (3/6) NoveLs—continued, 
& we GLANVAl LLE. 
The Lost The Go 
Fair Colonist | Fomsicker Tales from the Veld, 
B J. OODMAN. 
The ag o Herbert Wayn 
By Rev. S - BA RiNG GOULD. 


er. | 
CECIL GRIFFITH. —Oorinthia Marazion. 
By A. CLAVERING GUNTER. 
A Florida Enchantment. 
y OWEN HALL. 
The Track of a Storm. ail 
y COSMO HAMILTON. 
Glamour of Im ible. | Through a Keyhole. 
HOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Be BRET 
BRET HARTE. 
A Wail shie Jains. A Protegce of Jack 
A Ward of the Golden lin's. 
Gate. (Springs. 


m 
A Sappho of Green 


Hide Btarvottle s CHent, 

or Bally Dows. | The Crusade of the 'Ex- 

z ae of Angel’ s. | Three Partners, 
Tate of Trailand Town | Gabriel Conroy. 
By JULIAN HAW THO’ RE. 

G Dust. eatrix Randolph. 
Ellice Quentiz. Ponid Poindexter's Dis- 
Be Strome. 


appearance. 
Fortune's Fool. 


Clarence. 
Barker's Luck. 
Devil's Ford. {celsior.’ 











Bpectre of Camera. 


By Sir A. HELPS.-~—Ivan de Biron. 
BY I. eal debate st —Agétha Page. 
By G. A. HENTY. 
Dorothy's on le. | The Queen: s Cup, 
By HEADON HILL. 
Zambra the Detective. 
By JOHN HILL. The Gommon Ancestor. 
y TIGHE HOPKINS. 
'Twixt Peer and Daty. | Nugents of Carriconna. 
The Incomplete Adventurer. 
VICTOR HUGO.—The Outlaw of Iceland. 


FERGUS HUME,.—tady from Nowhere. 
By Mrs. HUNGERFORD. 

A Mental he dag hive A Maiden all Forlorn, 

Lady Verner’ light. The Coming of Chioce. 

The Red-House Mystery | Nora Creina. 

The Three Graces An Anxious Moment. 

Professor's Expariment, April's Lady. 

A Point of Conscience. | Peter's wie OP ald 


Mrs. ALFRED 
The Leaden Casket. ps Condemned 
That Other Person. 


By Cc. J. CUTCLIEFE “HYNE. 
esoae of Thieves. 
By R. ASHE KING.—A Drawn Game. 
B GEORGE LAMBERT. 
The President of Bo 


By EDMOND "LEPELLETIER. 


Madame 
By dang LILBURN.'A erageey ta Marble 
By HARRY LINDSA 
Rhoda Roberts. J The Lee 
By HENRY W. L ian Pleyce. 


By E. LYNN LINTO 
Patricia Kewbail. The r Palchel of Leam 
Under which Lord? Dundas. 
‘My Love!’ | Zone The One Too Many. 
Paston Carew. Dulcie Everton. 
Sowing the Wind. Rebel of the Family. 
With a Silken Thread. | An Octave of Friends. 
The World Well Loat. 
By JUSTIN McCARTH y. 
eghagoss Maid of Athe 
© ods 
Dear y Disdain, = beep de of a Season. 
a ¢ r. 
Waterdale Neighbours Red Diamonds. 
fag rl s Daughter, The Riddle Ring. 
Misanthrope. The Three Disgraces, 


iden Rock. © 


By JUSTIN Hi. McCARTHY 


A sy G GORGE MACDONAL Cnristopher 
Heaney and Snow. 


Ww. Hi. MALLOCK sta tec oo Repabite. 
P.&V. MARG pg ea Disaster. 


By L. Ee . 
A Soldier of screens, On Brink of a, Chasm. 
In an Iron G a4 The Siren. 
Dr. eusey's atient. | The Way of a Woman. 
TheVoice eer ey re A on ofishmael, 


By LEONARD MERRICK, 
This stage 4 ERT | Cynthia. 

By B ERTRAM MITFORD. 
The Gun-Runner 


| eae 6 King's Agsogal, 
LuckofGerardRidgeley. Reneh. 
By J. UDDO 


anning’sQuest, 
y CK 
Maid Marian and Robin Hood. 


Golden Idol. 
Basile the Jester. {| Young Lochinvar, 


By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
A Life's Y Atonement. The Way of the World. 
Joseph's Coat. BobMartin's Little Girl 
Coals of Fira. Time's Revenges. 
Uld Blazer's Hero. A Wasted Crime. 
In Dirost Peril. 
Mount Despair. 
A Capful o’ Nails. 


By the Gate of the Bea. 
Tales in Prose & Verse 


A Bit of Human Nature. 
Pirst Person Singular, | A Race for Millions. 
oie Fortune. This Little World. 
By MURRAY and HERMAN. 

The Bis One. Bible. Paul Jones's Alias. 
One Traveller Returns. 

By ghee NISBET. —‘ Bail Up ' 

By W. E. NORRIS. 


A Weird @ | Love's Depths, 
By Mrs. Ee oa Sorceress. 


y OUIDA 
Held in Bondage In a Winter City. 
Strathmore. 


Lhe rae 
Under Two F. | Raffino. 
Idalia. ge. Pipis trelto! | Ariadne. 
Cecil Castlemaine: 8 aTiage Commune. 
Tricotrin. | Puck. Bimb i. Wanda. 
Polle Farine. Frescoes. | 
A Dog of Flanders. In Mareomm 
Pascarel. | Sigua. Syrilin. 
Princess Napraxine. ta Barbara 


handos. 





A “Gualderoy, 
San 


Two Wooden Shoes. Two Odendere., 
The Waters of Edera 
MARGARET A. PAUL. 

sates snd ag 


2 JAMES PAYN. 

Lost Sir Masaingberd. , The Talk of the Town. 

A County Family. Holiday Tasks. 

Less Black thas We'ro| For Cash + wile: 
Painted. The Burnt 

A Confidential Agent. | The Word and the he WilL 

A Grape froma Thorn.| Sunny Stories 

In Pertland Privation. | A Trying Pationt. 


Mystery of Mirbridge. 
Walter's W Word. "6 


High 8 VIL, By pAYN 
by NE. —Jerry the Dreamer. 
MEE CAMPBELL PRAED. 


Ontlag and Lawmaker. | Hat | ada iia: 


Christina Chard. 
By E. : PRICE 
Vaichtina. | Foreigners Lancaster's Rival. 
By Ri CHARD 1 PRYCE. 
Mins Maxwoll' AL Affecti Te 


A Modern Dick Whit- 
tington. 


-B o Ws 
Weird Patee shaded ieee tt Sinan 
AMELIE rae 
Barbara 


The Hands of Justice. {| Woman in 
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Tue Roe (3/6) Novets—continued, 


By A 


BERT ROSS. —a Sugar Princess. 


By HERBERT RUSSELL. True Bug 
By CHARLES READE. 


Pe wom ton ; 
Pdarne Sekations® 


eh ope & the Hearth. 
Naver Too Late to Mend 
Co f True 


Auicbipgraphy of Pe a 


Trader; ' A Hero and 
Martyr ; ; and The 
Wandering Heir. 


Grifith Gaunt. 

Love Little, Love Long. 
The Double Marriage. 
Foul Piay. 

Put Y'rself in His Place 
A Terrible Temptation. 


-| A Simpleton. 


A Woman-Hater. _ 
The Jilt, & otherStories ; 

& GoodStoriczof Man, 
A Perilous Secret. 


and Bible 
Characters. 


J. RU ee and Shellbacks. 
W. CLARK RUSSELL. 


Round BY, Galley-Fire. 
In the Middle Watch. 
On the Fo'k’sle Hoad 

A Voyage to the Cape. 
Book for the Hammock. 
Mysteryof ‘Ocean Btar’ 
Jenoy Harlowe. 

An Ocean Tragedy. 
ATale of Two Tunnels. 


My Shipmate Louise. 


Alone on Wide Wide fea. 


The Phantom Death. 
Is He the Man ? 
Good Ship ‘Mohock.' 
The pony ict Ship. 
Heart of Oak. 

Tho Talc of the Ten. 


The Last Entry. 


The Death Ship. 
By DORA RUSSELL. —Drift of Pate. 


BAYLE ST. JOHN.—A Levantine Family, 


B ADELINE ADE RGEANT. 


Dr Endicott's Experim 
Under False Pretencea. 


By G 
Dagonet Abroad. 
Once pen a Christmas 


Tim 
Without the Limelight. 





GEORGE R. SIMS 
Rogues and Vagabonds. 
Ta London’s Heart 


Jane Married. 


The mall. yait Lady. 


HAWLEY SMART. 


By 
Without Love or Licence. 
The Master of Rathkelly. 


Long Odds. 


A Secret of Phan Sea. 
The Grey Monk. 
The Master of Trenance 





The Outsider 
Beatrice & Benedick. 
A Racing Rubber. 





W. SPEIGHT. 


A Minion of the Moon. 
Secret Wyvern Towers. 


The Doom of Siva. 


he Web of Fate. 
The satay Experiences of Mr. Verschoyle. 


ALAN ST. AUBYN. 


A Fallow’ of Trinity. 

The Junior Dean 

Master of St. Benedict's, 

To his Own Master. 

Gallantry Bower. 

In Face of the World. 
Orchard Damerel. 


The Tremlett Diamonds. 
The Wooing of May 

A Tragic Honeymoon. 
A Proctor’s Wooing. 
Fortune's Gate. 

Bonnie 1 Mageie Lauder. 
Mary 


By JOHN STAFFORD. —Doris and I. 
By R. STEPHENS.—The Cruciform Mark. 
R. A. STERNDALE.—tTho Afghan Knife. 
R. L. STEVENSON.—The Suicide Club. 


By FRANK STOCKTON. 
The youny Master of Hyson Hall. 


By SUNDOWNER.—‘Told by the Taffrail. 


An alieduupannieteee 





li ON PERE SEG RSSICON 2 ame emcee ee a 
A TE oe ete 


ay 


By ANNIE THOMAS.—the Siren's Web. 
BERTHA THOMAS. —The Violin-Player 


By FRANCES E. TROLLOPE 
Like Ships upon Sea. | Mabel’s Progress. 
Anne Furness, 


By ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
The Way we Live Now. | Scarboroagh's Family. 
Frau Frohmann. The Land aguers. 
Marion Fay. 


By IVAN TURGENIEFP, &c. 
Stories from oe Novelists. 


y MARK TWAIN. 
| Pudd'nhead Wlison. 
The Gilded Age. 
Prince and the Pav per. 
Life on the Miusiasiypi, 
The Adventures o 
Huackleberr 


Choice wake 

Library of Humour. 

The Innocents Abroad. 

Roughing It; aud The 
Innocents at Home. 

A Tramp Abroad. try Finn 

ThoAmerican Claimant. | A xonkes oe the Court 

AdventuresTomSawyer oa ee rthur 

Tom Sawyer Abroad. stolen hite Elephant 

Tom Bawyer, Detective | £1,000,000 Bank-note 


Cc. C F.-TYTLER.—Mistress Judith, 


By SARAH TYTLER. 
WhatShs Gsmeehronch Mrs Carmichael's God- 
Buried Diamonds. desses | Lady Bell. 
The Blackhall Ghosts, | Rachet Lanzton 
The Wacconald Lass. | A Honeymoon's Eclipse. 
Witch-Wife. | Sapphira ' A Youn; Dragon. 

By ALLEN UPWARD. 
The re against Owen. 

ALBERT D. VANDAM. 
Perey ragedy. 


By E. A. VIZETELLY.—the Saorpion, 
By F. WARDEN.—Joan, the Curate. 
By CY WARMAN,—Express Measenger, 


By WILLIAM WESTALL. 
For Honour and Life. | The Old Factory. 
AWoman Tempted Him | Red RB ton. 


Her Two Millions. Ra'ph orbreck's Trust 
Two Pinches of Snuff. | Trust-mone 

Nigel Fortescue. Spl of Belial. 

Birch Dene. of Roy’s Oourt. 
The Phantom City. wi h the Ked:Eagle. 

A Queer Race. Strange Crimes (True 
Ben Clough. Stories), 


y ATHA WESTBURY. 
Tho Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook. 


B} Cc. J. WILLS.—An Easy-going Fellow. 
By JOHN STRANGE WINTER. 


Cavalry Life; and Regimental Legends, 
A Soldier's Children. 
ZOLA. 


The Fortune att Rie Rougons. 
Abbe Mouret's Transgression. 

The Conquest ete are | Germinal. 
The Honour of the Arm 


The Downfall. 1 His Excellency. 

The Dream. { Money. | The Dram- rae 

Dr. Pascal. Lour es. | Rome. | ig. 
The Fatand the Thin. | Fruitfulness. fe ‘Work. 


By ‘22. *-A Nineteenth Century Miracle. 








CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
ARTEMUS WARD4 


Artemus td toca: 


By Mrs. ALEXANDER... 


Bind Wie, ow Widow 1 
Pate. 
‘alerie's Fate. 





A Life Interest. 
Mone’s Chgice. 
By Woman's Wit. 


E. LESTER ARNOLD. 


‘henician, 


By GRANT ALLEN. 
Philistia. |{ Y pabyich * Dumaresq’s Daughter. 


Strange Stories. Duchess of Powysiland. 
For Maimie’s Sake. Blood Royal. pipicce 
In all Shades. Ivan Greet’s 

The Beckoning Hand. The Gcall 

The Devil's Die. Thie M Coil. 

The Tents of Shom. At Market Vatue. 

Phe Great Taboo. Under Sealed Orders. 
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Two-Sniz.ine Noveue<coatinued: 
@ BY FRANK BARRETT. 





Fettered for Life. Found Guilty. 

Little Lady Linton. A Recoiling Vengeance, 
Between Life & Death. | For Love and Honour. 
Sin of Olga Zasoulich. _ John Ford, c. 

Folly Morrison. | Woman ot Iron Brace'ts 
Lieut. Barnabas. im The Harding Scandal. 
Honest Davie. A Missing Witness. 

A Prodigal’'s Progress. | 


By FREDERICK BOYLE. 
Camp Notes. | Chroniclea of No man's 
Bavage Life. Land. 
By Sir W. BESANT and J. RICE. 


Ready-Money Mortiboy | By Celia's Arbour. 
My Little Gari : epetiain: of the Fleet. 
With ee Crown.! The 8 Side. 





The aise Mr. Lucraft. 
The Golden Butterfly. | In Trafalgar's Bav. 
The Monks of Thelema.: The Ten Years’ Tenant. 


By Sir WALTER BESANT. 


All Sorta and Condi-, The Bell of St. Paul's. 
tious of Men. The Holy. Rose. 

The Captaina’ Room. Armore} of Lyonesse. 

All in a Garden Fair. | 8.Katherine s bv Tower 


Derothy Forster. Verbena Cameilia Ste- 
Uncle Jack. + phasotis 
The World Went Very | The Ivory Gate. 

Well Then. The Rebal Queen. 
Children of Gibeon. Beyond the Dreams of 
Herr Paulus. Arvarice. 

For Faith and Freedom. | The Revolt of Man. 

T1 Call Her Mine. In Deacon's Orders. 

The Master Craftsman. | The City of Reiuge. 
B AMBROSE BIERCE. 

In the Midst of L 


BY BRET HARTE. 


Californian Stories. Filip. | Maruja. 
Gabrie] Conro A Phylits of the Sierras. 
Luck of Roaring Camp.| A Waif of the Plains 

An Heiress of Red Dog. | Ward of Golden Gate. 


By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
Shadow of the Sword. | The Martyrdom of Ma 
A Child of Nature. deline 
God and the Man. The New Abelaid. 
Love Me for Ever. The Heir of Linne. 


Foxglove Manor. Woman and the Man. 
The ter of the Mine.| Rachel Den-. ' Matt. 
Asnan Water. Lady Kilpatrick. 

By BUCHANAN and MURRAY. 
Tie Charlatan. 

By HAUL CAINE. 

The Shadow of aCrime.; The Deemster. 
A Son of Hagar. | 


By Commander CAMERO™. 
The Cruise of the ‘Black Prince.’ 
By HAYDEN CARRUTH. 


The accctares of Jones. 


By AUSTIN CLARE. 
For the tous of a Lass. 


By Mrs. ARCHER CLIVE. 
Paal Ferroll. 
Why Paul Ferroll Killed hts Wife 

By MACLAREN COBBAN. 
The Care of Gouis. | The Red Sultan. 


B ae INS 
eae y N COLL 


By MORT. & FRANCES COLLINS. 


Sweet Anne Pra | the Viline Sd shabe § 
Transmigratio e Come 
Prom Midnicht ‘to Mid | You Play me Palse. 
night. Blacksmith and Scholar 
A t with Fortune. | Frances, 


| 





| 
| 
| 
| 


| 


Seer a ee ee te ed 


By WILKIE COLLINS. 
Armadale. {| AfterDark.; My Miscellanies. 
No Name. The Woman in Wh'te, 
tonina. The Mooustone 
Man and Wife 


Poor Miss Finch. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Dauchter, 


Hide and Seek 
The Dead Secret. 
oiore of Hearts. 


as or Mra ? The Black Robe. 
The New Ma Spithdae Heart and Science, 
The Frozen ‘IT Say No!’ 
The Law and the Lady | The Evil Genius. 
The Two Destinies. Little Novels. 
The Haunted Hotel, Logacy of Cain. 
A Rogue's Life. Blind Love. 

By M. J. COLQUHOUN. 

Every tet a Soldier. 


By C. EGBERT CRADDOCK. 
The Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains. 


By MATT CRIM. 
The Adventu: ex at @ “air Rebel. 


By M. CROKER. 
Pretty Misa Recti: Village Tates and Jungle 
, Diana Barrington. Tragedies 
‘To Let.’ Two Musteis 
A Bird of Passage. | Mr, J-rvis 
Proper Pride. | The Real Lady Hilda, 


A Family Likeness. Married or bing e! 
A Third Perron Interference 
By ALPHONSE DAUDET. 
The Evangetist; or, Port Salvation. 
By DICK DONOVAN. 
The Man Hunter. In the Grip of th: Law, 
Tracked aad Taken. From Iniormation Re- 





Caught at Last] ceived, 

Wantéd'! Tracked to Doom. 

Who Poisoned Hetty; Link by Lint 
Duncan 7 Suspicion Aroused, 

Man trom Manchcatet Dark Deods. 


AVDetective s Triun phs: Riddles Read. 
The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace 
The Chronicles of Michael Danevitch. 
By Mrs. ANNIE EDWARDES. 
A Point of Honour. ; Archie Loveli. 


By EDWARD EGGLESTON. 


Roxy. 

Syd MANVILLE FENN. 
The New istress The Tiger Lily 
Witness to the Deed. The White Virg 2 

By PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Bella Donna. Becond Mra Titotsona, 
Polly, Forgotten. | Seventy-five Brooke 
i Street 
Petal Zero. | The Lady of Brantome, 
By P. FITZGERALD and others. 

Strange Secrets 

By R. E. FRANCILLON. 
Olympia King or Knave’ 
Ono by Cae Romances of the Law. 
A Real Queen. is tbe of Sand 
Queen Cophetua. | og and his Shadow. 


By HAROLD FREDERIC. 
Seth's Brother's Wile. | The Lawton Girl. 
Prefaced by Sir BARTLE FRERE. 
Pandurang Har. 


By GILBERT GAUL. 
A Btrange Manuscript. 


By CHARLES GIBBON. 


Robin Gray. In Honour Bound, 
Fancy Free. | Flower of the Forest, 
For Lac of Gold. : The Braes of Yarrow. 


What will World Bay 7! ar Golden Shaft, 
In Love’ and War. Of High Degree. 
For the Ktag. | By Mea@and Stream, 
In Pastures*Green. ' Loving a Drenie: 
uaen of the Meadow. | A Hard Knot 
Heast’s Problem. | Heart's Delight, 
The Dead Heart. | Blood-Money, 


CHATTO & WINDUS, f Publishers, tit St. St. Martin’ s Lane, London, W.c. 3 


aad 


Two-SHILLING Noveve<conlnied, 
’ eae WILLIAM GILBERT. 
James Du 


By ERNEST GLANVILLE. 
The Lost » weiress, The Foasicker 
A Fair Colonist. 


sy Rev. S. BARING GOULD. 
Red Spider. | Eve. 
By ANDREW HALLIDAY. 
Every-day Papers. 
By THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 
By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 


| Beatrix Randolph. 
Love—or a Name 
David Foindexvas: 8 Dis- 





P | 


Carth. 
Eltice Quentin, 
Fortune s Fool. 


Miss Cadogns. appefran 
Sebastian Strome. The Boece. of the 
Duat. Camera 


By Sir ARTHUR HELPS. 
Ivan de B: 
y G. A. HENTY. 
Rujub the Fis 


HEADON HII.L. 


By 
Zambra the Selects. 
By JOHN HILL. 

Treason Felony. 

By Mrs. CASHEL HOEY. 
The Fever a Creed. 

By Mrs. GEORGE HOOPER. 

The House of Raby 

By Mrs. ”HUNGERFORD. 


A Maiden all Forlorn, | Lady Verner's Flisht. 
In cugrauee Vile. The Red-House Mystery 


vel The Three Graces. 
A ‘Mental Struggle. Unsatisfactory Lover. 


2 cae i a ere 
en a ne em 


A Modern Circe. Lady Patty. 
April's Lady. Nora Creina. | 
Peter's Wife. Professor's Experiment. 


By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT. 


That Other Person. | The Leaden Casket. 
Belt ConJemned. 


By MARK KERSHAW. 
Colonial Facts and Fictions. 
By R. ASHE KING. 
A Drawn Game. Passion’s S!ave. 
‘tLe Wearing of the | Bell Barry. 
Green.’ | 


By EDMOND LEPELLETIER. 
HMadame Sans-Gene. 


By JOHN LEYS. 
The Lindsays. 


By E. LYNN LINTON. 


Patricia Kemball. : Tho Atonement of Leam 
The World Well Tost. Dundas 

Under which Lord? | Rebel of the Family, 
Carew. ' Bowing the Wind, 

The One Too Many. 
Dulcie Everton. 





with a Silkea Thread. 
By HENRY W. LUCY. 
Gideon Pierce: 


By JUSTINMcCARTHY. 
ear Lady Disdain, Donna Quixota, 
Watordale Neighbours. | Maid of Athens 
My Enemy's Pesenter The Comet Arcee eason, 
A Fair Saxon The Dictator., 
Linie Rochford. Red Diamouds 
as Misanthrope. The Riddie Ring. 


mio! * 


a a ey 


By HUGH MACCOLL. 
Mr. Stranger: & Bealod Packet. 


By GEORGE MACDONALD. 


Heathers and Snow. 


Ry AGNES MACDONELL. 


Quaker Cousins, 
By W. H. MALLOCK. 
The New Republic. 
By BRANDER MATTHEWS. 
A Secr a of the Sea, 


L. T. 


By 
A Boidler of roaane. 


By LEONARD MERRICK. 
The Man” who was Good. 

By JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and Go, | Mr. Dorillion. 


By Mrs. MOLESWORTH. 
Hather ee Rectory. 
By J. E. MUDDOCK. 
StoriesWeird and Won. | "be the Bosom of the 


MEADE. 


dertul. Deap. 
The Dead Man’s Secret. 
By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
A Mode! Father. A Bit of Human Nature. 
Joseph's Coat. First Person Singul:r. 
| Bob Martin's LittleGirl. 
Val Strango. | Hearts. | Times Revenges. 
Old Blazer s Hero. | A Wasted Crime, 
The Way of the World. ! In Direst Peril 
Cynic Fortune. Mount Despair. 
A Lifes Atonement. « A Capfulo’ Nails 
By the Gate of the Sea , 
By MURRAY and HERMAN. 
One Traveller Returns. | The Bishops’ Bible, 
Paul Jones s Alias. 
By HUME NISBET. 
| Dr. Bernard 8t. Vincent. 


By W. E. NORRIS. 
Saint Ann 3, | Dilly Bollew. 


Ly GEORGES OHNET. 


Dr. Rameau. | A Weird Gift. 
A Last Love. 


; By Mrs. OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladies The Greatest Helressz in 


Coals of Fire. 


‘Bail Up!" 


Tue Primrose Path. England, 
By OUIDA. 

Held in Bondage. ' Two Lit.Wooden Shoes. 
Strathmore. | Moths. 
Chandos, | Bimbi. 
Idalia. | Pipistrello. 
Under Two Flags. ; A anne Commune. 
Ceci} Castlemaine ‘sGage Wanda, 
Tricotrin. : Othmar 
Puck. | Froscocs, 
Folle Farine ; In Maremma, 
A Dog of Flanders. , Guilderoy. 
Pascarel. ' Ruffino, 

igna. ’ Syrin. 
Princess Napraxine, | Santa Barbara. 
In a Winter City. Two Offenders. 
Ariadne. Quidas Wisdom, Wit, 
Friendship. | and Pathos. 


By MARGARET AGNES PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. y 


By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED. 


The Romance cf a Station. 

The Soul of Countess Adrian. 

Ont'aw and Lawmeker. Mrs. Tregaskias 
Christina Chard. 
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Two-SHILLING Nove.s—continued, 
By RICHARD PRYCE. 


Miss Maxwell's Affections. 
* By JAMES PAYN. 
Bentinck's Tutor. The Talk of the Town. 
‘urphy’'s Master, Holiday Tasks. 

4 Gounty Family. | A Perfect Treasure. 
At Her Mercy. What He Cost Her. 

‘s Tryst. A Confidential Sgent. 

The Olyffards of Cly He. Glow-worm 

The Foster Rrothers The Burnt Million. 
Found Dead. seen Stories. 
The Best of Husbands. ir Maasingberd. 
Walter's Word. A Woman's Vengeance. 
Halves. The Family Sca; eprerace: 
Falien Fortunes. Gwendoline's Harvest. 
Humorous Stories, Like Pather, Like Son. 

Reward. Married Beneath Him. 
A Marine Residence Not Wooed, but Won. 
Mirk Ab Less Biack than We're 
By Proxy. Painted. 
Under One Roof, Some Private Views. 
High Spir! A Grape from a Thorn. 
Carlyon’s Year The Mystery of Mir- 
From Exile b e. 
For Cash Only | The Word and the Will. 

t. | A Prince of the Blood. 

The Canon s Ward. A Trying Patient. 


By CHARLES READE. 
It ieee Hever Too Late to: A aco Temptation. 





Foul Pla 
Christic Johnstone. The W aadenind Heir. 
The Double Marriage. {| Hard Cash. 
Pat Yourself in His) singlobeaty and Double- 


Place | fac 
Love Me Little, Love | Good ‘Stores of Man and 
e Long. other Animals. 
The * cloister and the; Peg Woffington. 
bt | Gritith Gannt. 
rR Perilous Secret, 
A Simpleton. 


e 
Course of True Love. 


the ‘Auiobiogra hi of| Readiana. 
6 Au eadian 
a Thief. es A Woman-Hater. 


By Mrs. J. H. RIDDELL. 


Weird Stories The Uninhabited House. 
F Water. | The Mystery in Palace 
Her Mother's Darling. | Gardens. 
The Prince of Wales's ; The Nun's Curse. 
Garden Party. ' Idle Tales. 
By F. W. ROBINSON. 
Women are Stranzs. 


bees Woman in the Dark 
The Hands of Justice. 
By W. CLARK RUSSELL. ° 


Round the Galley Fire. | An Ocean Tragedy. 
On the Fo'k'sle dead. | My Shipmate Louise. 
Alo 





In the Middle Watch. ne on Wide Wide Sea. 
A Voyage to the Cape. | Good Sip ‘ Mokeck.' 
a Book for the Ham- an e Phantom Death. 
ock. Iz He the Man ? 
The Mystery of the | Heart of Oak. 
‘Ocean Star.’ The Convict aot 

The Romance of seusy ze Tale of the Ten. 

Harlowe. The Last Entry. 


By DORA TBOSCELEL 
A Country Sweetheart. 
By GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 
Gaslight and Daylight. 
By GEORGE R. SIMS. 





jeary Jane’, Memoirs, | Memoirs of a Landlad 
ans's Me emoirs of a Landlady. 
Mary Jane Ynrried. Scenes from the Show. 
Sales of To-day. -The 10 Commandments. 
dearer of re { pescoet espe F 

é €8 AU nds. 
My Twe diy two Wives. | - aa 
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By ARTHUR SKETCHLEY. 
A Match in the Dark. 


= By HAWLEY SMART. 
without raty - Licence. | The Piunger, 
The Master of Rathkelly. eee 
By T. W. SPEIGHT. 
~ do ae of Heron Ee Back to Lifa. 


The LoudwatorTragedy, 
rhe Goiden Hoop. Burgo's Romance. sai 
Hoodwinked. uittance in Full. 

By Devious Ways. Husband from the Seca 
By ALAN oF. AUBYN. 

A Fellow of Trinity. Orchard Damerel. 

The Junior Dean. In the Face of theWor'd. 

Master of St.Benedict's | The Tremlett Diamonds 

To His Own Master. 





ai aisha rai. A. STERNDALE. 


y R. LOUIS STEVENSON, 
New ar Nights, 


y ROBERT SURTEES. 
standlay't See 


y BERTHA THOMAS. 
The vinie Player, 


By WALTER THORNBURY. 
Tales for the Marines. 


By T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE. 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 


By F. ELEANOR TROLLOPE. 


Like Ships upon the | Anne Purness. 
Sea. Mabel’s Progress. 


By ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
Frau Frohmann. 1 The American Senator, 
Marion Fay. Mr. Scarborough’s 
Kept in the Dark. Family. 
The Way We Live Now. @oldenLion of Granpere 
The Land-Leaguers. 


By MARK TWAIN. 


A Pleasure Trip on the | Stolen ihe MietetneL 
Continent. Life on th 


The Gilded “i , The Prince and ana 7 
Huckleberry Finn. Paupe 

MarkTwain sSketches./ A Y. oe at the Court 
Tom Sawyer. of King Arthur. 

A Tramp Abroad. £1,000,000 Bank- Note, 


By C. C. FRASER-TYTLER. 

Mistress Judith. 

By SARAH TYTLER. 
Bride's Pass | Lady Bell The Huguenot Pamlly 
Buried Diamonds. | The Blackhall Ghosts 
St Munsor City, What SheCameThrough 
Noblesse Oblige. Beauty and the Beast, 
Disappeared. Citoyenne Jaqueline. 

By ALLEN UPWARD. 
The Queen against Owen. | Prince of Balkistan. 

By WILLIAM WESTALL. 
Trust-Money. 
By Mrs. F. H. WILLIAMSON. 
A Child Widow. 
By J. S. WINTER. 

Cavalry Life. | Regimental Legends. 


1 By H. F. WOOD. 


The Pr mnger from Scotland 
The En, of the Rue 0 
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